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When  Cupid  sees  how  thickly  now  . 
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Cupid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  ray 
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Mix  me,  child,  a  cup  divine 
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refilled  as  well  ai  hospitable  feativitj.  The 
Mias  Montgamcrji,  to  whose  rare  beaut;  the 
pencil  of  Sir  Joshua  has  given  immorciilitj, 
were  among  those  whom  mj  worthy  preceptor 
moat  boasted  of  ns  pupls ;  and  bis  description 
of  them,  I  remember,  long  hsuoted  m;  boybh 
imagination,  as  though  tliej  were  not  earthly 
women,  but  some  spiritual  "  creatures  of  the 
element." 

About  thirty  or  Ibrty  years  before  the 
period  of  which  I  am  speaking,  an  eager  taste 
for  private  lieatricaJ  performauces  bad  sprung 
up  among  the  higher  ranks  of  society  in  Ire- 
land ;  and  at  Carton,  the  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
LeIuBter,  at  Castletown,  Marley,  and  other 
great  houses,  ptivate  playa  were  got  up,  of 
which,  in  most  instances,  the  superintendence 
was  entrusted  to  Mr.  Whyle,  and  in  general 
the  prolc^e,  or  the  epilogue,  contributed  by 
his  pen.  At  Marley,  the  aeat  of  IheLatouches, 
where  the  masque  of  Comua  was  performed  in 
the  year  1776,  while  my  old  master  supplied 
the  prologue,  no  lesa  diatinguiahed  a  band  than 
that  of  our  "  ever-glorioua  Grattan*,"  fur- 
nished tlie  epilogue.  This  relic  of  his  pen, 
too,  is  the  more  memorable,  as  being,  I  believe, 
the  only  poetical  compoaition  te  was  ever 
known  to  produce. 

At  the  time  when  I  Out  began  to  attend  bis 
school,  Mr.  Whyte  still  continued,  to  the  no 
small  alarm  of  many  parents,  to  encourage  a 
taste  for  acting  amnng  his  pupils.  In  thia  line 
I  was  long  his  favourite  <Aow-scholar ;  and 
nniong  tie  play-bills  introduced  in  his  volume, 
to  iUoatrate  the  occasions  of  his  own  prologues 
and  epilogues,  there  is  one  of  a  play  got  up  in 
the  year  1790,  at  Lady  Borrowes'a  private 
theatre  in  Dublin,  where,  among  the  items  of 
the  cvening'a  eoterttdnment,  is  "  An  Epilogue, 
A  Squeeze  to  St.  Paal'i,  Maater  Moore." 

With  acting,  indeed,  is  associated  the  very 
first  attempt  at  verse-making  to  which  my  me- 
mory enable*  me  to  plead  guilty.  It  was  at  a 
period,  I  think,  even  earlier  than  tbe  date  last 
mentioned,  that,  while  paaaing  the  aummer 
holidays,  with  a  number  of  other  young  people, 
at  one  of  those  bathing-ptaces,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Dublin,  which  afford  snch  fresh 
and  beolthM  retreats  to  its  inhabitants,  it  was 
prapoacd  among  us  that  we  should  combine 
together  in  some  theatrical  perfo 


the  Poor  Soldier  and  a  Harlequin  F 
being  the  entertainments  agreed  upon,  the 
□f  Patrick  and  the  Motiey  hero  fell  to  my  s 
I  was  also  encouraged  to  write  and  reri' 
appropriate  epilogue  on  the  occtt-iion ;  ani 
following  lines,  alluding  to  our  speedy  r< 
to  Bchool,  and  remarkable  only  for  their  ha 
lived  so  long  in  my  memory,  formed  t 
thia  juvenile  effort; — 


Urlf<]ij]n,  who  ihipp'd.  In 


irmed  eg 


I  have  tbua  been  led  back,  step  by 
from  an  early  date  lo  one  sUil  earlier,  wit 
view  of  ascertaining,  for  tiose  who  take 
interest  in  literary  biography,  at  what  pei 
firvt  showed  on  aptitude  for  tlie  now  cor 
craft  of  verse-making ;  and  the  result  ii 
far  back  in  childhood  lies  the  epoch  — 
am  really  unable  to  say  at  what  age  I  fir 
gon  lo  act,  sing,  and  rhyme. 

To  these  different  talents,  such  as  they 
the  gay  and  social  habits  prevailing  in  I 
afforded   frequent   opportunities    of   dj 
while,  at  home,  a,  most  amiable  fathEsr, 
mother  such  as  in  heart  and  head  hMR 
been  equalled,  furnished  me  with  tifld 
Btlmulua  to   exertion  —  the   desire  M 
those  whom  we,  at  once,  most  love  H 
respect.     It  was,  I  think,  a  year  or  t4 
my  entrance  into  college,  that  a  masqiHB 
by  myself,  and  of  which  I  had  adapts 
the  songs  to  the  air  of  Hadyn'a  S{d| 
was   acted,  under   our   own   humbla 
Aungicr   Street,  by  my  elder  eist^ 
and  one  or  two  other  young  persol 
little   drawing-room  over   the   shc^ 
grand  place  OS  representation,  and  yot 

enacted  for  us  the  part  of  orchesb 
piano-forte. 

It  will  bo  seen  from  all  tiiia,  that, 
imprudent  and  premature  waa  my  fin 
ance  in  the  London  world  aa  an  anj 
only  lucky  that  I  had  not  much  carliol 
thai  responsible  ebaracleri  in  whidi 
public  would  probably  have  treated  nn 
productions  in  much  the  same  mannsF 
that  sensible  critic,  my  Uncle  Tohj 
have  disposed  of  the  "work  which  1 
LipaiuB  produced  on  the  day  he  w 
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could  hardlj  haye  been  devised  an 
licle  for  lively  political  satire  than  this 
esty  of  monarchical  power,  and  its 
purtenances,  so  temptingly  supplied. 
f  day,  indeed,  after  this  commemora- 
re  appeared,  in  the  Dalkey  state- 
an  amusing  proclamation  horn  the 
ring  a  large  reward,  in  crwiebanes*, 
der  or  finders  of  his  maje8ty*s  crown, 
wing  to  his  '^having  measured  both 
the  road  **  in  his  pedestrian  progress 
•receding  night,  had  unluckily  fallen 
royal  brow. 

ot  to  be  wondered  at,  that  whatever 
turn  I  may  have  possessed  for  the 
:irmishing  of  satire  should  have  been 
x>  play  by  so  pleasant  a  field  for  its 
as  the  state  afiairs  of  the  Dalkey 
afibrded;  and,  accordingly,  my  first 
n  this  line  was  an  Ode  to  his  Majesty, 
iphen,  contrasting  the  happy  state  of 
in  which  he  lived  among  his  merry 
th  the  *'  metal  coach,"  and  other  such 
ns  against  mob  violence,  which  were 
ive  been  adopted  at  that  time  by  his 
ther  of  England.  Some  portions  of 
nile  squib  still  live  in  my  memory ; 
fall  far  too  short  of  the  lively  demands 
>ject  to  be  worth  preserving,  even  as 

ege,  the  first  circumstance  that  drew 
tion  to  my  rhyming  powers  was  my 
a  theme,  in  English  verse,  at  one  of 
terly  examinations.  As  the  sort  of 
ays  required  on  those  occasions  were 
d,  in  general,  as 'a  mere  matter  of 
1  were  written,  invariably,  I  believe, 
prose,  the  appearance  of  a  theme  in 
erse  could  hardly  fail  to  attract  some 
[t  was,  therefore,  with  no  small  anx- 
whcn  the  moment  for  judging  of  the 
Tived,  I  saw  the  examiners  of  the  dif- 
ivisions  assemble,  as  usual,  at  the 
'  the  hall  for  that  purpose.  Still  more 
as  it  when  I  perceived  that  the  re- 
quisitor,  in  whose  hands  was  my  fate, 
the  rest  of  the  awful  group,  and  was 
his  steps  towards  the  table  where  I 
id.  Leaning  across  to  me,  he  asked 
sly,  whether  the  verses  which  I  had 

*  Irish  half^nce,  so  called. 


just  given  in  were  my  own ;  and,  on  my  an- 
swering in  the  affirmative,  added  these  cheering 
words,  ^  They  do  you  great  credit ;  and  I  shall 
not  fail  to  recommend  them  to  the  notice  oi 
the  Board."  This  result  of  a  step,  ventured 
upon  with  some  little  fear  and  scruple,  was  ol 
course  very  gratifying  to  me ;  and  the  premium! 
received  from  the  Board  was  a  well-bound  copy  oi 
the  Travels  of  Anacharsis,  together  with  a  certifi- 
cate, stating,  in  not  very  lofty  Latin,  that  this  re- 
ward had  been  conferred  upon  me,  ^'propter  lau- 
dabilem  in  versibus  componendis  progressum." 
The  idea  of  attempting  a  version  of  some  oj 
the  Songs  or  Odes  of  Anacreon  had  very  earl} 
occurred  to  me;. and  a  specimen  of  my  firsi 
ventures  in  this  undertaking  may  be  found  in 
the  Dublin  Magazine  already  referred  to,  where 
in  the  number  of  that  work  for  February,  1794, 
appeared  a  ^'Paraphrase  of  Anacreon*s  Fiftli 
Ode,  by  T.  Moore."  As  it  may  not  be  unm- 
teresting  to  future  and  better  translators  of 
the  poet  to  compare  this  schoolboy  experiment 
with  my  later  and  more  laboured  version  of 
the  same  ode,  I  shall  here  extract  the  specimen 
found  in  the  Anthologia: — 

*'  Let  us,  with  the  clustering  rlne. 
The  rose.  Love's  blushing  flower,  entwine. 
Fancy's  hand  our  chaplet's  wreathing, 
Vernal  sweets  around  us  breathing. 
We'll  gaily  drink,  Aili  goblets  quaffing. 
At  frighted  Care  securely  laughing. 

^th'  "  Kose  !  thou  balmy-scentcd  flower, 

Rear'd  by  Spring's  most  fostering  power. 
Thy  dewy  blossoms,  opening  bright. 
To  gods  themselTCS  can  give  delight ; 
And  Cypria's  child,  with  roses  crown'd. 
Trips  with  each  Grace  the  masy  round, 

"  Bind  my  brows,  —  I'll  tune  the  lyre. 
Lore  my  rapturous  strains  shall  Are, 
Near  Bacchus*  grape-encircled  shrine. 
While  roses  (^"esh  my  brows  entwine. 
Led  by  the  winged  train  of  Pleasures, 
I'll  dance  with  nymphs  to  sportive  measures.*' 

In  pursuing  further  this  light  task,  the  only 
object  I  had  for  some  time  in  view  was  to  lay 
before  the  Board  a  select  number  of  the  odes 
I  had  then  translated,  with  a  hope, — suggested 
by  the  kind  encouragement  I  had  already  re* 
ceived,  —  that  they  might  be  considered  ai 
deserving  of  some  honour  or  reward.  Having 
experienced  much  hospitable  attention  from 
Doctor  Kearney,  one  of  the  senior  fellows  f,  • 
man  of  most  amiable  character,  as  well  as  r* 
refined  scholarship,  I  submitted  to  his  perus 

t  Appointed  Prorost  of  the  UnfTereitj  in  the  year  17 
and  made  afterwards  Bishop  of  Ossory. 
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the  manuscript  of  mj  translation  as  far  as  it 
had  then  proceeded,  and  requested  his  advice 
respecting  my  intention  of  laying  it  before  the 
Board.    On  this  latter  point  his  opinion  was 
such  as,  with  a  little  more  thought,  I  might 
have  anticipated,  namely,  that  he  did  not  see 
bow  the  Board  of  the  University  could  lend 
their  sanction,  by  any  public  reward,  to  writings 
so  convivial  and  amatory  as  were  almost  all 
those  of  Anacreon.    He  very  good-naturedly, 
however,  lauded  my  translation,  and  advised 
me  to  complete  and  publish  it ;  adding,  I  well 
recollect,  "  young  people  will  like  it."    I  was 
ak>  indebted  to  him  for  the  use,  during  my 
task,  of  Spaletti's  curious  publication,  giving 
I  facsimile  of  those  pages  of  a  MS.  in  the 
Vatican  Library  which  contain  the  Odes,  or 
''Symposiacs,"  attributed  to  Anacreon.*    And 
here  I  shall  venture  to  add  a  few  passing  words 
OQ  a  point  which  I  once  should  have  thought  it 
profanation  to  question, — the  authenticity  of 
these  poems.    The  cry  raised  against  their 
gennineness  by  Robertellus  and  other  enemies 
of  Henry  Stephen,  when  that  eminent  scholar 
first  introduced  them  to  the  learned  world, 
may  be  thought  to  have  long  since  entirely 
tttbsided,  leaving  their  claim  to  so  ancient  a 
paternity  safe  and  unquestioned.    But  I  am 
forced,  however  reluctantly,  to  confess  that  there 
appear  to  me  strong  grounds  for  pronouncing 
these  light  and  beautiful  lyrics  to  be  merely 
modem  fabrications.    Some  of  the  reasons  that 
incline  me  to  adopt  this  unwelcome  conclu- 
sion are  thus  clearly  stated  by  the  same  able 
scholar,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  emen- 
dations of  my  own  juvenile  Greek  ode  :  —  "I 
do  not  see  how  it  is  possible,  if  Anacreon  had 
written  chiefly  in  Iambic  dimeter  verse,  that 
Ilorace   should    have  wholly   neglected    that 
metre.     I  may  add  that,  of  those  fragments  of 
Anacreon,  of  whose  genuineness,  from  internal 
evidence,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  almost  all  are 
written  in  one  or  other  of  the  lighter  Iloratiun 
metres,  and  scarcely  one  in  Iambic  dimeter 
verse.     This  may  be  seen  by  looking  tlirough 
the  list  in  Fischer.'' 


*  When  the  monument  to  Frovost  Baldwin,  which  stand* 
fn  the  hall  of  the  College  of  Dublin,  arrived  from  Italy,  there 
one  In  the  same  patrking-case  with  it  two  copies  of  this  work 
of  Spalctti,  one  of  which  was  presented  by  Dr.  Troy,  the 
Bonan  Catholic  Archbishop,  as  a  gift  from  the  Pope  to  the 
Library  of  the  University,  and  the  other  (of  which  I  was  sub- 
•eqornCly  CaToured  with  the  use)  hepreaented,  in  like  manner, 


The  unskilful  attempt  at  Greek  verse  from 
my  own  pen,  which  is  found  prefixed  to  the 
Translation,  was  intended  originally  to  illus- 
trate a  picture,  representing  Anacreon  con- 
vei-sing  with  the  Groddess  of  Wisdom,  from 
which  the  frontispiece  to  the  first  edition  of 
the  work  was  taken.  Had  I  been  brought  up 
with  a  due  fear  of  the  laws  of  prosody  before 
my  eyes,  I  certainly  should  not  have  dared  to 
submit  so  untutored  a  production  to  the  criti- 
cism of  the  trained  prosodians  of  the  English 
schools.  At  the  same  time,  I  cannot  help 
adding  that,  as  far  as  music,  distinct  from 
metre,  is  concerned,  I  am  much  inclined  to 
prefer  the  ode  as  originally  written  to  its  pre- 
sent corrected  shape ;  and  that,  at  all  events, 
I  entertain  but  very  little  doubt  as  to  which  of 
the  two  a  composer  would  most  willingly  set 
to  music. 

For  the  means  of  collecting  the  materials  of 
the  notes  appended  to  the  Translation,  I  was 
chiefly  indebted  to  the  old  library  adjoining  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral,  called,  from  the  name  of 
the  archbishop  who  founded  it^  Marsh's  Library. 
Through  my  acquaintance  with  the  deputy 
librarian,  the  Rev.  Mr  Cradock,  I  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  constant  access  to  this  collection, 
even  at  that  period  of  tlie  year  when  it  is 
always  closed  to  the  public.  On  these  occa- 
sions I  used  to  be  locked  in  there  alone ;  and 
to  the  many  solitary  hours  which,  both  at  the 
time  I  am  now  speaking  of  and  subsequently, 
I  pavssed  in  hunting  through  the  dusty  tomes  of 
this  old  library,  I  owe  much  of  that  odd  and 
out-of-the-way  sort  of  reading  which  may  be 
found  scattered  through  some  of  my  earlier 
writings. 

Early  in  the  year  1799,  while  yet  in  my 
nineteenth  year,  I  left  Ireland,  for  the  first 
time,  and  proceeded  to  London,  with  the  two 
not  very  congenial  objects,  of  keeping  my  terms 
at  the  Middle  Temple,  and  publishing,  by  sub- 
scription, my  Translation  of  Anacreon.  One 
of  those  persons  to  whom,  through  the  active 
zeal  of  friends,  some  part  of  my  manuscript 
had  been  submitted  before  it  went  to  press, 

to  my  friend,  Dr.  Kearney.  Thus,  curiously  enough,  while 
Anacreon  in  English  was  considered  —  and,  I  grant,  on  no 
unreasonable  grounds  —  as  a  work  to  which  grave  collegiate 
authorities  could  not  openly  lend  their  sanction,  Anacreon  in 
Greek  was  thought  no  unfitting  present  to  be  received  by  a 
Protestant  bishop,  through  the  medium  of  a  Catholic  arch- 
bishop, from  the  hands  of  his  holiness,  the  Pope. 


■A  '2 


wilh  m  on  hia  wbj  to  Bermuda.    We  quitted 

%itlh»don  Ibc  25tli  of  September  (1803),  and 

'ta  tt  short  veek  laj  becalmed  under  the  lofty 

pe&k  of  Pico.     In  thU  situatioa  the  Fbaeton  ia 

depicted  in  the  frontiapicee  of  Moorc'a  Poems." 

During  the  Toyage,  I  dined  verj  frequently 

*itli  the  tirffieeis  of  the  gun-room ;  and  it  was 

little  gralifyiog  to  me  to  learn,  from  tlis 

■olnine,  that   the  cordial  regawi 

titeae  mcaaJ  and  open-hearted  men  inspired  in 

lie  ins  not  icholly  unreturned  on  their  part. 

Aft^rmeniionhig  our  arriTBl  at  Norfolk,  in  Vir- 

linii.  Captain  Suitt  aays,  "  Mr.  and  Mra.  Merry 

HI  the  Phaeton,  aoder  the  usual  »a1ute,  ac- 

eoinpanied  by  Mr.   Moore;" — then,    adding 

wnte  kind  mnDpllments  on  the  score  of  talents, 

tc.  he  concludes  with  a  fenlcoce  which  it  gave 

BC  tsnfold  more  pleasure  to  read, — "  The  gun- 

touD  meca  witncsBed  the  day  of  his  departure 

■ilh  ^tiine  lorrow.*    Froai  Iforfolb,  after  a 

ttj  of  about  ten  daya,  under  the  hospitable 

Ibe  British  Consul,  Colonel  Hamilton, 

in  the  Driver  sloop  of  war,  to 

tiien  on  that  italion  another 
JMlkfid  tailor,  who  has  since  earned  for  bim- 
tdfi  dutingnished  Dsme  among  Gngliiji  writers 
if  Inrels,  Captain  Basil  Hall,  —  then  a  nid- 
•tipcDiD  on  board  the  Leaniler.  In  his  Frag- 
Bi:Dt)  ef  Voyages  and  Traveb,  this  writer  has 
(ded  Dp  Mtne  agreeable  reuunisceoces  of  that 
p(riod;  in  pemung  which,  —  to  full  of  life  and 
leJityne  hta  sketches,  —  I  found  all  my  owd 
Mial  reoiUectiDns  brought  freably  to  my  mind. 
Ibercrj  names  of  the  different  ships,  then  so 
bniliar  to  my  ears, — the  Leander,  the  Boston, 
tkt  CambriaD,  —  transported  me  back  to  the 
HOD  of  youth  and  those  Summer  Isles  once 

OR. 

Th*  leatimony  borne  by  so  competent  a 
ilMa  as  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of  my 
<tttchci  of  the  besutlfid  scenery  of  Bermuda 
'  of  br  loo  much  value  to  me,  in  my  capacity 
rtnTcUcT,  to  be  here  omitted  by  me,  however 
nwions  of  bot  ill  deserving  the  praise  he 
Iniibei  on  me,  ns  a  poet.  Not  that  I  mean  to 
indilTurencc  to  such  kind  tributes ; — od 
Attsuniy,  those  are  always  the  most  alive  to 
who  feel  inwardly  least  confident.*  in 
of  their  own  UtJe  to  it.  In  the 
VMM  imtancG,  however,  my  vanity  (for  eo 
''■  sMwy  feeUng  it  always  called)  geeks  its 


food  in  a  different  direction.  It  is  not  t 
poet  I  invoke  the  aid  of  Captain  Hall's  opinion, 
but  as  a  traveller  and  observer ;  it  is  not 
my  invention  I  ask  him  to  bear  testimony,  but 
to  my  matter-of-fact. 

"  The  most  pleasing  and  most  exact  descrip- 
tion which  I  know  of  Bermuda,"  eaya  this  gen- 
tleman, "  is  to  be  found  in  Moore's  Odes  und 
Epistles,  a  work  published  many  years  ago. 
The  reason  why  his  accoimt  escela  in  beauty 
09  well  OS  in  precision  that  of  other  men  p 
bnbly  is,  that  the  scenes  described  lie  ao  much 
beyond  the  scope  of  ordinary  observation 
colder  climates,  and  the  feelings  which  they 
excite  in  the  beholder  are  so  mnch  higher  tliui 
those  produced  by  the  scenery  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  look  at,  that,  unless  the  imi 
nation  be  deeply  dmwn  upon,  and  the  diction 
sustiuned  at  a  correspondent  piteh,  the  words 
alone  strike  the  ear,  while  the  listener's  fancy 
remiuns  where  it  was.  In  Moore's  account 
there  is  not  only  no  eiaggeratimi,  but,  on  thi 
contrary,  a  wotiderfxd  d^ree  of  temperance  ii 
the  midst  of  a  feast  which  to  his  rich  fancy 
mast  have  been  peculiarly  tempting.  He  h 
contrived  by  a  magic  pM^uliarly  his  own,  yet 
without  departing  from  the  truth,  to  sketch 
what  was  before  him  with  a  fervour  which 
tboac  who  have  never  been  on  the  spot  m! 
well  be  excused  for  setting  down  as  the  sport 
of  the  poet's  invention."  • 

How  truly  politic  it  is  in  a  poet  to  connect 
bis  verse  with  well-known  and  interesting  h 
caUties, — to  wed  his  song  to  scenes  already  ii 
vested  with  fame,  and  thus  lend  it  a  chance  of 
shoring  the  charm  which  encircles  them,  —  I 
have  myself^  in  more  than  one  instance,  very 
agreeably  expcricnce<l.  Among  the  memorials 
of  this  description,  which,  as  I  learn  with  plea 
sure  and  pride,  still  keep  me  remembered  ii 
some  of  those  beautiful  regions  of  the  West 
which  I  visited,  I  eball  mention  but  one  slight 
instance,  os  showing  how  potently  the  Genins 
of  the  Place  may  lend  to  song  o  life  and  inipe- 
rishableness  to  which,  in  itself,  it  boosts  no 
cloim  or  pretension.  The  following  lines  in 
one  of  my  Bermudian  poems, 


still  live  in  memory,  I  am  told,  on  those  fury 


Innoting  mj  nune  witl)  the  pictu- 

1  ihr.y  [IcMcribe,  ind  the  noble  old 

linvL'  still  wlorns  it.*     Ohp  of 

V  (ntan)  Lind)  I  can  boost  tliu 

a  gubli-t  forniod  of  onu  of  tlic 

lis  renutrk&blo  treu,  which  wu 

I  liunnuilo,  B,  taw  years  since,  by 

I  CiMttillUi  and  whii^h  tJiat  gentk- 

{  had  it  tutcfuUy  mounted  lu  a 

m  kindlj  presented  to  me  ;  the  fol- 

'i  being   part   of  the   inscription 

re;  — "To  Tbiinuis  Muore,  Esq., 

i  of  a  calabash  which  grew  on 

It  Iwari  his  naime,  near  Walsinglmm, 

fc  inscribed  b;  one  who,"  &e.  &c. 

Hrmuda  1  proceeded  in  the  Uaston, 

■end  Cuptaui  (now  Admiral)  J.  E. 

T  New  York,  from  whcnee,  after  a 

e  sailed  fur  Norfolk,  in  Virginia ; 

llbe  beginning  of  June,  1S04, 1  set 

Imt  eitj  on  a  tour  through  part  of 

At  Washington,  I  passed  some 

Ithe  English  minister,  Mr.  Merry  ( 

f  him,  presented  at  the  levee  of  the 

Jefferson,  whom  1  found  sitting  with 

learbom    and    one    or    two    other 

le  homely  costume,  com- 

3  and  Conncmara  stockings,  in 

Mary  had  been  received  by  him — 

it  formal  miniater's  horror — when 

]i  hi[n,  in  full  dress,  to  deliver  his 

My  single   interview  with   this 

I  person  woa  of  very  short  duration  ; 

Keen  and  spoken  with  the  man  who 

e  Deularation  of  American  Inde- 

13  on  event  not  to  be  forgotten. 

Idclphia,  the  society  I  was  chiefly 

inted  with,  and  to  wbieh  {as  the 

ire's  green  bBnks"t 

■teatify)  I  was  indebted  for  some  of 

pecable  recollectinni  of  the  Unit<jd 

Bted  entirely   of  persons  of  (he 

:  Anti- Democratic   party.      Few 

t,  too,  as  bad  been  my  opportu- 

ludging  for  myself  of  the  political 

late  of  Ihe  country,  my  mind  was 

lO  much  to  the  influence  of  the  feel- 

Bejudiees  of  those  I  chiefly  consorted 

\  certainly,  in  no  quarter  was  I 

e  ipot.  I»j  Dr.  SM4go  of  Ihf  Rai»1  Arlllki 


Bure  to  find  decided  hostility,  both  to  l]ie  ncB 
and  the  principles  then  domiuani  ihroo^icat 
the  Union,  u  among  officoa  of  ibe  BritiA 
navy,  and  in  the  ranks  of  an  angry  FederaliM 
oppnsidon.  For  any  blat,  therefore,  A*t, 
under  such  circumstance*,  mj  opiniooi  and 
feelings  may  be  thought  to  have  recdved,  fnO 
allowance,  of  course,  is  to  be  made  in  a[^rai>- 
ing  the  weight  due  to  my  authority  on  the 
BubjccC.  All  I  can  answer  for,  is  the  pCTfect 
sincerity  and  earnestness  of  the  actual  impres- 
sions, whether  true  or  erroneous,  under  wbidi 
my  Epistles  from  Ibe  United  States  were 
written;  and  so  strong,  at  the  time,  I  confena, 
were  those  iinprcssiona,  IbM  it  wts  the  only 
period  of  my  past  life  during  which  I  have 
found  myself  ut  all  sceptical  as  to  the  Hrand- 
nes«  (if  that  Liberal  creed  of  politics,  in  the 
profession  anil  advocacy  of  which  I  may  be  , 
almost  literally  said  to  have  b^un  life,  and 
shall  most  probably  end  it- 
Reaching,  for  the  second  time.  New  York, 
I  set  out  from  thence  un  the  now  familiar  and 
easy  enteqirise  of  visiting  the  Falls  of  Niagara. 
It  is  but  too  true,  of  all  grand  objects,  whether 
in  nature  or  art,  that  facility  of  access  to  them  | 
much  duninishes  the  feeling  of  reverence  they 
ought  to  inspire.  Of  this  fault,  however,  the 
route  to  Niagara,  at  that  period  —  at  least  the 
portion  of  it  which  led  through  the  Genesee 
country — could  not  justly  bo  accuseii  The 
latter  part  of  the  journey,  which  lay  chiefly 
tlirough  yet  but  half-cleared  wood,  we  were 
obliged  to  perform  on  foot;  and  a  ulight  acci- 
dent I  met  with,  in  the  course  of  our  mjjged  , 
walk,  laid  me  up  for  some  days  at  BnSilo. 
To  the  rapid  growth,  in  that  wonderful  region, 
of,  at  least,  the  materials  of  civilization, — bow- 
ever  ultimately  they  may  be  turned  to  ac- 
count,—  this  flourishing  town,  which  stands 
on  Lake  Erie,  bears  most  ample  testimony. 
Though  little  better,  at  the  time  when  I  vbited 
it,  than  a  mere  village,  consisting  chiefly  rf 
huts  and  wigwams,  it  is  now,  by  all  accounts, 
a  populous  and  splendid  city,  with  five  or  si 
churches,  town-hoJI,  theatre,  and  other  such 
appurtenances  of  a  capital. 

In  ailvcrting  to  the  comparatively  rude  state 
of  BuflUlo,  at  that  period,  I  should  be  ungrate- 
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M  were  I  to  omit  mentioning,  that,  even  then, 
oa  the  shores  of  those  far  lakes,  the  title  of 
**Poet,** — however  unworthily  in  that  instance 
bestowed, — bespoke  a  kind  and  distinguishing 
welcome  for  its  wearer ;  and  that  the  Captain 
who  commanded  the  packet  in  which  I  crossed 
Lake  Ontario  *,  in  addition  to  other  marks  of 
courtesj,  begged,  on  parting  with  me,  to  be 
iHowed  to  decline  payment  for  my  passage. 

When  we  arrived,  at  length,  at  the  inn,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Falls,  it  was  too  late 
to  think  of  visiting  them  that  evening ;  and  I 
ky  awake  almost  the  whole  night  with  the 
Kmnd  of  the  cataract  in  my  ears.  The  day 
ioUowing  I  consider  as  a  sort  of  era  in  my  life ; 
and  the  first  glimpse  I  caught  of  that  wonder- 
ful cataract  gave  me  a  feeling  which  nothing  in 
tkis  world  can  ever  awaken  again.f  It  was 
through  an  opening  among  the  trees,  as  we 
approached  the  spot  where  the  full  view  of  the 
Falls  was  to  burst  upon  us,  that  I  caught  this 
^impae  of  the  mighty  mass  of  waters  folding 
BDOOthly  over  the  edge  of  the  precipice ;  and 
•0  overwhelming  was  the  notion  it  gave  me  of 
the  awfiil  spectacle  I  was  approaching,  that, 
daring  the  short  interval  that  followed,  imagin- 
itioo  had  far  outrun  the  reality;  and,  vast 
tnd  wonderful  as  was  the  scene  that  then 
opened  upon  me,  my  first  feeling  was  that  of 
<li>app<>intment.  It  would  have  been  impos- 
sible, indeed,  for  any  thing  real  to  come  up  to 
the  vision  I  had,  in  these  few  seconds,  formed 
of  it ;  and  those  awful  scriptural  words,  "  The 
fountains  of  the  great  dec[)  were  broken  up," 
(an  alone  p:ive  any  notion  of  the  vague  wonders 
for  whi<.'h  I  was  prepared. 

But,  in  spite  of  the  start  thus  got  by  imagin- 
ation, the  triumph  of  reality  wjus,  in  the  end, 
W  the  greater ;  for  the  gradual  glory  of  the 
^ne  that  opone<l  upon  me  soon  took  posses- 
wn  of  my  whole  mind ;  presenting,  from  day 
to  (lay,  some  now  beauty  or  wonder,  and,  like 
ill  that  i>  mon  sublime  in  nature  or  art,  awak- 
•^niai:  sad  as  well  as  elevatin<T  thoufjhts.  I 
retain  in  my  memory  but  one  other  dream  — 
fur  ^^ch  do  events  so  long  past  appear — which 


•  The  C'wniTJodore  of  the  Ijak(*%,  su  ho  is  styled. 

♦  Tbf  two  fir»t  f^-ntPiice*  of  the  abovi'  paragraph,  fu  well 
u  a  puMgf  that  occur*  in  the  subsequent  column,  stood 
onrrtdly  a*  part  of  the  Note*  on  one  of  the  American  Poems. 

t  Introduced  in  the  Epistle  to  Lady  Charlotte  Rawdon, 
p- 12».  of  tliiit  edition. 


can  in  any  respect  be  associated  with  the  grand 
vision  I  have  just  been  describing ;  and,  how- 
ever different  the  nature  of  their  appeab  to  the 
imagination,  I  should  find  it  difficult  to  say  on 
which  occasion  I  felt  most  deeply  afi*ected, 
when  looking  on  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  m-  when 
standing  by  moonlight  among  the  liljjpfof  the 
Coliseum.  '■  -^^  • 

Some  changes,  I  understand,  injiArious  to 
the  beauty  of  the  scene,  have  taken  place  in 
the  shape  of  the  Falls  since  the  time  of  my 
visit  to  them;  and  among  these  is  the  total 
disappearance,  by  the  gradual  crumbling  away 
of  the  rock,  of  the  small  leafy  bland  which 
then  stood  near  the  edge  of  the  Great  Fall, 
and  whose  tranquillity  and  unapproachableness, 
in  the  midst  of  so  much  turmoil,  lent  it  an  interest 
which  I  thus  tried  to  avail  myself  of,  in  a  Song 
of  the  Spirit  of  that  region  J  :  — 

There,  amid  the  island-sedge, 
Just  aboTe  the  cataract*!  edge, 
Where  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  trod  since  time  tiegan. 
Lone  I  sit  at  close  of  day,  &c.  &c. 

Another  characteristic  feature  of  the  vicinity 
of  the  Falls,  which,  I  understand,  no  longer 
exists,  was  the  interesting  settlement  of  the 
Tuscarora  Indians.  With  the  gallant  Brock  $, 
who  then  commanded  at  Fort  George,  I  passed 
the  greater  part  of  my  time  during  the  few 
weeks  I  remained  at  Niagara;  and  a  visit  I 
paid  to  these  Indians,  in  company  with  him 
and  his  brother  oflicers,  on  his  going  to  distri- 
bute among  them  the  customary  presents  and 
prizes,  was  not  the  least  curious  of  the  many 
new  scenes  I  witnessed.  These  people  received 
us  in  all  their  ancient  costume.  The  young 
men  exhibited  for  our  amusement  in  the  race, 
the  bat-game,  and  other  si)orts,  while  tlie  old 
and  the  women  sat  in  groups  under  tlie  sur- 
rounding trees :  and  the  whole  scene  was  as 
pictures«iue  and  beautiful  as  it  was  new  to  me. 
It  is  said  that  AVest,  the  American  painter, 
when  he  first  saw  the  Apollo,  at  Kome,  ex- 
claimed instantly,  "  A  young  Indian  warrior ! " 
—  and,  however  startling  the  association  may 


§  This  brave  and  amiable  officer  was  killed  at  Queenston, 
in  Upper  Canada,  soon  after  the  commencement  of  the  war 
with  .\meriia,  in  tiio  y«*ar  1H12.  He  wa**  in  tli<^  act  of  cheorinjj 
on  his  nun  when  he  fell.  The  inscription  on  ihe  monum«'nt 
raised  to  his  memory,  on  Qvieenston  Heights.  i1(H'S  but  due 
honour  to  his  manly  character. 
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appear,  some  of  the  graceful  and  agile  forms 
which  I  saw  that  day  among  the  Tuscaroras 
were  such  as  would  account  for  its  arising  in 
the  young  painter^s  mind. 

After  crossing  "the  fresh-water  ocean"  of 
Ontario,  I  passed  down  the  Si.  Lawrence  to 
Montreal  and  Quebec,  staying  for  a  short  time 
at  each  of  these  places ;  and  this  part  of  my 
journey,  as  well  as  my  voyage  on  from  Quebec 
to  Halifax,  is  sufficiently  traceable  through  the 
few  pieces  of  poetry  that  were  suggested  to  me 
by  scenes  and  events  on  the  way.  And  here  I 
must  again  venture  to  avail  myself  of  the  valu- 
able testimony  of  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of 
my  descriptions  of  some  of  those  scenes  through 
which  his  more  practised  eye  followed  me ;  — 
taking  the  liberty  to  omit  in  my  extracts,  as 
far  as  may  be  done  without  injury  to  the  style 
or  context,  some  of  that  generous  surplusage 
of  praise  in  which  friendly  criticism  delights  to 
indulge. 

In  speaking  of  an  excursion  he  had  made  up 
the  river  Ottawa,  —  "a  stream,''  he  adds, 
"  which  has  a  classical  place  in  every  one's 
imagination  from  Moore's  Canadian  Boat  Song," 
Captain  Hall  proceeds  as  follows :  —  "  While 
the  poet  above  alluded  to  has  retained  all  that 
is  essentially  characteristic  and  pleasing  in  these 
boat  songs,  and  rejected  all  that  is  not  so,  he 
has  contrived  to  borrow  his  inspiration  from 
numerous  surrounding  circumstances,  present- 
ing nothing  remarkable  to  the  dull  senses  of 
ordinary  travellers.    Yet  these  highly  poetical 


While  on  the  subject  of  the  Canadian  Boa^ 
Song,  an  anecdote  connected  with  that  once 
popular  ballad  may,  for  my  musical  readers  at 
least,  possess  some  interest.    A  few  years  since 
while  staying  in  Dublin,  I  was  presented,  at  hL 
own  request,  to  a  gentleman  who  told  me  thai 
his  family  had  in  their  possession  a  curiou 
relic  of  my  youthful  days, — being  the  firs 
notation  I  had  made,  in  pencilling,  of  the  ai: 
and  words  of  the  Canadian  Boat  Song,  whil< 
on  my  way  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  —  and  tha 
it  was  their  wish  I  should  add  my  signature  t 
attest  the  authenticity  of  the  autograph.    . 
assured  him  with  truth  that  I  had  wholly  for 
gotten  even  the  existence  of  such  a  memoran 
dum ;  that  it  would  be  as  much  a  curiosity  t 
myself  as  it  could  be  to  any  one  else,  and  ths 
I  should  feel  thankful  to  be  allowed  to  see  if 
Li  a  day  or  two  after,  my  request  was  complie 
with,  and  the  following  is  the  history  of  thi 
musical  "  relic." 

Li  my  passage  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  I  ha 
with  me  two  travelling  companions,  one  < 
whom,  named  Harkness,  the  son  of  a  wealth 
Dublin  merchant,  has  been  some  years  deat 
To  this  young  friend,  on  parting  with  him,  i 
Quebec,  I  gave,  as  a  keepsake,  a  volume  I  ha 
been  reading  on  the  way, — Priestley's  Lectun 
on  History ;  and  it  was  upon  a  fly-leaf  of  th 
volume  I  found  I  had  taken  down,  in  pencillin] 
both  the  notes  and  a  few  of  the  words  of  tl 
original  song  by  which  my  own  boat-glee  ha 
been  suggested.     The  following  is  the  form  < 


p^^\^  t  'iifm^^iiifpmfn 


r-J^r'-rifrfrntf^^tE^ 


images,  drawn  in  this  way,  as  it  were  carelessly  |  my  memorandum  of  the  original  air :  ^- 
and  from  every  hand,  he  has  com- 
bined with  such  graphic  —  I  had  al- 
most said  geographical — truth,  that 
the  effect  is  great,  even  upon  those 
who  have  never,  with  their  own  eyes, 
seen  the  *  Utawa's  tide,'  nor  '  flown 
down  the  Rapids,'  nor  heard  the  *  bell  of  St. 
Anne's  toll  its  evening  chime ;'  while  the  some 
lines  give  to  distant  regions,  previously  con- 
secrated in   our  imagination,   a  vividness  of 
interest,  when  viewed  on  the  spot,  of  which  it 
is  difficult  to  say  how  much  is  due  to  the 
magic  of  the  poetry,  and  how  much  to  the 
beauty  of  the  real  scene."  * 


*  **  It  li  ilnguUrly  gratifflng.'*  the  author  adds,  **to  dit- 
oorer  that,  to  thii  hour,  the  Canadian  voyageurs  never  omit 
th«lr  offeringt  to  the  f  hrlne  of  St  Anne,  before  engaging  in 
any  enterprise ;  and  that  daring  its  performance,  they  omit 


Then  follows,  as  pencilled  down  at  the  san 
moment,  the  first  verse  of  my  Canadian  Bo 
Song,  with  air  and  words  as  they  are  at  preset 
From  all  this  it  will  be  perceived,  that,  in  n 
own  setting  of  the  air,  I  departed  in  almc 
every  respect  but  the  time  from  the  strain  o 
voyageurs  had  sung  to  us,  leaving  the  music 
the  glee  nearly  as  much  my  own  as  the  won 


no  opportunity  of  keeping  up  so  propitious  an  intercoui 
The  flourishing  Tillage  which  surrounds  the  chui-Qh  on  i 
*  Green  Isle  *  in  question  owes  its  existence  and  support « 
tirely  to  these  pious  contributions." 


iw  stmngly  impreKied  I  had  become  wilb 
ioa  that  this  wu  the  iilenticnl  air  sung 

boaiiQGij,  —  bow  doaelj  it  linked  itself 
magination  witb  die  scenes  and  aouods 
whioh  it  had  occurred  to  me,  —  ma;  be 
r  i«ferenc«  la  n  note  appended  to  the 

fint  published,  which  wiU  be  found  in 
owing  pagM.* 

b«  few  desultory  and,  perhaps,  Tolncless 
:tioiu  I  luTC  thus  tailed  up,  respecting 
itents  of  our  sernnd  vdumc,  I  have  only 

that  the  hesTy  storm  of  censure  and 
m — Boine  of  it,  I  fear,  but  too  well 
mI  —  which,  both  in  Ameriui  and  in 
id,  lite  publicatitm  of  my  "  Odes  and 
■"  drew  down  upon  roe,  wna  followed 
AtB  which  have  far  more  than  compen- 
or  any  pain  nich  attscka  at  the  time  may 
iflictcd.  In  the  moat  formidable  of  all 
UDT*,  St  Ihat  period, — the  great  maater 

art  of  critidgin,  in  our  daj, — I  have 
era-  since  one  of  the  most  cordial  and 

Taloed  of  all  my  friends ;  while  the 
riO  I  have  experienced  from  more  than 
itiDgaiabed  American  sufficiently  assures 
a  any  iojostice  I  may  have  dona  to  that 
1,  if  not  long  since  wholly  for- 
•d  only  to  be  forgiven. 
)  me  for  the  oosetB  of 
m,  I  received,  shortly  after  (be  appear- 
t  By  Tolume,  a  leller  from  Slockbolm, 
nd  to  "the  author  of  EpiatJes,  Odes, 
ber  poems,"  and  informing  me  that  *'  the 
«,  Noble*,  and  Gentlemen,  who  composed 
naeni  Ch^ter  of  the  most  lUustrioue, 
uiao.  Secular,  and  Ohaptcral  Order  of 
chim,"  had  elected  me  as  a  Knight  of 
rder.     Notwithstanding  the  grave  and 

style  of  the  letter,  I  regarded  it,  X  ova, 
,  M  a  mere  ponderous  piece  of  pleasantry ; 
'en  su5pec(ed  that  in  the  name  of  St. 
bim"  I  could  delect  (he  low  and  irre- 
pnn  of  St.  Jokehim. 

a  little  inqoiry,  however,  I  learned  that 
etiutlly  existed  such  an  order  of  knight- 
that  the  title,  insignia,  &c.  conferred  by 
,  in  the  instances  of  Lord  Nelson,  the 
of  Bouillon,  and  Colonel  ItnhofF,  who 
Jl  Knights  of  St.  Joachim,  been  autbo- 
y  ^e  British  conrt ;  but  that  since  then. 


this  sanction  of  the  oraer  nad  been  withdrawn. 
Of  course  to  the  reduction  thus  caused  iu  the 
value  of  the  honour  was  owing  its  descent  in 
the  soale  of  distinction  to  "Huch  small  deer"  of 
Femassua  as  myself,  I  wrote  a  letter,  how- 
ever, fiill  of  grateful  acknowledgment,  to  Mon- 
sieur HauBson.  the  V ice-Chancellor  of  the 
Order,  saying  that  I  was  unconscious  of  having 
entitled  myself,  by  any  public  service,  ti 
reward  due  only  to  the  benefactors  of  m 
kind;  aad  therefore  b^ged  leave  most 
spectftilly  to  decline  it 
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THE  THIRD  VOLUME. 

Tag  three  satirical  Poems,  with  which  this  Vo- 
lume commences,  were  published  originally 
without  the  author's  name ;  "  Corruption  "  and 
"Intolerance"  in  the  year  1808,  and  "The 
Sceptic"  in  the  year  following.  The  poliUeal 
opinions  adopted  in  the  Urst  of  these  Satires— 
the  Poem  on  Corruption — was  chiefly  caught 
up,  as  is  intimated  In  the  original  Pre&ce, 
from  the  writings  of  Bolingbroke,  Sir  ^'illiiun 
Wjndham,  and  other  statesmen  of  that  fac- 
tious period,  when  the  same  sort  of  alliance 
took  place  between  Toryism  and  what  is  noi 
called  liadicalism,  which  is  always  likely  ti 
ensue  on  the  ejection  of  the  Tory  party  from 
power.f  In  the  somewhat  rash  effusion,  it  will 
be  seen  that  neither  of  the  two  great  English 
parties  is  bandied  with  much  respect ;  and  I  n 
member  being  token  to  task,  by  one  of  tbe  few 
of  my  Whig  acquaintances  that  ever  looked 
into  the  poem,  for  the  following  allusion  to 
silencing  eflects  of  official  station  on  certain 


But  these  attempts  of  mine  in  the  stately, 
Jurenalian  style  of  satire,  met  with  but  liltle 
success,  —  never  having  attained,  I  believe, 
even  ibe  honours  of  a  second  edition;  and  I 
found  that  lighter  form  of  weapon,  to  which  I 

ilf  ■clioowk'dgB  tha  ■■  b«h  putlct 


I  betook  mjrgeir,  not  onlj  more  eaaj 
t,  from  its  very  lightness,  perhaps, 
|to  rem^  its  mark. 

1  alraoal  seem,  too,  as  if  the  same 
led  spirit,  the  same  freedom  from  ail 
nith  which,  in  most  bstanecs,  this 
liib  warfare  has  been  waged  by  me, 
e  degree,  even  by  those  who 
selves  the  objects  of  it; — so  gene- 
ving  have  I,  in  most  instanees,  found 
n  the  high  PerBonage  agiunatwbom 
I  and  pcrhil|is  most  sucecsaful  of  my 
re  launchw),  could  refer  tn 
llheni,  RA  I  learn  from  an  ineident 
n  the  Life  of  Sir  Walter  Scott*. 
te  of  good-humour  and  playfulness 
■ditable  alike  to  his  temper  and 
At  a  memorable  dinner  given  by 
\.  to  Sir  Walter  in  the  year  1815, 
n  other  Btoriea  with  which  his  royal 
led,  told   of  a  sentence 
n  old  friend  of  his,  the  Lord  Justice 
[field,  attended  by  circumstances  in 
y  of  this  waggish  judge  wan 
Dnspicuous  than  bb  faumour.   "  The 
d  heartily,"  says  the  biographer, 
■nofDraxfield'a  brutal  humour; 
fth,  Walter,'  said  he,  '  this  old  big- 
Bo  have  taken  things  ns  coolly  as  my 
self.      Don't  you   remember  Tom 
it  breakfast? — 


It  HomlnB 


n  this,  and  other  less  exalted 

Iflbe  good-hnmouri^l  spirit  in  which 

Mil  sales"  have  in  general  been  taken, 

ire  tn  cite  here  a  few  flattering  aen- 

1,  coming  as  they  did  from  a  poli- 

Inry  and  a  stranger,  touched  me  far 

iieir  generosity  than  even  by  their 

I  speaking  of  the  pension  which  hail 

n  eonfcrreil  upon  me,  and  express- 

Li  terms,  his  approval  of  the  grajit,  the 


editor  of  a  Icadmg  Tory  journal  f  thus  tiberallj 
expreeaea  himself:  —  "  Weknow  that  some  will 
blame  us  for  our  prejudice  —  if  it  be  prejudice, 
in  favour  of  Mr. Moore;  but  we  cannot  help 
it.     As  he  lells  us  himself. 

Thai  CUU  lEi  briglll  wi;  Ebroutlh ' 

the  most  obdurate  political  antipathies.  •  *  " 
We  do  not  believe  that  any  one  was  ever  hurt 
by  libels  so  nitty  as  those  of  Mr.  Muore  r  — 
great  [irivUege  of  wit,  which  renders  it  impos- 
sible even  for  those  whose  enemies  wita  are,  to 
hate  them ! " 

To  return  to  the  priod  of  the  Regency:  — 
In  the  numerous  attacks  from  the  government 
press,  which  my  ncvoBionid  vollics  of  small  shot 
against  the  Court  useil  to  draw  down  upon  me, 
it  was  constantly  alibied,  as  an  aggravation  of 
my  misdeeds,  that  I  bad  been  indebted  to  the 
Royal  personage  thus  assailed  by  me  for  many 
kind  and  subatimtial  services.  Luolcily,  the  list 
of  the  benefits  showered  upon  me  from  that  high 
quarter  may  be  despalcheil  in  a  few  sentences. 
At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  one  of  my 
earliest  and  beat  friends,  his  Royal  Highnesi 
graciously  permitted  me  to  dedicate  to  him  my 
Translation  of  the  Odes  of  AnaiTeon.  I  waa 
twice,  I  think,  admitted  to  the  honour  of  dining 
at  Carlton  House;  and  when  the  Prince,  on 
his  being  mode  Regent  in  1811,  gave  his  me- 
morable (etcs  I  was  one  of  the  crowd  — about 
1500,  I  believe,  in  number — who  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  being  his  guests  on  the  occasion. 

There  occur  some  allusions,  indeed,  in  the 
Twopenny  Post-Bag,  to  the  absurd  taste  dis- 
played in  the  ornaments  of  the  RoyaJ  supper- 
table  at  that  fcte|;  and  this  violation — for 
such,  to  a  certain  extent,  I  allow  it  to  have  been 
—  oflbereverenceduelo  the  rights  of  the  Hos- 
pitable Jove  g,  which,  whether  administered  by 
prince  or  pcnsant,  ought  to  be  eacred  from 
auch  exposure,  I  am  by  no  means  disposed  to 
defend.    But,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 


Pramalcd  tow  IlliIT  Aill. 
A&d  gudgniu  (10  V— nt — It- 
TbeRi-s— tlarpu^odiigi 
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tMte  orpmdenoeof  some  of  these  satires,  there 
extfts  no  longer,  I  apprehend,  much  difference 
of  opinion  respecting  the  character  of  the  Royal 
personage  against  whom  they  were  aimed.  Al- 
ready, indeed,  has  the  stem  verdict  which  the 
Toice  of  History  cannot  but  pronounce  upon 
him,  been  in  some  degree  anticipated*,  in  a 
sketch  of  the  domestic  events  of  his  reign,  sup- 
posed to  have  proceeded  from  the  pen  of  one 
who  was  himself  an  actor  in  some  of  its  most 
painful  scenes,  and  who,  from  his  professional 
position,  commanded  a  near  insight  into  the 
character  of  that  exalted  individual,  both  as 
husband  and  father.  To  the  same  high  autho- 
rity I  must  refer  for  an  account  of  the  myste- 
rious ^  Bookf,"  to  which  allusion  is  more  than 
QDce  made  in  the  following  pages. 

One  of  the  earliest  and  most  successful  of  the 
numerous  trifles  I  wrote  at  that  period,  was  the 
Parody  on  the  R^enfs  celebrated  Letter,  an- 
nouncing to  the  world  that  he  '*  had  no  predi- 
lections,** &c  This  very  opportune  squib  was, 
at  first,  circulated  privately ;  my  friend,  Mr. 
Perry,  having  for  some  time  hesitated  to  publish 
it  He  got  some  copies  of  it,  however,  printed 
off  for  me,  which  I  sent  round  to  several  mem- 
bers of  the  Whig  party ;  and,  having  to  meet  a 
nunher  of  them  at  dinner  immediately  afler, 
found  it  no  easy  matter  to  keep  my  countenance 
while  th<.'v  were  discussini:  ainon<;  them  the 
merits  of  the  Parody.  One  of  the  party,  I  re- 
wlk'ct,  having  quoted  to  me  the  following  de- 
scription of  the  state  of  both  King  and  Regent, 
at  that  moment, — 


•  EdinlMir^h  Rcticw,  No.  cxxxr.,  George  the  Fourth  and 
Qvfn  Carolrwt.  — "  When  the  rrincf  ontortHi  upon  public 
lifr:  &»•  wa*  {>)\\nA  to  have  exhausted  tho  resources  of  a  career 
■rfpUnsurc  ;  to  ha»e  jraintnl  followers  without  making  friends  ; 
to  hiTf-  acquirtrd  much  envy  and  come  admiration  among  the 
unthinlitng  multitude  of  polikhed  society  ;  but  not  to  com- 
faacd  m  any  qtuirter  either  respect  or  esteem.  ♦  •  *  The 
{"wtralt  which  we  havH  j>ainte<l  of  him  i>  undoubtedly  one 
of  th«  il.-irk.«r»t  fchaile  and  most  repul'>ive  form." 

♦  •  Tin  re  i*  nrt  doubt  whatever  that  The  liook,  written  by 
Mr.  P.Ti»'Tal.  and  privately  printed  at  his  house,  under  Lord 
y.'Uiri^  nuf-erintendence  and  his  own,  wa.s  prepared  in  concert 
■•■?h  ih»-  Kin>j.  and  was  intended  to  sound  the  alarm  against 
t  vitori  Iloijf**  and  the  Whigs." —  A'rf.  Reriftr,  ib. 

I  TiTtypenny  Ptut-Bng,  pp.  l.'>3.  XhTy.  I  avail  myself  of  the 
^niti-.-n  h»-re  of  this  Utter  squib,  to  recant  acorrecti(m  which 
1 1.*-!  hastdy  made  in  the  two  following  lines  of  it :  — 

■'  .\nd,  though  »tate»men  may  glory  in  being  unbought, 
H  an  author,  we  think,  sir,  that's  rather  a  fault." 

F'^rjrrtt-ng  that  Pope's  ear  was  nati^fied  with  the  sort  of  rhyme 
n^rv  u>ed,  1  foolishly  altered  (and  spoiled)  the  whole  couplet 
to  frt  rid  of  It 


**  A  ttrait  waistcoat  on  A^,  and  restriction*  on  mr, 
A  more  limited  monarctiy  could  not  well  be/' 

grew  rather  provoked  with  me  for  not  enjoying 
the  fun  of  the  parody  as  much  as  himself. 

While  thus  the  excitement  of  party  feeling 
lent  to  the  political  trifles  contained  in  this 
volume  a  relish  and  pungency  not  their  own, 
an  effect  has  been  attributed  to  two  squibs, 
wholly  unconnected  with  politics — the  Letters 
from  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Cork,  and  from 
Messrs.  Lackington  and  Co.  J  —  of  which  I 
had  myself  not  the  slightest  notion  till  I  found 
it  thus  alluded  to  in  Mr.  Lockharfs  Life  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  Li  speaking  of  the  causes  which 
were  supposed  to  have  contributed  to  the  com- 
parative failure  of  the  Poem  of  "  Rokeby,"  the 
biographer  says,  "  It  is  fair  to  add  that,  among 
the  London  circles,  at  least,  some  sarcastic 
flings,  in  Mr.  Moore's  Twopenny  Post-Bag, 
must  have  had  an  unfavourable  influence  on 
this  occasion."  § 

Among  the  translations  that  have  appeared 
on  the  Continent,  of  the  greater  part  of  my 
poetical  works,  there  has  been  no  attempt,  as 
far  as  I  can  learn,  to  give  a  version  of  any  of 
my  satirical  writings,  —  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  a  squib  contained  in  this  volume,  en- 
titled "  LitUe  Man  and  Little  Soul  ||,"  of  which 
there  is  a  translation  into  German  verse,  by 
the  late  distingui^^he(l  oriental  scholar,  Profes- 
sor Von  Bohlen.^  Though  unskilled,  myself, 
in  German,  I  can  yet  perceive  —  sufliciently 
to  marvel  at  it  —  the  dexteritv  and  ea.se  with 
which  the  OM  Bjillad  metre  of  the  orijjinal  is 


$  '*  See,  for  instance,"  says  Mr.  Lockhart,  **  the  KpiMle  of 
T^idy  Cork  ;  or  that  of  Messrs.  Lackington,  booksellers,  to 
one  of  their  dandy  authors  :  — 

"  '  Should  you  feel  any  touch  o( poetical  glow. 
We've  a  scheme  to  suggest :  —  Mr.  Sc— tt,  y«>u  must  know, 
(Who,  we're  sorry  to  say  it,  now  works  for  the  How,) ' 
Having  quitted  the  Horders.  to  seek  new  renown. 
Is  coming,  by  long  Quarto  stages,  to  'J'uwn  ; 
And  beginning  with  Rokeby  (the  job's  sure  to  pay) 
Means  to  do  all  the  Gentleuien'.s  Seats  on  the  way. 
Now,  the  scheme  is  (though  nur.e  of  our  hackneys  can  Iwat 

him) 
To  start  a  fre^h  Poet  through  Ilighgate  tf»  tiit\t  him  ; 
Who,  by  tne.ins  of  quick  proofs  — no  revises  —  long  coaches  — 
May  do  a  few  villas,  b<?fore  Sc— tt  approaches. 
Indeed,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  curst  shabby, 
He'll  reach,  without  found'ring,  at  least  Woburn  Abln-y.'  " 

II  Alluding  to  a  speerh  delivered  in  th<'  year  1«I3  by  the 
Right  Hon.  Charles  Abbott  (then  .SiK-aker)  against  Mr.  drat- 
tan's  motion  for  a  Conunlitee  on  the  Claims  of  the  Catholics 

%  Author  of  "  The  Ancient  Indian." 

.  PaWTTioMrT  Row. 


XXYUl 


PREFACE. 


adopted  and  managed  in  the  translation.  As 
this  trifle  may  be  considered  curious,  not  only 
in  itself,  but  still  more  as  connected  with  so 
learned  a  name,  I  shall  here  present  it  to  my 
readers,  premising  that  the  same  eminent  Pro- 
fessor has  left  a  version  also  of  one  of  my  very 
early  facetice,  "  The  Rabbinical  Origin  of 
Woman." 

"  THERE  WAS  A  LITTLE  MAN." 
(  Translated  by  Prqfetsor  pon  Bohleu.) 

Es  war  eln  kleiner  Mann , 

Und  der  hatt'n  kleinen  Geitt 
Und  er  sprach :  kleiner  Geist  sehn  wir  zu,  so,  su, 

Ob  uni  moglich  wohl  wird  teyn 

So  ein  kleines  Redelein 
Das  wir  halten,  kleiner  ich  und  kleiner  du^  du,  du^ 

Das  wir  balten,  kleiner  icb  und  kleiner  du. 

Und  der  Ueine  Geist,  der  brach 

Aus  dem  Loche  nun  und  sprach : 
Icb  behaupte,  kleiner  Mann,  du  bist  keck,  keck,  keck, 

Nimm  nicht  iibel  mcine  Zweifel, 

Aber  sage  mir,  xum  Teufel, 
Hat  die  kleine  klelne  Red*  einen  sweck,  sweck,  sweck. 

Hat  die  kleine  kleine  Red'  einen  sweck  ? 

Der  kleine  Mann  darauf 

Bliess  die  Backen  machtig  auf, 
Und  er  sprach :  kleiner  Geist  sey  gescheut,  scheut,  scheut ; 

Kleiner  ich  und  kleiner  du 

Sind  berufen  ja  dazu 
Zu  verdaramen  und  bekehren  alle  Leut*.  Leut',  Leut*, 

Zu  Terdammen  und  bekehren  alle  Leut*. 

Und  sie  fingen  beide  an 

Der  kleine  Gclst  und  kleine  Mann, 
Paukten  ab  ihre  Rede  so  klein,  klein,  klein ; 

Und  die  ganse  Welt  fur  wahr 

Meint,  das  aufgeblas'ne  Paar 
Musst  ein  winciges  Pfaffelein  nur  sejm,  seyn,  seyn, 

Musst  ein  winziges  Pfaffelein,  nur  seyn. 

Having  thus  brought  together,  as  well  from 
the  records  of  others,  as  from  my  own  recol- 
lection, whatever  incidental  lights  could  be 
thrown  from  those  sources,  on  some  of  the 
satirical,  effusions  contained  in  these  pages,  I 
shall  now  reserve  all  such  reminiscences  and 
notices  as  relate  to  the  Irish  Melodies  for  our 
next  volume. 

It  is  right  my  readers  should  here  be  ap- 
prized, that  the  plan  of  classing  my  poetical 
works  according  to  the  order  of  their  first  pub- 
lication is  pursued  no  further  than  the  Second 
Volume  of  this  Collection;  and  that,  therefore, 
the  arrangement  of  the  contents  of  the  suc- 
ceeding Volumes,  though  not,  in  a  general  way, 
departing  much  from  this  rule,  is  not  to  be  de- 
pended upon  as  observing  it. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FOURTH  VOLUME. 

The  recollections  connected,  in  my  mind 
that  early  period  of  my  life,  when  I  first  tl 
of  interpreting  in  verse  the  touching  lar 
of  my  country's  music,  tempt  me  again 
vert  to  those  long  past  days ;  and  even 
risk  of  being  thought  to  indulge  overmi 
what  Colley  Gibber  calls  "  the  great  pi 
of  writing  about  one's  self  all  day,"  to 
briefly  some  of  those  impressions  and  infli 
under  which  the  attempt  to  adapt  wo: 
our  ancient  Melodies  was  for  some  time 
tated  by  me,  and,  at  last,  undertaken. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  to  the  zej 

industry  of  Mr.  Bunting  his  country  is  inc 

for  the  preservation  of  her  old  nationa 

During  the  prevalence  of  the  Penal  Cod 

music  of  Ireland  was  made  to  share  in  th 

of  its  people.    Both  were  alike  shut  out 

the  pale  of  civilised  life ;  and  seldom  any^ 

but  in  the  huts  of  the  proscribed  race 

the  sweet  voice  of  the  songs  of  other  ds 

heard.     Even  of  that  class,  the  itinerant 

ers,  among  whom  for  a  long  period  our  ai 

music  had  been  kept  alive,  there  remaine 

few  to  continue  the  precious  tradition  ; 

great  music-meeting  held  at  Belfast  in  th( 

1792,  at  which  the  two  or  three  still  remi 

of  the  old  race  of  wandering  harpers  ass 

exhibited  the  last  public  effort  made  b 

lovers  of  Irish  music,   to  preserve   to 

country  the  only  grace  or  ornament  left  t< 

out  of  the  wreck  of  all  her  liberties  and  1 

Thus  what  the  fierce  legislature  of  the 

had  endeavoured  vainly  through  so  many 

turies  to  effect, — the  utter  extinction  oi 

land's  Minstrelsy, — the  deadly  pressure  c 

Penal  Laws  had  nearly,  at   the  close  o 

eighteenth  century,  accomplished  ;  and,  bi 

the  zeal  and  intelligent  research  of  Mr.  Bm 

at  that  crisis,  the  greater  part  of  our  mi 

treasures  would  probably  have  been  lost  t 

world.     It  was   in   the  yetu*    1796   that 

gentleman  published  his  first  volume ;  an 

national  spirit  and  hope  then  wakened  ir 

land,  by  the  rapid  spread   of  the  demo< 

principle  throughout  Europe,  could  not  bi 
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sure  a  most  cordial  reception  for  such  a  work ; 
—flattering  as  it  was  to  the  fond  dreams  of 
Lrini  early  dnjs,  and  containing  in  itself, 
inileed,  remarkable  testimony  to  the  truth  of  her 
cLunw  to  an  early  date  of  civilisation. 

It  was  in  the  year  1797  that,  through  the 
mcflium  of  Mr.  Bunting's  book,  I  was  first  made 
acquainted  with  the  beauties  of  our  native  mu- 
HC.  A  young  friend  of  our  family,  Edward 
Hudson,  the  nephew  of  an  eminent  dentist  of 
that  name,  who  played  with  much  taste  and 
fttJing  on  the  flute,  and,  unluckily  for  himself, 
was  but  too  deeply  warmed  with  the  patriotic 
aidour  then  kindling  around  him,  was  the  first 
who  made  known  to  me  this  rich  mine  of  our 
country*8  melodies; — a  mine,  from  the  work- 
ing of  which  my  humble  labours  as  a  poet  have 
tmoe  then  derived  their  sole  lustre  and  value. 
About  the  same  period  I  formed  an  acquaint- 
I  ince,  which  soon  grew  into  intimacy,  with 
I  joung  Robert  Emmet.  He  was  my  senior,  I 
i  tlunk  by  one  class,  in  the  university ;  for  when, 
I  in  the  first  year  of  my  course,  I  became  a  mem- 
!  ber  of  the  Debating  Society — a  sort  of  nursery 
I  to  the  authorised  Historical  Society — I  found 
j  him  in  full  reputation,  not  only  for  his  learning 
!  and  eloquence,  but  also  for  the  blamelessness  of 
his  life,  and  the  grave  suavity  of  his  manners. 

Of  the  political  tone  of  this  minor  school  of 

oratory,  which  was  held  weekly  at  the  rooms  of 

I  difierent  resident  members,  some  notion  may  be 

formtHj  fn)m  the  nature  of  the  questions  pro- 

[•"•swl  lor  diacussion,  —  one  of  which  I  recollect, 

was. "  Whether  an  Aristocracy  or  a  Democracy 

ij  most  favourable  to  the  advancement  of  science 

4nd  literature  ?  "  while  another,  bearing  even 

mofi*  j)()inte«lly  on  the  relative  position  of  the 

Z^'veniment  and  the  people,  at  this  crisis,  was 

thii*  }«iirnificantly  propounded  :  — "  Whether  a 

f^JilitT  was  bound,  on  all  occasions,  to  obey  the 

wUts  of  his  comniaiidinf^  officer  ?  '*     On  the 

f' inner  of  these  questions,  the  efTect  of 'Emmet's 

•^<«{u«Tire  upon  his  younj^  auditors  was,  I  rccol- 

Iht,  im»st  striking.     The  prohibition  against 

t«'U..hinir  uf>on  mfj<lem  politics,  which  it  was 

«'ib-Jt.Nnicntly  foun<l  necessary  to  enforce,  had 

uiit  yt.'t  b«x'n  introduced  ;  and  Emmet,  who  took 

•■f ''MiTHf  ardently  the  j»ide  of  <lemo<Tacy  in  the 

'lt.'ijut<%  after  a  brief  review  of  the  republics  of 

inti<i«itv,  sallowing  how  much  they  had  all  done 

f-  r  thi*  advancement  of  science  and  the  arts, 

f'r»»i:ee«lefl,  lastly,  to  the  grand  and  perilous  ex- 


ample, then  passing  before  all  eyes,  the  young 
Republic  of  France.  Referring  to  the  circum- 
stance told  of  Caesar,  that,  in  swimming  across 
the  Rubicon,  he  contrived  to  carry  with  him 
his  Commentaries  and  his  sword,  the  yoimg 
orator  said, "  Thus  France  wades  through  a  sea 
of  storm  and  blood ;  but  while,  in  one  hand,  she 
wields  the  sword  against  her  aggressors,  with 
the  other  she  upholds  the  glories  of  science  and 
literature  unsullied  by  the  ensanguined  tide 
through  which  she  struggles."  In  another  of 
his  remarkable  speeches,  I  remember  his  saying, 
"  When  a  people,  advancing  rapidly  in  know- 
ledge and  power,  perceive  at  last  how  far  their 
government  is  lagging  behind  them,  what  then, 
I  ask,  is  to  be  done  in  such  a  case  ?  What,  but 
to  pidl  the  government  up  to  the  people  ?  "' 

In  a  few  months  after,  both  Emmet  and  my- 
self were  admitted  members  of  the  greater  and 
recognised  institution,  called  the  Historical  So- 
ciety ;  and,  even  here,  the  political  feeling  so  rife 
abroad  contrived  to  mix  up  its  restless  spirit 
with  all  our  debates  and  proceedings ;  notwith- 
standing the  constant  watchfulness  of  the  col- 
lege authorities,  as  well  as  of  a  strong  party 
within  the  Society  itself,  devoted  adherents  to 
the  policy  of  the  government,  and  taking  inva- 
riably part  with  the  Provost  and  Fellows  in  all 
their  restrictive  and  inquisitorial  measures.  The 
most  distinguished  and  eloquent  of  these  suppor- 
ters of  power  were  a  young  man  named  Sargent, 
of  whose  fate  in  after-days  I  know  nothing,  and 
Jebb,  the  late  Bishop  of  Limerick,  who  was 
then,  as  he  continued  to  be  through  life,  much 
respected  for  his  private  worth  and  learning. 

Of  the  popular  side,  in  the  Society,  the  chief 
champion  and  ornament  was  Robert  Enmiet ; 
and  though  every  care  was  taken  to  exclude 
from  the  subjects  of  debate  all  (questions  verg- 
ing towards  the  politics  of  the  day,  it  was  always 
easy  enough,  by  a  side-wind  of  digression  or  al- 
lusion, to  bring  Ireland,  and  the  prospects  then 
opening  upon  her,  within  the  sco]>o  of  the  orator's 
view.  So  exciting  and  jKiwerful,  in  this  respect, 
were  Emmet's  speeches,  and  so  little  were  even 
the  most  eloquent  of  the  adverse  i)arty  able  to 
cope  with  his  powers,  that  it  was  at  K*ngth 
thought  advisable,  by  the  higher  authorities,  to 
send  amonff  us  a  man  of  more  advanced  stand- 
ing,  as  well  as  belonging  to  a  former  ra<'e  of  re- 
nowned speakers,  in  that  Society,  in  order  that 
he  might  answer  the  speeches  of  Emmet,  and 
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ooDTeyed  to  me; — and,  at  last,  my  awful  turn 
came,  and  I  stood  in  presence  of  the  formidable 
tribonaL  There  sat,  with  severe  look,  the 
Tice-chancellor,  and,  bj  his  side,  the  memor- 
able Doctor  Duigenan,  —  memorable  for  his 
eternal  pamphlets  against  the  Catholics. 

The  oath  was  proffered  to  me.  *^  I  have  an 
objection,  my  Lord,"  said  I,  **  to  taking  this 
oa^**  **What  is  jour  objection?"  he  asked 
sternly.  "  I  have  no  fears,  my  Lord,  that  any 
thing  I  might  say  would  criminate  myself;  but 
it  mi^t  tend  to  involve  others,  and  I  despise 
the  character  of  the  person  who  could  be  led, 
nnder  any  such  circumstances,  to  inform  against 
his  associates.**  This  was  aimed  at  some  of  the 
revelations  of  the  preceding  day;  and,  as  I 
learned  afterwards,  was  so  understood.  ^'  How 
old  are  yon.  Sir  ?**  he  then  asked.  **  Between 
seventeen  and  eighteen,  my  Lord."  He  then 
tamed  to  his  assessor,  Duigenan,  and  exchanged 
a  few  words  with  him,  in  an  under  tone  of 
voice.  ^We  cannot,"  he  resumed,  again  ad- 
dressing me,  ^  suffer  any  one  to  remain  in  our 
University  who  refuses  to  take  this  oath." 
**  I  shall,  then,  my  Lord,"  I  replied,  ''  take  the 
oath, — still  reserving  to  myself  the  power  of 
refiosing  to  answer  any  such  questions  as  I  have 
just  described."  **  We  do  not  sit  here  to  argue 
with  yoUy  Sir,"  he  rejoined  sharply ;  upon  which 
I  took  the  oath,  and  seated  myself  in  the  wit- 
nesses* chair. 

The  following  are  the  questions  and  answers 
that  then  ensued.  After  adverting  to  the 
proved  existence  of  United  Lnsh  Societies  in 
the  University,  he  asked,  "  Have  you  ever 
belonged  to  any  of  these  societies?"  "No, 
my  Lord."  "  Have  you  ever  known  of  any  of 
the  proceedings  that  took  place  in  them?" 
**  No,  my  Lord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a 
proposal  at  any  of  their  meetings,  for  the  pur- 
chase of  arms  and  ammimition?"     "Never, 


*  There  bad  been  two  questions  imt  to  all  those  examined 
00  Cbe  fint  day,  —  "  Were  you  erer  asked  to  Join  any  of  these 
lodcCies  ?**  — and  "  By  whom  were  you  asked  ?  "  —  which  I 
should  hare  refused  to  answer,  and  must,  of  course,  have 
aUded  the  consequences. 

t  For  the  correctness  of  the  aboTe  report  of  this  short  ex- 
OBfnatkiD,  I  can  pretty  confidentially  answer.  It  may  amuse, 
therefore,  my  rokders,  —  as  showing  the  manner  in  which 
Uofraphers  make  the  most  of  small  facts,  —  to  see  an  extract 
«r  two  flrom  another  account  of  this  aflkir,  published  not  many 
ymn  sloee  by  an  old  and  sealous  friend  of  our  family.  After 
MaifaiC  with  tolerable  correctness  one  or  two  of  my  answers, 
Iht  witter  thus  proceeds :  —  "  Upon  this.  Lord  Clare  repeated 
the  qaasdoo,  aod  yoang  Moore  made  roch  an  appeal,  as 


my  Lord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  propo- 
sition made,  in  one  of  these  societies,  with 
respect  to  the  expediency  of  assassination  ? " 
"  Oh  no,  my  Lord."  He  then  turned  again  to 
Duigenan,  and,  afler  a  few  words  with  him, 
said  to  me: — "When  such  are  the  answers  you 
are  able  to  give*,  pray  what  was  the  cause  of 
your  great  repugnance  to  taking  the  oath?" 
"  I  have  already  told  your  Lordship  my  chief 
reason ;  in  addition  to  which,  it  was  the  first 
oath  I  ever  took,  and  the  hesitation  was,  I  think, 
natural."  f 

I  was  now  dismissed  without  any  ^rther 
questioning ;  and,  however  trying  had  been  this 
short  operation,  was  amply  repaid  for  it  by  the 
kind  zeal  with  which  my  young  friends  and 
companions  flocked  to  congratulate  me  ; — not 
so  much,  I  was  inclined  to  hope,  on  my  acquittal 
by  the  court,  as  on  the  manner  in  which  I  had 
acquitted  mi/self.  Of  my  reception,  on  return- 
ing home,  after  the  fears  entertained  of  so  very 
different  a  result,  I  will  not  attempt  any  de- 
scription ; — it  was  all  that  such  a  home  alone 
could  furnish. 

I  have  continued  thus  down  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  warning  outbreak  of  1798,  the 
slight  sketch  of  my  early  days  which  I  ven- 
tured to  commence  in  the  First  Volume  of  this 
Collection  :  nor  could  I  have  furnished  the 
Irish  Melodies  with  any  more  pregnant  illus- 
tration, as  it  was  in  those  times,  and  among  the 
events  then  stirring,  that  the  feeling  which 
afterwards  found  a  voice  in  my  country's  music, 
was  born  and  nurtured. 

I  shall  now  string  together  such  detached 
notices  and  memoranda  respecting  this  work, 
as  I  think  may  be  likely  to  interest  my  readers. 

Of  the  few  songs  written  with  a  concealed 
political  feeling, — such  as  "  When  he  who 
adores  thee,"  and  one  or  two  more, — the  most 
successful,  in  its  day,  was  "  When  first  I  met 


caused  his  lordship  to  relax,  austere  and  rigid  as  he  was.  The 
words  I  cannot  exactly  remember  ;  the  substance  was  as  fol- 
lows :  —  that  he  entered  college  to  receive  the  education  of  a 
scholar  and  a  gentleman  ;  that  he  knew  not  how  to  compro- 
mise these  characters  by  informing  against  bis  college  com- 
panions ;  that  his  own  speeches  in  the  debating  society  had 
been  ill  construed,  when  the  worst  that  could  be  said  of  them 
was,  if  truth  had  been  spoken,  that  they  were  patriotic  .... 
that  he  was  aware  of  the  high-minded  nobleman  he  had  the 
honour  of  appealing  to,  and  if  his  lordship  could  for  a  moment 
condescend  to  step  from  his  high  station  and  place  himself  in 
his  situation,  then  say  how  he  would  act  under  such  circum- 
stances,  it  would  be  his  guidance."  —  Hkrdkrt*s  Irish  Vo' 
rieties.    London,  1836. 
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them* ;  and  when  it  was  the  cus- 
1  writera  of  sonnets  and  canzoni  to 
eir  poems  a  sort  of  key-note,  by 
intonation  in  reciting  or  chanting 
)  be  regulated. 

ractice  of  uniting  in  one  individual. 
Bard,  Scald,  or  Troubadour, — the 
ad  functions  both  of  musician  and 
vn  to  have  been  inyariably  the  mark 
ate  of  society,  so  the  gradual  separ- 
se  two  callings,  in  accordance  with 
)rinciple  of  Political  Economy,  the 
labour,  has  been  found  an  equally 
of  improving  civilisation.  So  far, 
» indeed,  has  this  partition  of  work- 
en  carried,  that,  with  the  signal  ex- 
Milton,  there  is  not  to  be  found,  I 
ong  all  the  eminent  poets  of  Eng- 
rle  musician.     It  is  but  fair,  at  the 

to  acknowledge,  that  out  of  the 
lese  very  poets  might  be  produced 
nber  of  songs,  surpassing,  in  fancy, 
tenderness,  all  that  the  language, 
any  other  country  could  furnish, 
ess,  in  our  own  times, — as  far  as-the 
or  practice  of  music  is  concerned, 

divorce  between  the  two  arts ;  and 
uid  neighbour,  Mr.  Bowles,  is  the 
ruished  poet  of  our  day  whom  I  can 
1  as  being  also  a  musician,  f  "Not  to 
er,  however,  on  living  writers,  the 
ng,  even  to  tears,  with  which  I  have 
L  listen  to  some  favourite  melody, 
sewere  described  by  me;  and  the 
be  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  I  ought  to  be 
son  to  call  in  question,  after  the  very 
ut«  he  has  left  on  record  to  my  own 
ninstrelsy.  X  But  I  must  say,  that, 
ny  illustrious  friend  appeared  really 

I  first  sung  for  him  at  Abbotsford, 
.ill  an  evening  or  two  after,  at  his 
ible  supper-table,  that  I  saw  him  in 
there  of  musical    enjoyment.    Xo 


ring  Is  a  specimen  of  these  memorandums,  as 
olo :  —  "  I  must  make  these  two  rerses  orer 
them,  and  I  must  transpose  them  — 3  o'clock, 
>ber."  Frequently  to  sonnets  of  that  time  such 
following  were  prefixed:— "/n/oMOttim  per 
*  Scriptor  dedit  sonum." 
lev.  William  Crowe,  author  of  the  noUe  poem 
Hill,"  was  likewise  a  musician,  and  has  left  a 
iglish  versification,  to  which  his  knowledge  of 
ends  a  peculiar  interest. 
I  even  the  origin,  of  the  word  "  lyrick/*  as  ap- 


sooner  had  the  quaigh  taken  its  round,  after 
our  repast,  than  his  friend.  Sir  Adam,  was 
called  upon,  with  the  general  acclaim  of  the 
whole  table,  for  the  song  of  **  Hey  tuttie 
tattie,"  and  gave  it  out  to  us  with  all  the 
true  national  relish.  But  it  was  during  the 
chorus  that  Scott*s  delight  at  this  festive  scene 
chiefly  showed  itself.  At  the  end  of  every 
verse,  the  whole  company  rose  from  thdr 
seats,  and  stood  round  the  table  with  anas 
crossed,  so  as  to  grasp  the  hand  of  the  neigh- 
bour on  each  side.  Thus  interlinked,  we 
continued  to  keep  measure  to  the  strain,  by 
moving  our  arms  up  and  down,  all  chanting 
forth  vociferously,  "  Hey  tuttie  tattie,  Hey 
tuttie  tattie."  Sir  Walter's  enjoyment  of  th^ 
old  Jacobite  chorus, — a  little  increased,  doubt- 
less, by  seeing  how  I  entered  into  the  spirit 
of  it, — gave  to  the  whole  scene,  I  confess,  i 
zest  and  charm  in  my  eyes  such  as  the  finest 
musical  performance  could  not  have  bestowed 
on  it. 

Having  been  thus  led  to  allude  to  this  visit, 
I  am  tempted  to  mention  a  few  other  circum- 
stances connected  with  it.  From  Abbotsford  I 
proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  whither  Sir  Walter, 
in  a  few  days  after,  followed ;  and  during  mj 
short  stay  in  that  city  an  incident  occurred, 
which,  though  already  mentioned  by  Scott, 
in  his  Diary  $,  and  owing  its  chief  intereit 
to  the  connexion  of  his  name  with  it,  ougbt 
not  to  be  omitted  among  these  memoranda. 
As  I  had  expressed  a  desire  to  visit  the  Edia* 
burgh  theatre,  which  opened  but  the  evening 
before  my  departure,  it  was  proposed  to  Sir 
Walter  and  myself,  by  our  friend  Jeffrey,  tlial 
we  should  dine  with  him  at  an  early  hour  fbr 
that  purpose,  and  both  were  good-natured^ 
enough  to  accompany  me  to  the  theatre.  Hav* 
ing  found,  in  a  volume||  sent  to  me  by  soiM 
anonymous  correspondent,  a  more  circumstu- 
tial  account  of  the  scene  of  that  evening  thM 
Sir  Walter  has  given  in  his  Diary,  I  shall  hflN 


plied  to  poetry,  seem  to  be  present  to  the  minds  of 
writers,  that  the  poet.  Young,  has  left  us  an  Bssaj  oa  L91I1. 
Poetry,  In  which  there  is  not  a  single  allusion  to  Music,  froa 
beginning  to  end. 

X  Life  by  Lockhart,  voL  ri.  p.  ISS. 

$  **  We  went  to  the  theatre  together,  and  the  hooM  1 
luckily  a  good  one,  received  T.  M.  with  rapture.    I  could  hi 
hugged  them,  for  it  paid  back  the  debt  of  the  kind  reoqpcio 
met  with  in  Ireland.'* 

I  Written  by  Mr.  Benson  HOI. 
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•rail  myself  of  its  gn^hic  and  (with  one  ex- 
ception) accurate  details.  Afler  adverting  to 
tlie  sensation  produced  by  the  appearance  of 
the  late  Duchess  of  St  Alban*8  in  one  of  the 
boxes,  the  writer  thus  proceeds : — **  There  was 
a  general  buzz  and  stare,  for  a  few  seconds ; 
the  audience  then  turned  their  backs  to  the 
lady,  and  their  attention  to  the  stage,  to  wut 
till  the  first  piece  should  be  over  ere  they  in- 
tended staring  again.  Just  as  it  terminated, 
another  party  quietly  glided  into  a  box  near 
that  filled  by  the  Duchess.  One  pleasing 
female  was  with  the  three  male  comers.  In  a 
minute  the  cry  ran  round: — *Eh,  yon*s  Sir 
Walter,  wi*  Lockhart  an*  his  wife*,  and  wha*8 
the  wee  bit  bodie  wi*  the  pawkie  een  ?  Wow, 
bnt  it*s  Tarn  Moore,  just — Scott,  Scott! 
lloore,  Moore!* — with  shouts,  cheers,  bravos 
and  applause.  But  Scott  would  not  rise  to 
apprt^xriate  these  tributes.  One  could  see  that 
he  ujged  Moore  to  do  so;  and  he,  though 
modestly  reluctant,  at  last  yielded,  and  bowed 
hand  on  heart,  with  much  animation.  The 
cry  for  Scott  was  then  redoubled.  He  gathered 
himself  up,  and,  with  a  benevolent  bend,  ac- 
knowledged this  deserved  welcome.  The  or- 
chestra played  alternately  Scotch  and  Irish 
Melodies.** 

Among  the  choicest  of  my  recollections  of 
that  flying  visit  to  Edinburgh,  are  the  few  days 
I  passed  with  Lord  Jeffrey  at  his  agreeable 
retreat,  Craig  Crook.  I  had  then  recently 
written  the  words  and  music  of  a  glee  contained 
b  this  volume, "  Ship  a  hoy  I "  which  there  won 
iti  first  honours.  So  oflen,  indeed,  was  I  called 
upon  to  repeat  it,  that  the  upland  echoes  of 
Craig  Crook  ought  long  to  have  had  its  burden 
bj  heart 

Having  thus  got  on  Scottish  ground,  I  find 
■jKlf  awakened  to  the  remembrance  of  a  name 
which,  whenever  song-writing  is  the  theme, 
ought  to  rank  second  to  none  In  that  sphere  of 
poetical  fame.  Robert  Bums  was  wholly  un- 
ikilled  in  music ;  yet  the  rare  art  of  adapting 
words  successfully  to  notes,  of  wedding  verse 


*  Tlw  writer  wu  here  mistakeii.  There  was  one  lady  of 
Mr  partj ;  hut  neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Lockhart  was  present. 

t  It  appears  certain,  notwithstanding,  that  he  was,  in  his 
*Mtli,  wbollj  insensible  to  music  In  speaking  of  him  and 
ii  brotbcr,  Mr.  Murdoch,  their  preceptor,  says,  "  Robert's 
m,  fo  particular,  was  remarfably  dull  and  his  Toice  untun- 
Me.    It  was  long  before  I  could  get  him  to  distinguish  one 


in  congenial  union  with  melody,  which,  were 
it  not  for  his  example,  I  should  say  none  but 
a  poet  versed  in  the  sistex-art  ought  to  at- 
tempt, has  yet,  by  him,  with  the  aid  of  a  music 
to  which  my  own  country's  strains  are  alone 
comparable,  been  exercised  with  so  work- 
manly  a  hand,  and  with  so  rich  a  variety  of 
passion,  playfulness,  and  power,  as  no  song- 
writer, perhaps,  but  himself,  has  ever  yet  dis- 
played. 

That  Bums,  however  untaught,  was  yet,  in 
ear  and  feeling,  a  musician  f,  is  clear  from  the 
skill  with  which  he  adapts  his  verse  to  the 
structure  and  character  of  each  different  strain. 
Still  more  strikingly  did  he  prove  his  fitness  for 
this  peculiar  task,  by  the  sort  of  instinct  with 
which,  in  more  than  one  instance,  he  discerned 
the  real  and  innate  sentiment  which  an  air 
was  calculated  to  convey,  though  previously 
associated  with  words  expressing  a  totally  dif- 
ferent cast  of  feeling.  Thus  the  air  of  a  lu- 
dicrous old  song,  *'  Fee  him,  father,  fee  him,** 
has  been  made  the  medium  of  one  of  Bums*s 
most  pathetic  effusions ;  while,  still  more  mar- 
vellously, "  Hey  tuttie  tattie**  has  been  eleva- 
ted by  him  into  that  heroic  strain,  **  Scots, 
wha  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled ;  *'  —  a  song  which, 
in  a  great  national  crisis,  would  be  of  more 
avail  than  all  the  eloquence  of  a  Demosthenes.  J 

It  was  impossible  that  the  example  of  Burns, 
in  these,  his  higher  inspirations,  should  not 
materially  contribute  to  elevate  the  character 
of  English  song- writing,  and  even  to  lead  to 
a  re-union  of  the  gifts  which  it  requires,  if  not, 
as  of  old,  in  the  same  individual,  yet  in  that 
perfect  sympathy  between  poet  and  musician 
which  almost  amounts  to  identity,  and  of  which, 
in  our  own  times,  we  have  seen  so  interesting 
an  example  in  the  few  songs  which  bear  the 
united  names  of  those  two  sister  muses,  Mrs. 
Arkwright  and  the  late  Mrs.  Ilemans. 

Verv  different  was  the  state  of  the  songr-de- 
partment  of  English  poesy  at  the  period  when 
I  first  tried  my  novice  hand  at  the  lyre.  The 
divorce    between   song   and   sense   had  then 


X  I  know  not  whether  it  has  ever  been  before  remarked,  that 
the  well-known  lines  in  one  of  Burns's  most  spirited  songs, 
"  llie  title's  but  the  guinea's  stamp. 
The  man's  the  gold  for  a*  that." 
may  possibly  have  been  suggested  by  the  following  passage  in 
Wycherley's  play,  the  "  Country  Wife : "—  "  I  weigh  the  man, 
not  his  tille  ;  'tis  not  the  King's  stamp  can  make  the  metal 
better." 
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clous,  and,  as  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  the 
rere  all  lighted  up  with  coloured  lamps, 
ent  shapes  and  deyices.  A  little  laJce 
grotto  took  my  fancy  particularly,  the 
all  round  being  illuminated,  and  the 
tflected  in  the  water.  Six-and-twenty 
pettiest  girls  of  the  world  of  fashion,  the 

♦  t  ♦  rs,  Br  ♦  d  ♦  ♦  ♦  Us,  De  R  ♦  ♦  s's, 
'♦ld***g,MissF*x,MissR*ss*ll, 

*  *  ly,  were  dressed  as  Rosieres,  and 
the  quadrilles  in  the  payilion    .    .    . 

While  talking  with  D— n  (Lord  P/s 
),  he  said  to  me,  **I  neyer  read  any 
touching  as  the  death  of  your  heroine." 
!**  said  I,  **  have  you  got  so  far  already  ?'*'f 
read  it  in  the  Literary  Grazette.*^  This 
tion  of  my  catastrophe  is  abominable, 
ter,  the  Marquis  P — Im — a,  said  to  me, 
id  I  and  B — m  stood  together,  looking 
gay  scene,  "  This  is  like  one  of  your 
"Oh  yes,"  said  B — ^m,  thinking  he 
to  Lalla  Rookh,  **  quite  oriental." 
non,"  replied  P — ^Im — &,  "  je  veux  dire 
^te  d'Athenes,  dont  j*iu  lu  la  description 
Gazette  d'aujourd*hui." 
Kiting  the  contents  of  the  present  Yo- 
have  but  a  few  more  words  to  add. 
med  as  I  have  always  been  to  consider 
:s  as  a  sort  of  compound  creations,  in 
16  music  forms  no  less  essential  a  part 
;  verses,  it  is  with  a  feeling  which  I 
ily  expect  my  unlyrical  readers  to  un- 
1,  that  I  see  such  a  swarm  of  sonffs 
1  these  pages  all  separated  from  the 
1  airs  which  have  formed  hitherto  their 
lament  and  strength — their  "decus  et 
."  But,  independently  of  this  uneasy 
or  fancy,  there  is  yet  another  incon- 
consequence  of  the  divorce  of  the  words 
J  music,  which  will  be  more  easily,  per- 
mprehended,  and  which,  in  justice  to 
IS  a  metre-monger,  ought  to  be  noticed. 
;casional  breaches  of  the  laws  of  rhythm, 
be  task  of  adapting  words  to  airs  de- 
f  the  poet,  though  very  frequently  one 
lappiest  results  of  his  skill,  become 
«  when  the  verse  is  separated  fix)m  the 


picurean  had  b«en  published  but  the  day  before, 
arail  inyi«lf  of  thU  opportunity  of  noticing  the 
ugbt  by  Mr.  Bunting  againit  Sir  John  Stevenson, 
oade  alterations  In  numy  of  the  airs  that  formed 
CoUectioo.    Whaterer  dianges  of  this  kind  have 


melody,  and  require;  to  justify  them,  the  pre- 
sence of  the  music  to  whose  wildness  or  sweet- 
ness the  sacrifice  had  been  made. 

In  a  preceding  page  of  this  preface,  I  have 
mentioned  a  Treatise  by  the  late  Rev.  Mr. 
Crowe,  on  English  versification;  and  I  re- 
member his  telling  me,  in  reference  to  the  point 
I  have  just  touched  upon,  that,  should  another 
edition  of  that  work  be  called  for,  he  meant  to 
produce,  as  examples  of  new  and  anomalous 
forms  of  versification,  the  following  songs  from 
the  Lrish  Melodies : — **  Oh  the  days  are  gone 
when  Beauty  bright" — "At  the  dead  hour  of 
night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I  fly," — and, 
"  Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile 
hath  cheered  my  way."  J 
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TO 


THE  SIXTH  VOLUME. 

The  Poem,  or  Romance,  of  Lalla  Rooks, 

having  now  reached  its  twentieth  edition,  a 
short  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of 
a  work  which  has  been  hitherto,  at  least,  so  very 
fortunate  in  its  course,  may  not  be  deemed, 
perhaps,  superfluous  or  misplaced. 

It  was  about  the  year  1812  that,  impelled 
far  more  by  the  encouraging  suggestions  of 
friends  than  impelled  by  any  confident  prompt- 
ings of  my  own  ambition,  I  was  induced  to 
attempt  a  Poem  upon  some  Oriental  subject, 
and  of  those  quarto  dimensions  which  Scott's 
late  triumphs  in  that  form  had  then  rendered 
the  regular  poetical  standard.  A  negotiation 
on  the  subject  was  opened  with  the  Messrs. 
Longman  in  the  same  year,  but,  from  some 
causes  which  have  now  escaped  my  recollection, 
led  to  no  decisive  result ;  nor  was  it  till  a  year 
or  two  after,  that  any  further  steps  were  taken 
in  the  matter, — their  house  being  the  only 
one,  it  is  right  to  add,  with  which,  from  first  to 


been  ventured  upon  (and  they  are  but  few  and  slight),  the 
responsibility  for  them  rests  solely  with  me ;  as,  leaving  the 
Harmonist's  department  to  my  friend  Stevenson,  I  reserved 
to  myself  entirely  the  selection  and  management  of  the  airs. 


upon  tbe  rab- 

n  old  Friend  of  mine, 

1  kindly  offered  to  lend  me  the  aid  of 

■ind  presence  in  the  interview  which 

It  to  hold  with  the  Messrs.  Longman, 

Juigcmcnt  of  our  muluiJ  terms ;  and 

lltie  rriendljr  zeal  of  m/  negotiator 

;  side,  and  the  prompt  and  liberal 

which  he  was  met  on  the  other, 

teldom  occurred  any  tnmsaction  in 

!   and  Poesj  have  Aone  out   so 

lualy   in   each   other's    eyes.      The 

n  that  then  look  place,  between 

lurties,  may  be  comprised  in  a  very 

"  I  am  of  opinion,"  said  Mr. 

iiforciog  hifl   view   of  the   case   by 

I  which  it  Is  not  for  me  to  cite, — 

■Moore  ought  to  receive  for  bis  Poem 

1  price  that  has  been  given,  in  our 

Ih  a  vrork."     "  That  was,"  answered 

iLongman,  "'three  ihousand  guineas." 

"  replied  Mr.  Perry,  "  and  no  less 

he  to  receive." 

Ihen  objected,  and  very  reasonably, 

*t  of  the  firm,  that  they  had  never 

Tainglelinc  of  Uje  Poem;  and  that  a 

I  the  work  ought  to  be  allowed  to 

c  thcf  embarked  so  large  a  sum  in 

—  tbe  romantic  view 

I  friend,   Perry,  took  of  the  matter, 

liis  price  should  be  given  as  a  tribute 

1  already  acquired,  without   any 

-  a  previous   perusal  of  the  new 

i   high   tone,  I  must   confess,   not 

Wjed  and  alarmed  nic;  but,  to  ihe 

Id  glory  of  Romance, — as  well  on 

side  a»  the  poet's,  —  this  very 

Jifw  of  lie  transaction  was,  without 

Bty,  acceded  to,  and  the  Hrm  agreed, 

leparated,  that  I  was  to  receive  three 

neiis  for  my  Poem. 

e  of  (his  agreement,  but  little  of 

13  it  stands  at  present,  had  yet  been 

liut  the  ready  confidence  in  my  sue- 

Iby  others,  made  up  for  the  deficiency 

'  e  feeling,  within  myself;  while 

not  wholly  lo  disappoint  this 

r  hope,"  became  almost  a  substitute 

>a.     In  the  year  18IS,  therefore, 

•  April  ID.  1BIA. 


having  made  some  pngteat  in  my  task,  I  mole 
to  report  the  state  of  the  work  to  the  Me«r). 
Longman,  adding,  that  I  was  now  most  wiUlng 
and  ready,  should  ihej  desire  it,  to  submit  the 
manuscript  for  their  consideration.  Their 
answer  lo  this  offer  wan  as  follows :  —  "  We  aie 
certainly  impatient  for  the  perusal  of  tie  Poem; 
but  solely  for  our  gratification.  Your  teati- 
menta  are  always  honourable."* 

I  continued  to  pursue  my  task  for  another 
year,  being  likewise  occasionally  occupied  with 
the  Irish  Melodies,  two  or  three  numbers  of 
which  made  their  appearance,  during  the  period 
employed  in  writing  Lalla  Itookh.  At  length, 
in  the  year  I81G,  I  found  my  work  suffidently 
advanced  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  pub- 
lishers. But  the  state  of  distress  to  wluch 
England  was  reduced,  in  that  dismal  year,  hy 
the  exhausting  effects  of  the  serie*  of  wan  she 
had  just  then  concluded,  and  the  genenl 
embarrassment  of  all  claasea.  both  agricultural 
and  commereial,  rendered  it  a  juncture  the 
least  favourable  that  could  well  be  conceived 
for  the  first  launch  into  print  of  so  light  and 
costly  a  venture  as  Lalla  Rookh.  Feeling  con- 
scious, therefore,  that,  under  such  circum- 
stances, I  should  act  hut  honestly  in  putting  it 
in  the  power  of  the  Messrs.  Longman  to  re- 
consider the  terms  of  their  engagement  with 
me,  —  leaving  them  free  to  postpone,  modily, 
or  even,  should  such  be  their  wish,  relinqullh  it 
altogether,  I  wrote  them  a  letter  to  tiat  effect, 
and  received  tbe  following  answer:  —  "We 
shall  be  most  happy  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  in  February.  We  i^ree  with  yon,  indeed, 
that  the  times  are  most  inauspicious  Ibr '  poetry 
and  thousands ; '  but  we  believe  thmt  your 
poetry  would  do  more  than  that  of  any  other 
living  poet  at  the  present  moment."  f 

The  length  of  time  I  employed  in  writing 
the  few  stories  strung  together  in  Lalla  Bookfa 
will  appear,  to  some  persons,  much  more  than 
was  necessary  for  the  production  of  such  easy 
and  "  light  o'love  "  fictions.  But,  besides  th^ 
I  have  been,  at  all  times,  a  far  more  slow  and 
puns-tnking  workman  than  would  ever  he 
guessed,  1  fear,  fhim  tbe  result,  I  felt  that, 
in  this  instance,  I  had  taken  upon  mysdf  a 
more  than  ordinary  responsibility,  from  the 
immense  stake  risked  by  others  on  my  uhanoe 


^^  ^ 
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of  saccess.  For  a  long  time,  therefore,  after 
the  agreement  had  been  concluded,  though 
generaO J  at  work  with  a  view  to  this  task,  I 
made  but  yery  little  real  progress  in  it,  and  I 
have  still  bj  me  the  beginnings  of  several 
stories,  continued,  some  of  them,  to  the  length 
of  three  or  four  hundred  lines,  which,  afW  in 
Tain  endeaTouring  to  mould  them  into  shape, 
I  threw  aside,  like  the  tale  of  Cambuscan,  **  left 
half-told.**  One  of  these  stories,  entitled  The 
PerTs  Daughter,  was  meant  to  relate  the  loves 
of  a  njmph  of  this  aSrial  extraction  with  a 
jonth  of  mortal  race,  the  rightful  Prince  of 
Ormuz,  who  had  been,  from  his  infancy,  brought 
np^  in  seclusion,  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
Amon,  bj  an  aged  guardian  named  Mohassan. 
The  story  opens  with  the  first  meeting  of  these 
destined  lovers,  then  in  their  childhood;  the 
Peri  having  wafted  her  daughter  to  this  holy 
retreat,  in  a  bright,  enchanted  boat,  whose  first 
appearance  is  thus  described  :— 


Fior,  down  the  dlTcry  tide  afkr. 
Then  ome  m  boat,  m  cwlft  and  bright 

Aa  shinet,  in  heaT'n,  loma  pilgrim-star, 
That  laaTea  its  own  liigh  home,  at  ni^t, 
To  ahoot  to  diitattt  ahrlnea  of  light. 

**  It  cornea,  it  cornea,**  jonng  Orian  criea. 
And  panting  to  Molianan  flies. 
Then,  down  upon  the  flowery  grass 
Reclines  to  see  the  rision  pass ; 
With  partly  joy  and  partly  fear. 
To  find  its  wondrous  light  so  near, 
And  hiding  oft  his  dazsled  eyes 

Among  the  flowers  on  which  he  lies 

•  •  •  «  • 

Within  the  boat  a  baby  slept. 

like  a  young  pearl  within  its  shell ; 
While  one,  who  seem'd  of  riper  years, 
But  not  of  earth,  or  earth>like  spheres. 

Her  watch  beside  the  slumberer  kept ; 

Gracefully  waving.  In  her  hand, 
The  feathers  of  some  holy  bird. 
With  which,  from  time  to  time,  she  stirr'd 

The  fragrant  air,  and  coolly  fonn'd 

The  baby's  brow,  or  brush 'd  away 
The  botterflies  that,  bright  and  blue 

As  on  the  mountains  of  Malay, 
Around  the  sleeping  infant  flew. 

And  now  the  Cdry  boat  hath  stopp'd 
Beside  the  bank, — the  nymph  has  dropp'd 
Her  golden  anchor  in  the  stream  : 

•  •  •  ■  • 

A  song  is  sung  by  the  Peri  in  approaching, 
of  which  the  following  forms  a  part : — 

My  child  she  Is  hot  half  dirine. 

Her  father  sleeps  in  the  Caspian  water ; 

Sea- weeds  twine 

His  ftmeral  shrine. 
But  he  lives  again  in  the  Peri*s  daughter. 


Fain  would  I  fly  fnm  mortal  sight 

To  my  own  sweet  bowers  of  Peristan ; 
But,  there,  the  flowers  are  all  too  bright 

For  the  eyes  of  a  baby  bom  of  man. 
On  flowers  of  earth  her  feet  must  tread ; 
So  hither  my  light-wing'd  bark  hath  brought  her ; 
Stranger,  spmd 
Thy  leafiest  bed. 
To  rest  the  wandering  Peri's  daughter. 

In  another  of  these  inchoate  fragments,  a 
proud  female  samt,  named  Banou,  plays  a 
principal  part ;  and  her  progress  through  the 
streets  of  Cufa,  on  the  night  of  a  great  illumi- 
nated festival,  I  find  thus  described : — 

It  was  a  scene  of  mirth  that  drew 
A  smile  from  eT*n  the  Saint  Banou, 
As,  through  the  hush*d,  admiring  throng, 
She  went  with  stately  steps  along. 
And  counted  o'er,  that  all  might  see. 
The  rubies  of  her  rosary. 
But  none  might  see  the  worldly  smile 
That  lurk'd  beneath  her  Teil,  the  while :  — 
Alia  forbid  !  for,  who  would  wait 
Her  blessing  at  the  temple's  gate,— 
What  holy  man  would  ever  run 
To  kiss  the  ground  she  knelt  upon. 
If  once,  by  luckless  chance,  he  knew 
She  look'd  and  smil'd  as  others  do. 
Her  hands  were  join'd,  and  from  each  wrist 
By  threads  of  pearl  and  golden  twist 
Hung  relics  of  the  saints  of  jrore. 
And  scraps  of  talismanic  lore,  — 
Charms  for  the  old,  the  sick,  the  frail. 
Some  made  for  use,  and  all  for  sale. 
On  either  side,  the  crowd  withdrew. 
To  let  the  Saint  pass  proudly  through  ; 
While  turban'd  heads,  of  erery  hue. 
Green,  white,  and  crimson,  bow'd  around. 
And  gay  tiaras  touch'd  the  ground, — 
As  tulip'bells,  when  o'er  their  bods 
The  musk-wind  passes,  bend  their  heads. 
Nay,  some  there  were,  among  the  crowd 
Of  Moslem  heads  that  round  her  bow'd. 
So  flll'd  with  seal,  by  many  a  draught 
Of  Shirax  wine  profanely  quafT'd, 
That,  sinking  low  in  reverence  then, 
They  never  rose  till  morn  again. 

There  are  yet  two  more  of  these  unfinished 
sketches,  one  of  which  extends  to  a  much 
greater  length  than  I  was  aware  of;  and,  as 
far  as  I  can  judge  from  a  hasty  renewal  of  my 
acquaintance  with  it,  is  not  incapable  of  being 
yet  turned  to  account. 

In  only  one  of  these  unfinished  sketches,  the 
tale  of  The  Perils  Daughter,  had  I  yet  ventured 
to  invoke  that  most  home-felt  of  all  my  inspir- 
ations, which  has  lent  to  the  story  of  The 
Fire-worshippers  its  main  attraction  and  inte- 
rest. That  it  was  my  intention,  in  the  con- 
cealed Prince  of  Ormuz,  to  shadow  out  some 
impersonation  of  this  feeling,  I  take  for  granted 
from  the  prophetic  words  supposed  to  be  ad- 
dressed to  him  by  his  aged  guardian  : — 
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glowed  upon  their  altars.*'  Having  long  lost, 
I  fear,  most  of  my  Eastern  learning,  I  can 
onlj  cite,  in  defence  of  my  catastrophe,  an  old 
Oriental  tradition,  which  relates  that  Nimrod, 
when  Abraham  refused,  at  his  command,  to 
worship  the  fire,  ordered  him  to  be  thrown  into 
the  midst  of  the  flames.*  A  precedent  so 
ancient  for  this  sort  of  use  of  the  worshipped 
dement,  appears,  for  all  purposes  at  least  of 
poetry,  to  be  fully  sufficient. 

In  addition  to  these  agreeable  testimonies, 
I  have  also  heard,  and,  need  hardly  add,  with 
some  pride  and  pleasure,  that  parts  of  this  work 
have  been  rendered  into  Persian,  and  have 
found  their  way  to  Ispahan.  To  this  fact,  as  I 
am  willing  to  think  it,  allusion  is  made  in  some 
lirely  verses,  written  many  years  since,  by  my 
friend,  Mr.  Luttrell : — 

**  I*m  UM,  dear  Moore,  jour  lays  are  cung, 
(Can  it  be  true,  yoa  lucky  man  ?) 
J^  mooallf  ht,  in  the  Pertian  tongue. 
Along  the  street*  of  Ispahan." 

That  some  knowledge  of  the  work  may 
have  really  reached  that  region,  appears  not 
improbable  from  a  passage  in  the  Travels  of 
Mr.  Frazer,  who  says,  that  ^*  being  delayed  for 
some  time  at  a  town  on  the  shores  of  the  Cas- 
pian, he  was  lucky  enough  to  be  able  to  amuse 
himself  with  a  copy  of  Lalla  Rookh,  which  a 
Persian  had  lent  him." 

Of  the  description  of  Balbec,  in  "  Paradise 
and  the  Peri,"  Mr.  Came,  in  his  Letters  from 
the  East,  thus  speaks :  **  The  description  in  Lalla 
Rookh  of  the  plain  and  its  ruins  is  exquisitely 
faithful.  The  minaret  is  on  the  declivity  near 
at  hand,  and  there  wanted  only  the  muezzin  s 
cry  to  break  the  silence." 

I  shall  now  tax  my  readers'  patience  with 
but  one  more  of  these  generous  vouchers. 
Whatever  of  vanity  there  may  be  in  citing  such 
tributes,  they  show,  at  least,  of  what  great  value, 
even  in  poetry,  is  that  prosaic  quality,  industry ; 
since,  as  the  reader  of  the  foregoing  pages  is 
now  fully  apprized,  it  was  in  a  slow  and 
laborious  collection  of  small  facts,  that  the  first 
foundations  of  this  fanciful  Romance  were  laid. 

The  friendly  testimony  I  have  just  referred 
to,  appeared,  some  years  since,  in  the  form  in 


*  Tradunt  autem  Hebrsei  banc  fUralam  quod  Abraham  in 
ISDem  mlMUS  sit  quia  ignem  adorarenoluit.  —  St.  Hibron.  in 
Qmtit.  m  Gtnesim. 

t  Lalla  Ro&kh,  DiTertissement  mkAk  de  Chants  et  de 


which  I  now  give  it,  and,  if  I  recollect  right,  in 
the  Athenaeum : — 

**  I  embrace  this  opportunity  of  bearing  my 
Individual  testimony  (if  it  be  of  any  value)  to 
the  extraordinary  accuracy  of  Mr.  Moore,  in 
his  topographical,  antiquarian,  and  character- 
istic details,  whether  of  costume,  manners,  or 
less-changing  monuments,  both  in  his  Lalla 
Rookh  and  in  the  Epicurean.  It  has  been  my 
fortune  to  read  his  Atlantic,  Bermudean,  and 
American  Odes  and  Epistles,  in  the  countries 
and  among  the  people  to  which  and  to  whom 
they  related;  I  enjoyed  also  the  exquisite 
delight  of  reading  his  Lalla  Rookh,  in  Persia 
itself;  and  I  have  perused  the  Epicurean,  while 
all  my  recollections  of  Egypt  and  its  still  exist- 
ing wonders  are  as  fresh  as  when  I  quitted  the 
bulks  of  the  Nile  for  Arabia:  —  I  owe  it, 
therefore,  as  a  debt  of  gratitude  (though  the 
payment  is  most  inadequate),  for  the  great 
pleasure  I  have  derived  from  his  productions, 
to  bear  my  humble  testimony  to  their  local 
fidelity. 

"  J.  S.  B." 

Among  the  incidents  connected  with  this 
work,  I  must  not  omit  to  notice  the  splendid 
Divertissement,  founded  upon  it,  which  was 
acted  at  the  Ch&teau  Royal  of  Berlin,  during 
the  visit  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas  to  that 
capital,  in  the  year  1822.  The  different  stories 
composing  the  work  were  represented  in  Ta- 
bleaux Vivans  and  songs;  and  among  the 
crowd  of  royal  and  noble  personages  engaged 
in  the  performances,  I  shall  mention  those  only 
who  represented  the  principal  characters,  and 
whom  I  find  thus  enumerated  in  the  published 
account  of  the  Divertissementf 


"  Fadladin,  Grand-Nasir 
Aliris,  Roi  de  Bucharie 


cComte  Haack,  {Marechal 

*  {     de  Cour). 

.  S.  A.  I.  Lc  Grand  Due. 

Lalla  RoCllLh    .  .  .  S.A.I.  La  Grand  Duchess  f. 

,.    ,     «       J  ■«.       1  ( S.  A.  R.  Le  Prince  Guii. 

Aurungzcb.  le  Grand  Mogol  J     iaumcfrdre  du  Roi. 

Abdallah.  P*re  d'Aliri.         .  [  ^\t/ant  ^"^  '^  ^'""" 

,     „  .  ,  €  S.A.R.LaPrincesseLouise 

La  Heine,  ion  gpouie  .  J     RadziviU." 


Besides  these  and  other  leading  personages, 


Danses,  Berlin,  1 822.  The  work  contains  a  series  of  coloured 
engravings,  representing  groups,  processions,  &c,  in  dlflterent 
Oriental  costumes. 
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*rance,  but  his  own  sagacioas  and 
it,  had  early  marked  out  for  him. 
rdlj  say  how  totally  different  were 
imstanccs  under  which  Monsieur 

some  of  his  followers  were  again 
i  in  the  year  1817 ; — the  same 
d,  but  with  an  entirely  new  change 
id  decorations.  Among  the  variety 
'esented  by  this  change,  the  ridicu- 
dy    predominated;    nor    could   a 

like  Fhiloctetes,  was  smitten  with 
ifaooting  at  geese*,  ask  any  better 
ich  game  than  the  high  places,  in 
[lat  period,  both  lay  and  ecclesias- 
*d.  Not  being  versed,  however, 
in  French  politics  to  venture  to 
I  them,  even  in  sport,  I  found  a 
conductor  of  laughter — for  which 
luch  in  the  mood — in  those  groups 
3  English  who  were  at  that  time 
I  all  directions  throughout  Paris, 
Rrhose  various  forms  of  cockney- 
isense  I  endeavoured,  in  the  per- 
the  Fudge  Family,  to  collect  the 
I  essence.  The  result,  as  usual, 
short  of  what  I  had  myself  precon- 
Qtended.    But,  making  its  appear- 

a  crisis,  the  work  brought  with  it 
soning  of  all  such  jeux-degprit,  the 
the  moment ;  and,  accordingly,  in 

successive  editions,  Lalla  Itookh 
ae  time,  kept  pace  with  by  Miss 

a 

of  trifles  contained  in  this  volume, 
lymes  on  the  Road,'*  were  written 
eir  title  implies,  and  partly  at  a 
period  from  memorandimis  made 
This  will  account  for  so  many 
ces  being  little  better,  I  fear,  than 
jed  with  rhyme."     The  journey 

which  those  Rhymes  owed  their 
E»  commenced  in  company  with 
lussell  in  the  autunm  of  the  year 
r  a  week  or  two  passed  at  Paris,  to 
John  to  refer  to  Barillon's  Letters 
lition  of  his  Life  of  Lord  Russell 
ing,  we  set  out  together  for  the 
it  Milan,  the  agreeable  society 
Lord  Eannaird  detained  us  for  a 


,  Don  armigero  in  corpore  tela  exerceantur  :* 
r  Aedm  In  the  mouth  of  PhUoctetet. 


few  days;  and  then  my  companion  took  the 
route  to  Genoa,  while  I  proceeded  on  a  visit  to 
Lord  Byron,  at  Venice. 

It  was  during  the  joiimey,  thus  briefly  de- 
scribed, I  addressed  the  well-known  Remon- 
strance to  my  noble  friendf,  which  has  of  late 
been  frequently  coupled  with  my  projJietio 
verses  on  the  Duke  of  Wellington  |,  from  the 
prescient  spirit  with  which  it  so  confidently 
looked  forward  to  all  that  Lord  John  has  since 
become  in  the  eyes  of  the  world. 

Of  my  visit  to  Lord  Byron, — an  event,  to 
me  so  memorable, — I  have  already  detailed 
all  the  most  interesting  particulars  in  my  pub- 
lished Life  of  the  poet;  and  shall  here  only 
cite,  from  that  work,  one  passage,  as  having 
some  reference  to  a  picture  mentioned  in  the 
following  pages.      ^^As  we  were  converung 
after  dinner  about  the  various  collections  of 
paintings  I  had  seen  that  morning,  on  my 
saying  that,  fearful  as  I  was  of  ever  praising 
any  picture,  lest  I  should  draw  on  myself  the 
connoisseur's  sneer,  for  my  pains,  I  would  yet, 
to  him,  venture  to  own  that  I  had  seen  a  picture 
at  Milan,  which *The  Hagar!*$  he  ex- 
claimed, eagerly  interrupting  me ;  and  it  was, 
in  fact,  that  very  picture  I  was  about  to  men- 
tion to  him  as  having  awakened  in  me,  by  the 
truth  of  its  expression,  more  real  emotion  than 
any  I  had  yet  seen  among  the  chefa'doBuore  of 
Venice." 

In  the  society  I  chiefly  lived  with,  while  at 
Rome,  I  considered  myself  singularly  fortunate; 
though  but  a  blind  and  uninitiated  worshipper 
of  those  powers  of  Art  of  which  my  companions 
were  all  high-priests.  Canova  himself,  Chan- 
trey,  Lawrence,  Jackson,  Turner,  Eastlake, — 
such  were  the  men  of  whose  presence  and 
guidance  I  enjoyed  the  advantage  in  visitii^ 
all  that  unrivalled  Rome  can  boast  of  beaattful 
and  grand.  That  I  derived  from  this  course 
of  tuition  any  thing  more  than  a  very  humbling 
consciousness  of  my  own  ignorance  and  want 
of  taste,  in  matters  of  art,  I  will  not  be  so  dis- 
honest as  to  pretend.  But,  to  the  stranger  in 
Rome  every  step  forms  an  epoch ;  and,  in  addi- 
tion to  all  its  own  countless  appeals  to  memory 
and  imagination,  the  agreeable  auspices  under 
which  I  first  visited  all  its  memorable  places 


t  See  Miscellaneous  Poems.   %  See  p.  194.  of  this  edltloB. 
\  Abraham  dismissing  Hagar,  by  Guerdno. 
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lid  not  bat  render  every  impression  I  re- 
red  more  yivid  and  permanent.    Thus,  with 

recollection  of  the  Sepulchre  of  St.  Peter, 
I  its  ever-burning  lamps,  for  which  splendid 
t  Canova  was  then  meditating  a  statue  *, 
re  is  always  connected  in  my  mind  the  ez- 
mation  which  I  heard  break  firom  Chantrey 
2r  gazing,  for  a  few  moments,  in  silence, 
m  that  ^orious  site, — "What  a  place  to 
rkfM-r 

JQ  one  of  the  poems  contained  in  this  vo- 
lef  allusion  is  made  to  an  evening  not  easily 
^tten,  when  Chantrey  and  myself  were 
en  by  Canova  to  the  Borghese  Palace,  for 

purpose  of  showing  us,  by  the  light  of  a 
er — his  favourite  mode  of  exhibiting  that 
Tk — his  beautiful  statue  of  the  Princess 
rghese,  called  the  Yenere  Vincitrice.  In 
mtrey's  eagerness  to  point  out  some  grace 
"ffect  that  peculiarly  struck  him,  he  snatched 

light  out  of  Canova*s  hand ;  and  to  this  cir- 
DStanoe  the  following  passage  of  the  poem 
erred  to  was  meant  to  allude : — 

When  he,  thy  peer  in  art  and  fame. 
Hung  o'er  the  marble  with  delight ;  X 
And.  whUe  hii  lingering  hand  wooki  steal 

O'er  ererf  grace  the  taper'i  rayi. 
Gave  thee,  with  aU  the  gen'roiu  zeal 
Sach  master-spirit*  only  feel, 

The  beU  of  fame— a  rival's  praise. 

3ne  of  the  days  that  still  linger  most  plea- 
tly  in  my  memory,  and  which,  I  trust,  neither 
iy  Calcott  nor  Mr.  Eastlake  have  quite  for- 
ten,  was  that  of  our  visit  together  to  the 
atine  !Mount,  when,  as  wc  sauntered  about 
t  picturesque  spot,  enjoying  the  varied  views 
Rome  which  it  commands,  they  made  me, 
the  first  time,  acquainted  with  Guidi's 
rited  Ode  on  the  Arcadians,  in  which  there 
poetry  enough  to  make  amends  for  all  the 
isense  of  his  rhyming  brethren.  Truly  and 
mdly  does  he  exclaim, — 

*'  Indomita  e  superba  ancor  d  Roma 
Benchd  si  Teggii  col  gran  busto  a  terra ; 
•  •  •  •  « 

Son  piene  di  splendor  le  sae  mine, 
E  il  gran  cenere  suo  si  mostra  etemo." 

With  Canova,  while  sitting  to  Jackson  for 
KWtrait  ordered  by  Chantrey,  I  had  more 
a  once  some  interesting  conversation, — or, 
ber,  listened  while  he  spoke,  —  respecting 


•  A  statue,  I  beliere.  of  Pius  VI. 
t  See  Rhjrmes  on  the  Road,  Extr.  xr. 


the  political  state  of  Europe  at  that  period, 
and  those  **  bricconi,**  as  he  styled  them,  the 
sovereigns  of  the  Holy  Alliance ;  and,  before  I 
left  Rome,  he  kindly  presented  to  me  a  set  of 
engravings  from  some  of  his  finest  statues,  to- 
gether with  a  copy  of  the  beautifully  printed 
collection  of  Poems,  which  a  Roman  poet, 
named  Missirini,  had  written  in  praise  of  his 
different  "  Marmi." 

When  Lord  John  Russell  and  mjrself  parted, 
at  Milan,  it  was  agreed  between  us,  that  after  a 
short  visit  to  Rome,  and  (if  practicable  within 
the  allowed  time)  to  Naples,  I  was  to  rejoin 
him  at  (xenoa,  and  from  thence  accompany  him 
to  England.  But  the  early  period  for  which 
Parliament  was  simunoned,  that  year,  owing  to 
the  violent  proceedings  at  Manchester,  rendered 
it  necessary  for  Lord  John  to  hasten  his  return 
to  England.  I  was,  therefore,  most  fortunate, 
under  such  circumstances,  in  being  permitted 
by  my  friends  Chantrey  and  Jackson  to  join  in 
their  journey  homeward ;  through  which  lucky 
arrangement,  the  same  precious  privilege  I  had 
enjoyed,  at  Rome,  of  hearing  the  opinions  of 
such  practised  judges,  on  all  the  great  works  of 
art  I  saw  in  their  company,  was  continued 
afterwards  to  me  through  the  various  collec- 
tions we  visited  together,  at  Florence,  Bologna, 
Modena,  Parma,  Milan,  and  Turin. 

To  some  of  those  pictures  and  statues  that 
most  took  my  fancy,  during  my  tour,  allusions 
will  be  found  in  a  few  of  the  poems  contained 
in  this  volume.  But  the  great  pleasure  I  de- 
rived from  these  and  many  other  such  works 
arose  far  more  from  the  poetical  nature  of  their 
subjects  than  from  any  judgment  I  had  learned 
to  form  of  their  real  merit  as  works  of  art, 
— a  line  of  lore  in  which,  notwithstanding  my 
course  of  schooling,  I  remained,  I  fear,  unen- 
lightened to  the  last.  For  all  that  was  lost 
upon  me,  however,  in  the  halls  of  Art,  I  was 
more  than  consoled  in  the  cheap  picture- 
gallery  of  Nature;  and  a  glorious  simset  I 
witnessed  in  ascending  the  Simplon  is  still 
remembered  by  me  with  a  depth  and  freshness 
of  feeling  which  no  one  work  of  art  I  saw  in 
the  galleries  of  Italy  has  left  behind. 

I  have  now  a  few  words  to  devote  to  a  some- 
what kindred  subject,  with  which  a  poem  or 


X  A  sliglit  alteration  here  has  rendered  thes<«  verses  more 
true  to  the  actual  fact  than  they  were  in  their  original  form. 
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Tirana,  till  aboat  tiie  close  of  ti&e  jear  l*rl    fr:ci=>=-'   I  sise.i  :1-b  :cr:  ]zsrj^.^.  zr  c  izl-.^ 
As  no  life,  howeTer  sunnj.  a  wiiL^u:  Its  •:! .  wi?.    '^-z  ili^t 


^  • 


I  oonld  not  escape,  of  coarse.  niT  fkir^c-'>;^.L  'tzj^i-i*  zin ':  hLl-^L'*t.  :«.ii   .q  l.-.-.^z    z  zirz 

pUHDg  shadows :  and  this  loos  estn2^=>::z:  i^r:rn:e  "'•*-""- z^   .c   ^iir  j  tvz^:    ▼:.•:!  .t 

from  oar  ha{^j  Eiiglbh  hooke.  covAri^  w}:J-c  -zaz-J-tsZA,  i^*i  iJ«:  ±-.ci  :'-1j-j:    -  z::-L-:rLr_-  i^ 

my  ikmilj  veameti  even  mon>  fon'ilj   'ri'  "»i-i-i  h  "r.-^i  ":•=  :«l:  :c  ^(-.fr  i-r-r :   rr-.c".-  c- 

njidf,  had  been  cau«<d  bj  dl£ouIdtn§  of  a  i-t   -ri^.i  rzz.-icfn'i  *..   r--^-ii'=    i   ::— ri     ■-" 

pemniarj  natore,  and  to  a  Urze  anK>cz:.  iz.  frl-irfi?^-^-    zr  c    riii    i    ::-ir:cr    --^  --    t  -  j 

vUdilhadbeen  inTolved  br  the  ovn^iii-r;  •■:'  M-i.tJrr  ii.'i  ^i.-cji  ^.  ni. 

ttepenon  vho  acted  as  my  depaty  in  uie  tt-J".  Wi.--  -^.i  "rtr^:  :i«z  =!»=-  "rl-i  lu^-'rC'ri  v- 

cffiee  I  held  at  Bermada.  cj  ^i-i  iz  ulr  -sc^s-rriii:/.  I  --iei  LltIIt  -at.  !: 

Tfcit  I  should  ever  have  come  to  hi  cfcr^fcn  wa*  fr:2i  --:■  ^  ---t.-  ."•   T.-il:. — :'..-  tl^  r.-iiz 

fir  nch  an  employment  seenu  one  of  ^L-^h-  w:ili  Lire  :»n=-  Li  rr.-sl-svz^  :it   i_--  :>  i^  *-_  i 

fittb  or  anomalies  of  human  d-estiny  wh>.h  Lat.!*. — vli:  I  ca^rr  :•:  u.Tr^r=..t-'_i.c.  .:  m*T- 

Wffle  lU  ordinary  speculation:  and  went  iir.  z'^j  i-alir-.T.z  :i-elj  i-fir*.  iz.i  -=z. Ln.' . ^^ z 

■deed,  to  realise  Beaumanrbais'  noiion  of  the  to  work  •::;:  mr  'irllv-rii.;^  :t  z.t  -..-rz.  t5.^.-. 

m  of  standard  by  which,   too  fre«|uerL:ij.  With  a  creel:  *:-Z  irr-z.  i::  iic  -irk-.:    :  _- 

({■ilification  for  place  is  regoLitel. — -II  follii:  ticrature.  and  wiih  pViIiiLers  re*;/  i?  -.t-t  :> 

uealculateur ;  cefut  un  danseurqui  Tobtic:.'  riik  their  thoufAH'is  on  E::r  1.1:^-=.  I  •j^.J.  i  l  .: 

But  howerer  much,  in  this  instance,  I  «ui-  but  feel  that,  howerer  grjitlfr:!^  v^  tl^  r-:--:- 

ftred  from  my  want  of  schooling  in  matters  cf  rous  zeal  of  fuch  friir^U,  I  ^l-:  .il  i  It^-.  >i  w 

buioesB,  and  more  especially  from  my  baring  that  L  in  5c«me  degree,  draerrt-i  -iirir  .  iT-rr?.  jj 

neglected  the  ordinary  precaution  of  requiring  declining,  ucier  *u-.h  cir>:uiiii".ai':es,  to  ii-xr:-: 

security  from  my  deputy,  I  was  more  than  them. 

ccKodkd  for  all  such  embarrassment,  were  it  Meanwhile,  an  attachment  h^i  iii*^e*2  ^2^r>: 

even  ten  times  as  much,  by  the  easier  kindnesi  me  from  the  Court  of  A-i=.ir^:  j :    i^i  ka  x 

»itli  which  friends  pressed  forward  to  htrlp  nesrotiaiion  was  abijut  to  r.-:  *'^.-rr-e:  rrl-.r.  the 

to  release  me  from  mv  dilHcuIties.     Coull  I  .Vni-rioan  oLiinii:::-.  f.r  &  r.-l  ..•"■:.    .:  ■."..'.- 

m 

venture  to  name  the  T>ersonj. — and  ihev  were  Lr^'e  dvii.»Li  u-'-.r.  l.t. —  ?-:-.• --.i   i:    *:..: 

vanj, — who  thus   volunteercl    their   aM.   it  time,  tj  ■^.i.jizi'i  :■_■  ?::i  :L  \r^z.l  v.-:. I--,  —  i: 

would  be  found  thcv  were  all  ot*  them  men  wa*  !i:r-.iiiv'i  r.-oe?;virv  •.':.-•.,  i-^l  .'.:.  •  '':.-  ':  ^'t. 

whose  characters  enhanced  such  a  ser^-iL-e,  fLnd  I  shuuM  take  up  :::.;.•  jl.-i-  ::.  It  »:.  •:. 

that,  in  all,  the  name  and  the  act  reflected  To  write  lor  tL-::  ri.vi:.i  or*  i^iiv  r -• -i-vr.'-.-, 

i  honofur  upon  each  other.  and  even  in  mo=t  ii.?:i.v;-T  to  -;  r;-\:'.!  :•»: 

'     I  shall  so  far  lif^  the  veil  in  which  such  d^li-  slow  harvest  of  th-:  br^u."  waj  r-.r  r:.:-.  ^;:i- 

l  cate generosity  seeks  to  *hroud  itself,  as  to  men-  lu'jkilv.  no  novel  ta^k.     liut  I  hjii   r...w,  in 

tion  briefly  the  manner  in  which  one  of  these  addition  to  these  home  call?  ury.r.  ;:.e  M  .--.  a 

kind  friends, — himself  possessing  but  limited  new,  pain fuL  an<l,  in  i:=  fir5ta.-['-:':t.  ovr:rw!;.-liti- 

Bfcans, — proposed  to  contribute  to  the  olject  ing  exigence  to  provide  fur;  and.  certaii.Iy. 

of  releasing  me  from  my  embarrassments.  After  Paris,  swarming  through'  rjt  as  it  w:l-,  at  that 

vlTcrting,  in  his  letter,  to  my  misfortunes,  and  pericKl,  with  rich,  gay.  and  d:-<ipate»l  Kngllsli, 

**the  noble  way,"  as  he  was  pleased  to  say,  was,  to  a  person  of  my  so«:ial  habits  and  iniihi- 

■*in  which  I  bore  them,"  he  adds, — **  would  farious  acquaintance,  the  very  worst  jH>?sililo 

it  be  very  impertinent  to  say,  that  I  haveoOO/.  ■  place  that  could  have  been  rcsnrt<?d  to  lor  ovt-n 

«aitirc*ly  at  your  disposal,  to  be  paid  when  you  ;  the  semblance  of  a  quiet  or  atuiiinus  hnme. 

like:  and  as  much  more  that  I  could  advance.  The  only  tranquil,  and,  therefore,  to  me,  must 

npon  any  reasonable  security,  payable  in  seven  precious  portions  of  that  jwriod  were  the  two 

yeare?"    The  writer  concludes  by  apologising  summers  passed  by  my  family  and  mvsolf  with 

■oxiously  and  delicately  for  **  the  liberty  which  our  kind  Spanish  friends,  tlie  V  *******  Is, 


he  thus  takes,"  assuring  mc  that  ^  he  would  not 
have  ntadc  the  offer  if  he  did  not  feel  that  he 
would  most  readily  accept  the  same  assistance 


at  their  beautiful  place,  La  IJutto  Coa^lin,  on 
the  road  up  to  Bellevue.  There,  in  a  cot t ago 
belonging  to  M.  V  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  1,  and  but  a 


a,  during  the  la«t  twenlj  or  iLirly 
le  eiiHimenls  nnil  nulii'M  re(]uired  to 

n  tlicsc  poliUi^al  trifles  must  be 

iir  next  volume. 


I'lJE  NINTH  VOLUMK. 

n  Ipsa  frienrlly  than 

ible   and  spirltci),   whith  thia   new 

y  Pnclicftl  Works  ha*  rnlled  forlh 

vling  [lolitipiil  JDurnal,  I   find,   in 

'rital  pieces  con- 

.'  volumes,  the  folloning  Bug- 

e  than  a  quarter 

ice  this  bundle  of  politk'nl  paa- 

c  Uritish  public  in  a,  roar ;  and 

p  events  to  which  thcj  allude  maj 

o  every  readpr. 


■lany  persons,  now  forming  a  pnrt  of 

y  public,  who  have 

e  lliey  liuppenctl,  and  who  cannot 

,  cvon  if  they  hod  the  leisure  and 

i>  to  runiu^e  the  filea  of  our  old 

ir  a  history  of  the  jKtrlshable  facts 

.  Moore  has  so  often  rested  the 

pry  of  his  wit.     Alany  of  those  facts 

wdered  beneath  the  notice  of  the 

and  it  i»,  thcrcrorc,  incumbent 

— if  he   wishes    his    political 

IS  tliey  are  with  a  wit  and  hu- 

t  Aristoplianii^,  to   be  relished,  as 

I'lished,  by  our  jireat-gmnd- 

Bo  prefnee  them  with  a  rapid  sum- 

whieh  gave  them  birlh." 

;  here  to  say  how  grutifjin;; 

I  to  find  my  long  course  of  Anti-  | 

■e  thus  tolerantly,  and  even  gene- 

n  of,  and  bj  no  distinguished  an 

lie  opinion,  I  shall  as  briefly  as  1  ^ 

o  the  wriler's  friendly  suggestion. 

LC  of  those  reasons  which 

e  to  adopt  it.     That  I  was  ilis- 

le  such  commentary 


to  Ih'u  tcries  of  squibs,  may  have  been  collected 
from  the  concluding  seDtences  of  my  last  Prc- 
fiice ;  but  a  little  further  conudenttion  has  led 
me  to  abandon  this  intention. 

To  that  kind  of  satire  which  deals  oidy  with 
the  lighter  fuUicfl  of  social  life,  with  t^e  paaung 
modes,  whims,  and  scandal  of  the  day,  iucfa 
illustrative  comtnente  become,  after  a  abort 
lime,  neucssary.  But  the  true  preserving  ailt 
of  political  satire  is  its  applicability  to  future 
times  and  generations,  as  well  as  to  thow 
which  bod  first  called  it  forth ;  its  power  of 
transmitting  the  scourge  of  ridicule  through 
succeeding  periods,  with  alash  still  fresh  for  the 
back  of  the  bigot  and  the  oppressor,  under  what- 
ever new  iliape  they  may  present  themselves. 
I  can  hardly  flatter  myself  with  the  persoanon 
that  any  one  of  the  satirical  pieces  contuonl 
this  Volume  is  likely  to  posseesthia  principle 
of  vitality;  but  I  feci  quite  certain  that,  vUkaul 
It,  not  all  the  notes  and  illustrations  in  which 
3ven  the  industry  of  Dutch  conmicDtAtorsliip 
could  embalm  them  would  insure  totlieae  trillei 
life  raueh  beyond  the  present  hour. 
A1rca<]y,  to  many  of  them,  that  sort  of  relish 
-  by  far  the  least  worthy  source  of  th^  tac- 
»!^which  (he  names  of  litrng  victims  lend 
I  such  sallies,  has  become,  in  the  course  of 
time,  wanting.  Out,  as  far  as  their  ai^ionte- 
to  the  passing  political  events  of  the  day 
et  been  tried — and  the  dates  of  thcM  M- 
tirc*  range  over  a  period  of  nearly  thirty  yean 
ihcir  ridicule,  thanks  to  the  undying  natnic 
of  human  absurdity,  appears  to  have  lost,  at 
yet,  but  little  of  the  original  freshness  of  ita 
first  application.  Nor  is  this  owing  to  any  pe> 
culior  felicity  of  aim,  in  the  satire  itself,  but,  to 
the  sameness,  throughout  that  period,  of  all  its 
orifiinal  objects; — the  unchangeable  natoit 
of  that  spirit  of  Monopoly  by  which,  under  all 
its  various  impersonotionn,  commercial,  religion^ 
and  jK)liticnl,  these  satires  had  been  first  pro- 
voked. To  refer  but  to  one  instance,  the  Com 
Question, — assuredly,  the  entire  appositcncsi^  U 
this  very  moment,  of  such  vcrsicles  as  the  fid- 
lowing,  rciiouniis  far  less  to  the  credit  of  poiaj 
than  to  the  disgrace  of  legislation,  — 


lo  little  prone  to  spleCB 
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or  bitterness,  I  should  yet  have  frequented  so 
much  the  thorny  paths  of  satire,  has  always,  to 
myself  and  those  best  acqainted  with  me,  been 
a  matter  of  surprise.  By  supposing  the  imagi- 
nation, however,  to  be,  in  such  cases,  the  sole 
or  chief  prompter  of  the  satire — which,  in  my 
own  instance,  I  must  say,  it  has  generally  been 
— an  easy  solution  b  found  for  the  difficulty. 
The  same  readiness  of  fancy  which,  with  but 
little  help  from  reality,  can  deck  out  **the 
Cynthia  of  the  minute"  with  all  possible  attrac- 
tions, will  likewise  be  able,  when  in  the  vein, 
to  diower  ridicule  on  a  political  adversary, 
without  allowing  a  single  feeling  of  real  bitter- 
ness to  mix  itself  with  the  operation.  Even 
that  sternest  of  all  satirists,  Dante,  who,  not 
content  with  the  penal  fire  of  the  pen,  kept  an 
Inferno  ever  ready  to  receive  the  victims  of  his 
wrath, — even  Dante,  on  becoming  acquainted 
with  some  of  the  persons  whom  he  had  thus 
doomed,  not  only  revoked  their  awful  sentence, 
but  even  honoured  them  with  warm  praise*  ; 
and  probably,  on  a  little  further  acquaintance, 
would  have  admitted  them  into  his  Paradiso. 
When  thus  loosely  and  shallowly  even  the  sub- 
lime satire  of  Dante  could  strike  its  roots  in 
his  own  heart  and  memory,  it  is  easy  to  con- 
ceive how  light  and  passing  may  be  the  feeling 
of  hostility  with  which  a  partizan  in  the  field  of 
satire  plies  his  laughing  warfare ;  and  how 
often  it  may  happen  that  even  the  pride  of 
hitting  his  mark  outlives  but  a  short  time  the 
flight  of  the  shaft. 

I  cannot  dismiss  from  my  hands  these  politi- 
cal trifles, — 

••  Thii  swarm  of  themes  that  settled  on  my  pen. 
Which  I,  like  summer-flics,  shake  ofl*  again,"  — 

without  venturing  to  add  that  I  have  now  to 
connect  with  them  one  mournful  recollection — 
one  loss  from  among  the  circle  of  those  I  have 
longest  lo(»ked  up  to  with  affuction  and  admi- 
ration— which  I  little  thought,  when  I  began 
this  series  of  prefatory  sketches,  I  should  have 
to  mourn  before  their  close.  I  need  hardiv  add, 
that,  in  thus  alluding  to  a  great  light  of  the  so- 
cial and  political  world  recently  gone  out,  I 
mean  the  late  Lord  Holland. 
It  may  be  recollected,  perhaps,  that,  in  men- 


tioning some  particulars  respecting  an  early 
squib  of  mine, — the  Parody  on  the  Prince 
Regent*s  Letter, — I  spoke  of  a  dinner  at  which 
I  was  present  on  the  very  day  of  the  first  pub- 
lication of  that  Parody,  when  it  was  the  subject 
of  much  conversation  at  table,  and  none  of  the 
party,  except  our  host,  had  any  suspicion  that 
I  was  the  author  of  it.  This  host  was  Lord 
Holland;  and  as  such  a  name  could  not  but 
lend  value  to  any  anecdote  connected  with  lite- 
rature, I  only  forbore  the  pleasure  of  adding 
such  an  ornament  to  my  page,  from  knowing 
that  Lord  Holland  had  long  viewed  with  dis- 
approbation and  regret  much  of  that  conduct 
of  the  Whig  party  towards  the  Regent  in 
1812-13t,  of  the  history  of  which  this  squib, 
and  the  welcome  reception  it  met  with,  forms 
an  humble  episode. 

Lord  Holland  himself,  in  addition  to  his 
higher  intellectual  accomplishments,  possessed 
in  no  ordinary  degree  the  talent  of  writing 
easy  and  playful  rer*  de  societS ;  and,  among 
the  instances  I  could  give  of  the  lightness  of 
his  hand  at  such  trifles,  there  is  one  no  less 
characteristic  of  his  good-nature  than  his  wit, 
as  it  accompanied  a  copy  of  the  octavo  edition 
of  BayleJ,  which,  on  hearing  me  rejoice  one 
day  that  so  agreeable  an  author  had  been  at  last 
made  portable,  he  kindly  ordered  for  me  from 
Paris. 

So  late,  indeed,  as  only  a  month  or  two 
before  his  lordship's  death,  he  was  employing 
himself,  with  all  his  usual  cheerful  eagerness, 
in  translating  some  verses  of  Metastasio ;  and 
occasionally  consulted  both  Mr.  Rogers  and 
myself  as  to  diflerent  readings  of  some  of  the 
lines.  In  one  of  the  letters  which  I  received 
from  him  while  thus  occupied,  I  find  the  follow- 
ing postscript :  — 

"  'Tis  thus  I  turn  th*  Italian's  song, 
Nor  deem  I  read  his  meaning  wrong. 
But  with  rough  English  to  combine 
The  sweetness  that's  in  every  line, 
Asks  for  your  Muse,  and  not  for  mine. 
Sense  only  will  not  quit  the  score  ; 
We  must  have  that,  and  —  little  More. 

He  then  adds,  "  I  send  you,  too,  a  melancholy 
Epigram  of  mine,  of  which  I  have  seen  many, 
alas,  witness  the  truth : — 


•  In  his  CofiWto  he  praises  very  warmly  some  persons  whom     to  be  publishe*!,  which  Lord  Holland  left  behind  him,  con- 


he  had  before  abused —  See  Foscolo,  Ditcorso  stU  Teslu  di 
Dante. 
t  This  will  be  seen  whenever  thoic  valuable  papers  come 


t<iining  Memoirs  of  his  own  times  and  of  tli(»si;  immtxliafcly 
precedinj:  them. 
t  In  sixteen  volumes,  published  at  Vaih,  by  Desocr. 


K  portion  of  the  moss  of  trifles  con' 

is  volume,  that  first  found  ils  vraj 

■lie  oye  tlirough  uny  more  responeibli 

1  newspaper,  was  the  Letters  of 

J  Family  in  England, — a  work  which 

I  from  its  very  nature,  to  encounter 

B  risk  of  being  thought  dull  a<i  d  mere 

Id  light  and  uus«fu  la  touching  on 

|nected  with  the  name  of  Religion. 

a  of  the  comparative  dulness 

Bmy  prodi 

o  the  chitrge  of  treatbg 
Bubjecla  irreverently,  1  shall  content 
■b  rc|)!ying  in  the  words  of  PascJil, 
^en  dc  b  diffi^i 

qui  la  profanent  par 
IS  exlravagant< 


'  which   occupies   this  volume  wn 

Iriginallj  to  be  told  in  verse ;  and 

"   t  was  at  first 

la  well  aa  the  character,  jier- 

le  work,  which  a  good  deal 

f  the  cast  and  colouring  of  poetry, 

I  thought  suflicient  to  entitle  it  to  a 

my  poetical 

I  under  which  this 

■Ht  projected  by  me,  the  reader  mny 

■om  a  preceding  preface* ;  and  the 

Qugh  outline,  which  I  have  found 

I  papers,  dated  Paris,  July  2S.  18*20, 

l)oth  my  first  general  conception,  or 

king  of  the  st»ry,  and  likewise  the 

h  I  thought  right,  in  aderwords 

t  this  design,  to  reject  or  modify 

1  my   EgyptJnn    Poem,   and    wrote 


about  thirteen  or  fourteen  linea  of  it.  The 
story  (o  be  told  in  letters  from  a  joung  Epicu- 
rean philosopher,  who,  in  the  second  century 
of  the  Christian  era,  goes  to  Egypt  for  the 
purpose  of  discovering  the  elixir  of  immortalilj, 
which  b  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  secrets  of 
the  Egyptian  priests.  During  a  Festival  on 
the  Nile,  he  meets  with  a  beautiful  maideo, 
the  daughter  of  one  of  the  priests  lately  dead. 
She  enters  the  catacombs,  and  disappears.  He 
hovers  around  ibc  spot,  and  at  last  finds  the 
well  and  secret  passages,  &c.  by  whicJi  those 
who  are  initiated  enter.  He  sees  this  maiden 
one  of  those  theatrical  spectacles  which 
formed  a  port  of  the  subterranean  Elysiom  of 
the  Pyramids — finds  opportunities  of  conven- 
ing with  her — their  intercourse  in  this  myste- 
rious region  described.  They  ore  discovered; 
and  be  is  thrown  into  those  subterranean  pri- 
sons, where  they  who  violate  the  rules  of  Initi- 
ation are  confined.  He  is  liberated  from 
thence  by  the  young  maiden,  and  talcing  flight 
together,  they  reach  some  beautiful  r^ion, 
where  they  linger,  for  a  time,  delighted,  and 
she  is  near  becoming  a  victim  to  his  arts.  But 
taking  alarm,  ahe  flies ;  and  seeks  refuge  with 
Christian  monk,  in  the  Thebaid,  to  whom  her 
mother,  who  was  secretly  a  Chriatian,  had  con- 
signed her  in  dying.  The  struggles  of  her 
with  her  religion.  A  persecution  of  the 
Christians  takes  place,  and  she  is  seized  (chiefly 
through  the  unintentional  means  of  her  lover), 
and  suffers  martyrdom.  The  scene  of  her  mar- 
tyrdom described,  in  a  letter  from  the  Solitaij 
of  the  Thebaid,  and  the  attempt  made  by  the 
young  philosopher  to  rescue  her.  He  is  carried 
from  thence  to  the  cell  of  the  Solitary. 
His  letters  from  that  retreat,  ofler  he  has  be- 
ne a  Christian,  devoting  his  thoughts 
^iroly  to  repentance  and  the  reeoUection  of 
the  beloved  saint  who  had  gone  before  him. — 
If  I  don't  make  something  out  of  all  this,  die 

According  to  this  plan,  the  events  of  the 
story  were  to  be  told  in  Letters,  or  Epistolary 
Poems,  addressed  by  the  philosopher  to  i 
young  Athenian  friend;  but,  for  greater  vari- 
ety, as  well  as  convenience,  I  ancrwards  dU- 

ibuted  the  task  of  narmtion  among  the  chief 
personages  of  the  Tale.  Tlie  great  difficulty, 
however,  of  managing,  in  rhyme,  the  rainoc 
details  of  a  story,  so  as  to  be  clear  without 


.rx 
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Rowing  proMtCi  sad  still  more,  the  diffuse 
ei^th  to  wbich  I  saw  nanration  in  verae  would 
lactendt  detened  me  from  following  this  plan 
kn J  fortber ;  and  I  then  commenced  the  tale 
knew  in  its  present  shape. 

Of  the  Poems  written  fbr  my  first  experi- 
nent,  a  few  specimens,  the  best  I  could  select, 
fere  mtrodnced  into  the  prose  storj ;  but  the 
vmunder  I  had  thrown  aside,  and  nearly  for- 
pAten  even  their  existence,  when  a  circum- 
itaaoe  somewhat  characteristic,  perhaps,  of 
hat  trading  spirit,  which  has  now  converted 
Parnassus  itself  into  a  market,  agun  called  my 
tftwitiftn  to  them.  The  late  Mr.  Macrone,  to 
rhoae  general  talents  and  enterprise  in  business 
ill  who  knew  him  will  bear  ready  testimony, 
lad  long  been  anxious  that  I  should  undertake 
or  him  some  new  Poem  or  Story,  affording 
nch  subjects  fur  illustration  as  might  call  into 
day  the  fanciful  pendl  of  Mr.  Turner.  Other 
msia  and  ties,  however,  had  rendered  my  com- 
ilianoe  with  this  wish  impracticable;  and  he 
iras  about  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  attaining 
&  oljeet,  when  on  learning  from  me  acciden- 
ially  that  the  Epicurean  was  still  my  own  pro- 
perty, he  proposed  to  purchase  of  me  the  use 
f  the  oopyri^t  fbr  a  single  illustrated  edi- 

on. 

Hk*  terms  proffered  by  him  being   most 

eral,  I  readily  acceded  to  the  proposed  ar- 


rangement;  but,    on    furUier   consideratio 
there  arose  some  difficult  in  the  way  of  oi 
treaty — the  work  itself  being  found  insufficicc 
to  form  a  volume  of  such  dimensions  as  woul< 
yield  any  hope  of  defraying  the  cost  of  thi 
numerous  illustrations  then  intended  for  it 
Some  modification,  therefore,  of  our  terms  was 
thought  necessary;   and  then  first  was   the 
notion  suggested  to  me  of  bringing  forth  fh>m 
among  my  papers  the  original  sketch,  or  open- 
ing of  the  story,  and  adding  these  firagments, 
as  8  sort  of  make-weight,  in  the  mutual  adjust- 
ment of  our  terms. 

That  I  had  myself  regarded  the  first  experi- 
ment as  a  failure,  was  snfficientiy  shown  by 
my  relinquishment  of  it  But,  as  the  published 
work  had  then  passed  through  several  editions, 
and  had  been  translated  into  most  of  the  lan- 
guages of  Europe,  it  was  thought  that  an  in- 
sight into  the  anxious  process  by  which  such 
success  had  been  attained,  nught,  as  an  encou- 
ragement, at  least,  to  the  humble  merit  of 
painstaking,  be  deemed  of  some  littie  use. 

The  following  are  the  translations  of  this 
Tale  which  have  reached  me :  viz.  two  in 
French,  two  in  Italian  (Milan,  1836 — Venice, 
1835),  one  in  German  (Inspruc,  1828),  and  one 
in  Dutch,  by  M.  Herman  van  Loghcm  (De- 
venter,  1829). 
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WITH  NOTES. 


TO 
HIS   ROTAL  HIGHNESS 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

Sib, 

Ik  allowing  me  to  dedicate  this  Work 
oar  Rojal  Highness,  yon  have  conferred  upon 
an  honour  which  I  feel  very  sensibly :  and  I 
!  only  to  regret,  that  the  pages  which  you  have 

distinguished  are  not  more  deserving  of  such 
trious  patronage. 

Believe  me.  Sib, 
With  every  sentiment  of  respect. 

Your  Royal  Highnesses 
Very  gratefid  and  devoted  Servant, 

Thomas  Moobe. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Bay  be  necessary  to  mention,  that,  in  arranging 
'  Odes,  the  Translator  has  adopted  the  order  of 
!  Vatican  MS.  For  those  who  wish  to  refer  to 
t  origmal,  he  has  prefixed  an  Index,  which 
vb  the  number  of  each  Ode  in  Barnes  and  the 
'^editioDS. 
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REMARKS  ON  ANACREON. 

Thbrb  is  bat  little  known  with  certainty  of  the 
life  of  Anacreon.  Chamaleon  Heracleotes  \  who 
wrote  npon  the  sntjeet,  has  been  lost  in  the 
general  wreck  of  ancient  literature.  The  editors 
of  the  poet  have  collected  the  few  trifling  anecdotes 
which  are  scattered  throogh  the  extant  authon  of 
antiquitj,  and,  supplying  the  deficiency  of  mate- 
rials by  fictions  of  their  own  imagination,  have 
arranged,  what  they  call,  a  life  of  Anacreon. 
These  specioos  ikbricatxms  are  intended  to  indulge 
that  interest  which  we  naturally  feel  in  the  bio- 
graphy of  illustrioas  men;  but  it  is  rather  a  dan- 
gerous kind  of  illusion,  as  it  confimnds  the  limits 
of  history  and  romance*,  and  is  too  often  sup- 
ported by  unfiuthftd  citation.^ 

Our  poet  was  bom  in  the  city  of  Teos^  in  the 
delicious  region  of  Ionia,  and  the  time  of  his  birth 
appears  to  have  been  in  the  sixth  century  before 
Christ^  He  flourished  at  that  remarkable  period, 
when,  under  the  polished  tyrants  Hipparchos  and 
Polycrates,  Athens  and  Samos  were  become  the 
rival  asylums  of  genius.  There  is  nothing  certain 
known  about  his  family,  and  those  who  pretend  to 
discover  in  Plato  that  he  was  a  descendant  of  the 
monarch  Codms,  show  much  more  of  zeal  than 
of  either  accuracy  or  judgment.* 

Mademoiselle  Scuderi,  rrom  whom  he  borrowed  the  idea, 
pretend  to  historical  Teracity  in  her  account  of  Anacreon  and 
Sappho.  These,  then,  are  allowable.  But  how  can  Barnes 
be  forglTen,  who,  with  all  the  con6dence  of  a  biographer, 
traces  erery  wandering  of  the  poet,  and  settles  him  at  last,  in 
his  old  age,  at  a  country  villa  near  T^s  ? 

3  The  learned  Bayle  has  detected  some  infidelities  of  quo- 
tation in  Le  Fcrre.  {Dictiownaire  Hfstortqur,  Sfe.)  Madame 
Dacier  is  not  more  accurate  than  her  father:  they  have 
almost  made  Anacreon  prime  minister  to  the  monarch  of 
Samos. 

*  The  Asiatics  were  as  remarkable  for  genius  as  for  luxury. 
*'  Ingenia  Asiatica  indyta  per  gentes  frcfcre  Poet».  Anacreon, 
inde  Mimnermus  et  Antimachus,"  Ac.  —  SoiimuM. 

*  I  have  not  attempted  to  define  the  particular  Olympiad, 
bat  have  adopted  the  idea  of  Bayle.  who  says,  "  Je  n'Hi  point 
marque  d'Olympiade ;  car  pour  un  homme  qui  a  v^cu  SA  ans, 
il  me  semble  que  Ton  ne  doit  point  s'enfermer  dans  des 
homes  si  6troites." 

*  This  mistake  is  founded  on  a  false  interpretation  of  a 
very  obvious  passage  in  Plato's  Dialogue  on  Temperance ;  it 
originated  with  Madame  Dacier,  and  has  been  received  im- 
plicitly by  many.  Gail,  a  late  editor  of  Anacreon,  seems  to 
chUm  to  himself  the  merit  of  detecting  this  error  ;  but  Baylo 
had  observed  it  before  him. 
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ttof  Ai 

a  tb«  monarch  of  Samoa,  and  he  wu 

|e  the  frinid  of  inch  »  prince  u  Poly- 

ptible  oalj  l«  the  pleaiurea.  he  telt 

lupcioni  of  ihe  court  ■,  u>d.  while  Pylha- 

0  the  tyrwit,  Anaercon  was  cele- 

■  oo  tbt  lyre.    We  are  told  too 

la  Tyrill^  that,  by  the  iaflueoee  of  his 

Igi.  he  aoflencd  the  mind  oF  Poljentei 

~  of  beoeTOlence  towarda  his  mbjecta-i 

■B  of  the  poet,  and  the  rivalihip  of 
I  I  tholl  . 

regT#(  the  oininion 

khoK  anecdotes,  which  the  industry  of 

il   only  promulged,   bol  dla- 

s  repugnant  to  modeily  and 

Lsidered  in  ethical  science,  by  a  suppo- 

iTaTOonble  to  bumanilr.  at  impoaiiblc] 

lE  persnuinn  should  be 

lertaincd,  where  the  transgression  ware 

I  as  veil  as  Tirtue.     Bui  why  are  we 

>  iodulge  in  the  preramption  7    Why 

toualy  reminded  that  there  have  been 

■s  of  depraTit  J  ? 

u,  who  now  mninlained  at  Athens  the 

h  his  father  Pisisimlua  had  ugnrped, 

hnfe  princes  who  may  be  said  (o  haTt 

fetters  of  their  tutijeets.     He  was  the 

Dg  to  Plato,  who  edited  the  poems  of 

commanded  them  to  be  lung  bj  the 

It  the  celchratioa  of  the  Panaihenaia. 

irt.  which   was  a  sort  of  galaxy  of 

eon  could  not  long  be  absent     Hip- 

a  barge  for  him  ;  the  poet  readily 

i  the  Moses  and  the 

waflcd  with  him  to  Athena.' 

f  Anacrcon'fl  death  was  aingular. 


We  are  told  that  in  the  eighty-fifth  year  of  hkagv 
he  was  choked  by  a  gispe-<toDe  * ;  and,  hoveier 
we  may  nnile  at  theii  enthnaiaatic  partiality,  «bo 
see  in  this  easy  and  characteristic  death  a  pecaliar 
indulgence  of  Heaven,  we  cannot  help  admiring 
that  his  fbe  ihould  have  been  so  emblematic  of 
his  diipositioo.  C»lina  Catcagninus  aliudea  to 
thia  catastrophe  in  the  following  epitaph  on  oar 
poet*.— 


which  pour*d  kI 


It  baa  been  anppoaed  by  some  writers  that  Ana- 
creon  and  Sappho  were  contemporaries  i  and  the 
Tery  thought  of  an  intcrcoune  between  persons  (•> 
congeni.ll,  hoth  in  warmth  of  passion  and  delicacy 
of  genius,  gives  such  play  to  the  imagination,  thai 
the  mind  loves  Ui  iodnlge  in  it.  But  the  visioa 
disBolvea  before  historical  truth  ;  and  Chameleon 
and  Hermewaoai,  who  are  the  sonrce  of  the  sup- 
position, are  considered  as  having  merely  indulged 
in  a  poetical  anachronism.' 

To  infer  the  moral  dispositions  of  a  poet  from 
(he  tone  of  sentiment  which  per*ade«  his  «ork^ 
is  Bomelimes  a  very  fallaciong  analogy ;  but  the 
Eoni  of  Anacreon  speaks  »0  nneqnivocally  through 
his  odes,  that  we  may  safely  consult  them  as  the 
faithful  mirrors  of  his  heart'  We  find  him  there 
the  elegant  voluptuary,  diffusing  the  seductive 
charm  of  bentiment  over  passions  and  propensities 
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tfwUdi  ripd  nonlity  nait  frown.  ESfliesrt, 
dvmtod  to  mdeknot,  teoiM  to  basre  though  that 
tiMve  if  maul  floo«([^  in  li^^ai«ii»  baft  Mldoai 
'ktppmtm  Ib  men  vwltli.  The  eheerfhlnfiWi 
jadagd,  widi  wUoh  he  hrifl^htanf  hk  old  ige  ia 
iuteieitii^g  and  cndaaring:  Uka  hia  own  rote,  he 
m  flafiaai  evtB  in  deei^.  Baft  the  moat  peeoliar 
ftaftam  of  hia  mind  ia  thaft  lore  of  annplioiftj,  whieh 
he  attribaftea  to  himadf  ao  ftelingl j,  and  which 
Iwaafhai  chaiaeftgiatolly  throag^ioaft  all  that  he 
Ima  aoo^  In  tnitli»  if  we  ooait  thoae  few  yices  in 
oar  ealiaMto  whieh  Tdigion,  aft  thaft  time,  not  only 
cuniilfed  aft,  baft  eooaecrated,  we  ahaU  be  inclined 
to  wKf  thaft  the  diapoaition  of  oar  poet  was  ami- 
able {  thaft  hia  morali^  waa  nbauA,  baft  not  a^- 
doned;  and  diat  l^rtae,  with  her  aooe  loosened, 
majbe  an  mi  emblem  of  the  character  of  Ana- 


Of  hk  petaon  and  pfayawgnomj  time  has  pre- 
asrved  aodi  oneertain  memoriak,  that  it  were 
better,  periiapa,  to  leare  the  pencil  to  feney ;  and 
ean  read  the  Odea  of  Anaereon  without 


pMlHidf  to  fantftaM  tkat  our  taid  dia  not  fed 


MD^BH  cfwanm  HOC  Inqiiledt 
Uratator  amoriboi,  led  ipds 
Taotam  venlbui  eC  jocf  f  amabat, 
NonoB  pm  le  haMtuin  gn«iii  aniantU. 

To  Lovo  and  Baedias  ever  young 

WkUo  iaa«  Anaereon  toach'd  the  lyre. 
He  neither  felt  the  loves  be  sung. 

Nor  au*d  bte  bowl  to  Baccbtu  higher. 
TMee  iowery  daya  had  feded  long. 

When  yonth  could  act  the  loTcr't  part ; 
And  paation  trembled  In  his  song. 

But  nerer,  never,  reedi'd  hit  heart. 


*•  character  has  been  varlooaly  coloured.  Barnes 

on  It  with  enthusiastic  admiration ;  but  be  is  always 

if  not  sometimes  also  a  little  profene.    BaiUet 

loo  madi  into  the  opposite  extreme,  exaggerating  also 

erttmonife  which  he  has  consulted;  and  we  cannot 

agrco  wkh  him  when  he  dtes  snch  a  compiler  as 

ns  **  on  des  plus  savans  critiques  de  Tantiqutti.** 

4a8gamm$,U.CV. 

could  hardly  hare  read  the  passage  to  which  he  re* 

hen  he  accuses  Le  Fevre  <rf  boTlng  censured  our  poet's 

a  noto  on  Longlnns ;  the  note  in  question  bdng 

ironyt  In  aUnskm  to  some  censure  passed  upon  Le 

Ma  Anaereon.  It  is  dear,  indeed,  that  praise  rather 

te  Intimated    8ee  Johannes  Vulpius  (de  Utili- 

Feitfcea),  who  vindicates  our  poet's  r^mtittion. 

It  la  taken  frosn  the  BihUotheca  of  Fulvius  Urstons. 

has  copied  the  same  bead  Into  his  Imagines.  Johannes 

in  his  dwulptluu  <rf  the  eofai  of  Ursinus,  mentions 

sad  on  a  very  beantlftil  eomeHan,  whidi  he  sup> 

worn  In  a  rtaf  by  some  admtamr  of  the  poet.    In 

leaaoaraphta  of  Ganinl  then  Is  a  jonthftd  bead  of  Ana. 

tnm  a  Oredan  medal,  with  the  letters  TEI02  around 

Is  a  KentnML  hoUiaa  a  spear  in  his 


imagining  to  themseWea  the  ibnn  of  the  animatH 
dd  bard,  crowned  with  roses,  and  singing  oheer- 
fbllj  to  hk  lyre.  Bnt  the  head  of  Anaereon, 
prefixed  to  thk  work<,  haa  been  considered  sc 
anthentic,  that  we  scarcdj  coold  be  jostified  is 
the  omission  of  it  $  and  aome  haye  eten  thonghl 
that  it  k  bj  no  meana  deficient  in  that  benerolenl 
snaTitj  of  expression  which  shoold  charaoteriai 
the  ooantenanoe  of  each  a  poet 

After  the  rerj  enthosiastio  ealoginma  bestowed 
both  bf  ancients  and  modems  npon  the  poems  d 
Anaereon^  we  need  not  be  diffident  in  expressing 
oar  raptarea  at  their  beanty,  nor  hesitate  to  pro- 
noonoe  them  the  moat  polished  remains  of  anti- 
qoity.4  They  are,  indeed,  all  beanty,  all  enchant 
ment*  He  steak  ns  so  insensibly  along  with  him, 
that  we  sympathise  eren  in  hk  excesses.  In  hii 
amatory  odes  there  k  a  delicacy  of  complimeni 
not  to  be  fonnd  in  any  other  ancient  poet  Lore 
at  that  period  was  rather  an  unrefined  emotion ; 
and  the  intercoarse  of  the  sexes  was  animated 
more  by  passion  than  by  aentiment    They  knew 


right  hand,  and  a  ddpUn,  with  the  word  TIANQNinseribrd 
hi  the  left  t  **  volendod  deootare  (says  Canhil)  cbe  quelle  dt 
tadfad  la  rontassero  tn  honon  dd  soo  compatrlota  poeta.* 
There  to  also  among  the  coins  <rf  De  Wilde  one,  iddcl 
thoc^  It  bean  no  eOgy,  was  probaUy  stm^  to  the  memorj 
<rf  Anaereon.  It  has  the  word  THIQN,  endrded  wHh  an  iv] 
crown.  **  At  quidni  respidt  hac  corona  Anacreontem,  nobi< 
lem  lyricom  ?"^De  Wiide, 

>  Besides  those  which  are  extant,  he  wrote  h]rmns,  elegies 
ei^grams,  ftc.  Some  of  the  epigrami  still  exist.  Horace,  Ir 
addition  to  the  mention  of  htm  (lib.  It.  od.  9.).  alludes  als< 
to  a  poem  of  his  upon  the  rivdry  of  Circe  and  Penelope  Ir 
the  affections  of  Ulysses,  lib.  i.  od.  17. ;  and  the  scholiasi 
upon  Nicander  cites  a  fragment  flrom  a  poem  upon  Sleep  b] 
Anaereon,  and  attributes  to  him  likewise  a  mediciiud  trea 
tise.  Fulgentius  mentions  a  work  of  his  upon  the  war  be 
tween  Jupiter  and  the  Titans,  and  the  origin  of  the  consecra< 
tion  of  the  eagle. 

*  See  Horace,  Maximus  Tyrius,  &c.  '*  His  style  (sayi 
Scaliger)  is  sweeter  than  the  Juice  of  the  Indian  reed.".— Port 
lib.  i.  cap.  44.  *'  From  the  softness  of  his  verses  (says  Olaui 
Borricbius)  the  ancients  bestowed  on  him  the  epithets  sweet 
delicate, graceftil,  kc."—Dis*ertatUme$  Aeadtmiae,de  Poetis 
diss.  2.  Scdiger  again  prdses  him  thus  in  a  pun ;  speakini 
of  the  ^mJUt,  or  ode,  "  Anaereon  autem  non  solum  dedft  hKt 
fukn  sed  etiam  in  ipsis  mella.*'  See  the  passage  of  Rapin 
quoted  by  dl  the  edftors.  I  cannot  omit  dting  also  the  fol< 
lowing  very  spirited  apostrophe  of  the  author  of  the  Com^ 
mentary  preHxed  to  the  Parma  edition :  **  O  vos  sublimei 
animse,  vos  ApoUinis  alumni,  qui  post  unum  Alcmanem  ii 
toti  Hellade  lyricam  poesim  ezsusdtastis,  coluistls,  aropliU' 
castis,  qusMO  vos  an  ullus  unquam  fuerit  vales  qui  Teii 
cantori  vel  naturw  candore  vel  metri  suavitate  pdmam  prm 
ripuerlL"  See  Ukewise  Vincenso  Gravini  delU  Keg.  Poetic 
libro  prime,  p.  97.  Among  the  Ritratti  of  Marino,  there  i^ 
one  of  Anaereon  beginning  '*  Cingetemi  la  fronte,**  Ac.  Ac. 

»  **  We  may  percdve."  says  VomIus,  "  that  the  Iteration  o 
his  words  conduces  very  much  to  tlie  sweetness  of  bis  style.' 
Henry  Stephen  remarks  the  same  beauty  in  a  note  on  th( 
forty-fourth  ode.  This  Hgure  of  iteration  is  bis  most  appro 
priate  grace :  —  iNit  the  modem  writers  of  Juvenilia  and  Basii 
have  adopted  it  to  an  excess  which  destroys  the  effect. 


0  tendenieuei  vhich  form  the  ipiri- 
ExpresiioD  of  feeling 
id  (he  poelrjr 
it  of  its  most  captivBling  grace*, 
ver,  aitnined  some  idetu  of  this 
and  ihe  hudv  delicacy  of  mind 
>  this  n-flntmi-nt,  prevented  bim 
ieldiitg  to  the  iVeedoia  of  Uofpiage, 
liilJiird  the  pagifd  of  all  the  other  poets. 
ions  are  wann  :  bul  the  warmth  i»  in 
)l  llic  words.  He  a  iportive  without 
<n.  and  ardent  wilhoat  being  licentious. 
1  ia  always  most  brilliotitly 
ri  ihose  allegoricitl  ficlions  which  bo 
endearoured  to  imitate,  though  all 
hem  (0  be  inimitable.  Simplicity 
bing  feature  of  these  odea,  and 
|<  by  their  innocence,  as  much  as  they 
r  beauty.  They  may  be  said, 
rery  infanta  of  the  Muses,  and  (o 

It  be  accused  of  enthusiastic  partiidily 
nd  felt  the  original  ; 
IS,  this  HhouEd  not  be 
a  tranBlalor,  whose  faint  reflection 
can  but  ill  justify  his  admiration 
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nacrcon  music  and  poetry  were 
le  kindred  taleola  were  for  a 
socioted,  and  the  poet  always  sung  his 
o  Ihe  lyre.  It  is  probable  that 
o  any  regular  air,  but  rather  a 
cal  recitation,  which  was  varied  ac- 
le  fancy  and  feelings  of  the  monieat.i 
|of  \naereaa  were  sang  at  banquets  as 
le  of  Aulus  Gellius,  who  tells  us  that 
e  of  the  odes  performed  at  a  birth-day 

ir  beauty  of  our  poet's  style,  and  the 
;ilily.  perhaps,  of  his  metre  have  at- 
I  have  already  remarked,  a  crowd  of 


Soiae  of  thaae  have  Baee««ded  vitli 

woaderfiil  felicity,  as  may  be  discerned  in  the  few 
odes  which  are  attributed  to  writers  of  a  later 
period.  Bot  none  of  his  emulators  have  been  half 
SO  dangerous  lo  his  bme  as  Ihoae  Greek  eccle- 
liasticG  of  the  early  ages,  who,  being  coDscious  of 
their  own  inferiority  lo  their  great  prototypes, 
determined  on  removing  all  pocMbility  of  com- 
parison, and,  under  a  semblance  of  moral  leal, 
deprived  the  world  of  some  of  the  most  exquisite 
treasures  of  ancient  timcs.^  The  works  of  ^ppbo 
and  Alcaiua  were  among  those  flowers  of  Grecian 
literature  which  thus  fell  beueatb  the  rude  hand  of 
ecclesiastical  presumption.  It  is  true  they  pre- 
tended that  this  sacrifice  of  genius  wss  hallowed 
by  Ihe  inlcre«ts  of  religion ;  bul  I  have  already 
assigned  the  most  probable  motive*;  and  if  Gre- 
gonos  Naiiaazenus  had  not  written  Anacreontics. 
we  might  now  perhaps  have  the  works  of  the 
Teian  nnmatiiated,  and  be  empowered  lo  say 
exnltingly  with  Horace, 


The  zeal  by  which  these  bishops  professed  to  be 
aclnaled,  gave  birth  more  innocently,  indeed,  lo 
an  absurd  species  of  parody,  as  repngnant  to  piety 
as  it  is  lo  lasle,  where  the  poet  of  voluptaousncis 
was  made  a  preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  his  muse, 
like  Ihe  Venus  iu  armour  at  l.acedipmon,  was 
arrayed  in  all  the  severities  of  priestly  instruction. 
Such  was  the  "  Anacreon  Recanlatus,"  by  Carolus 
de  Aquino,  a  Jesuit,  published  1701,  which  con- 
sulted of  a  series  of  palinodes  lo  the  several  songi 
of  our  poet.  Such,  too,  was  the  Christian  Ana- 
ereon  of  Patriganus,  another  Jesuit',  who  prepos- 
terously transferred  to  a  most  sacred  subject  all 
that  Ihe  Grecian  pott  had  dedicated  to  festirily 

His  metre  has  frequently  been  adopted  by  the 
modem  Latin  poels  ;  and  Scaliger,  Taubnua, 
Basins',  and  otliers,  have  ihowu  that  it  is  by  na 
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DS  unoongenud  with  that  language.^  The 
creontics  of  Scaliger,  howeyer,  scarcely  de- 
e  the  name  ;  as  they  glitter  all  OTer  with 
^ts,  and,  though  often  elegant,  are  always 
ured.  The  beauti^  fictions  of  Angerianus^ 
enre  more  happily  than  any  others  the  delicate 

of  those  allegorical  fiibles,  which,  passing  so 
oently  through  the  mediums  of  version  and 
ation,  have  generally  lost  their  finest  rays  in 
transmission.  Many  of  the  Italian  poets  have 
dged  their  £uicies  upon  the  subjects,  and  in 
manner  of  Anacreon.  Bernardo  Tasso  first  in- 
uced  the  metre,  which  was  afterwards  polished 
enriched  by  Chabriera  and  others.^ 
b  judge  by  the  references  of  Degen,  the  Ger- 

language  abounds  in  Anacreontic  imitations ; 
Hagedom  ^  is  one  among  many  who  have  as- 
ed  him  as  a  modeL  La  Farre,  Chaulieu,  and 
>ther  light  poets  of  France,  have  also  professed 
iltivate  the  muse  of  Teos ;  but  they  have  at- 
id  all  her  negligence  with  little  of  the  simple 
e  that  embellishes  it  In  the  delicate  bard  of 
raa  ^  we  find  the  kindred  spirit  of  Anacreon : 
e  of  his  gazelles,  or  songs,  possess  all  the  cha- 
er  of  our  poet 

Te  come  now  to  a  retrospect  of  the  editions  of 
creon.  To  Henry  Stephen  we  are  indebted 
having  first  recovered  his  remains  from  the 
urity  in  which,  so  singularly,  they  had  for 
y  ages  reposed.  He  found  the  seventh  ode, 
e  are  told,  on  the  cover  of  an  old  book,  and 
municated  it  to  Victorius,  who  mentions  the 
imstance  in  his  "  Various  Readings."   Stephen 

then  vi'vy  young  ;  and  this  discovery  was 
idered  by  some  critics  of  that  day  as  a  literary 
asition.®   In  1554,  however,  he  gave  Anacreon 

Pbiu  too  Albertiu,  a  Danish  poet :  — 

Fidii  tui  minister 
Gaudebo  Minpcr  esse, 
Gaudebo  semper  illi 
LItare  thiire  mulso ; 
Gaudebo  semper  ilium 
Laudare  pumilillis 
Anacreonticiltis. 
See  the  Danish  Poets  collected  by  Rostgaard. 

lete  pretty  littlenesses  defy  translation.    A  beautiful  Ana- 

3tir  by  Hugo  Grotius.  may  he  found  Lib.  i.  Farraginis. 

To  Angerlanus  Prior  is  indebted  for  some  of  his  happiest 

tological  «ubj<*cts. 

iee  C'rescimbeni,  Historia  della  Volg.  Poes. 

'  L'aimablr  Hagedom  vaut  quolquefois  Anacrfon."  — 

tf,  Idee  de  la  Poenie  AUemande. 

»ee  Toderini  on  the  learning  of  the  Turks,  as  translated 

e  CoumarU.     Prince  Cantemir  has  made  the  Russians 

ainted  with  Anacreon.    See  his  Life,  prefixed  to  a  trans- 

0  of  his  Satires,  by  the  Abbe  de  Guasco. 

!{ol'orteUus,  in  his  work  "  De  Rations  corrigendl,"  pro- 

lees  tbes«  verses  to  be  the  triflings  of  some  insipid 

dtt. 


to  the  world  7,  accompanied  with  annotations  and 
a  Latin  version  of  the  greater  part  of  the  odea. 
The  learned  still  hesitated  to  receive  them  as  the 
relics  of  the  Teian  bard,  and  suspected  them  to  be 
the  fiibrication  of  some  monks  of  the  sixteenth 
century.  This  was  an  idea  from  which  the  classic 
muse  recoiled;  and  the  Vatican  manuscript,  con- 
sulted by  Scaliger  and  Salmasius,  confirmed  the 
antiquity  of  most  of  the  poems.  A  very  inaccu- 
rate copy  of  this  MS.  was  taken  by  Isaac  Vossius, 
and  this  is  the  authority  which  Barnes  has  fol- 
lowed in  his  collation.  Accordingly  he  misre- 
presents almost  as  often  as  he  quotes ;  and  the 
subsequent  editors,  relying  upon  his  authority, 
have  spoken  of  the  manuscript  with  not  less  con- 
fidence than  ignorance.  The  literary  world,  how- 
ever, has  at  length  been  gratified  with  this  curious 
memorial  of  the  poet,  by  the  industry  of  the  Abbe 
Spaletti,  who  published  at  Rome,  in  1781,  a  fac- 
simile of  those  pages  of  the  Vatican  manuscript 
which  contained  the  odes  of  Anacreon.8 

A  catalogue  has  been  given  by  Gail  of  all  the 
different  editions  and  translations  of  Anacreon. 
Finding  their  number  to  be  much  greater  than  I 
could  possibly  have  had  an  opportunity  of  consult- 
ing, I  shall  here  content  myself  with  enumerating 
only  those  editions  and  versions  which  it  has  been 
in  my  power  to  collect ;  and  which,  though  very 
few,  are,  I  believe,  the  most  important 

The  edition  by  Henry  Stephen,  1554,  at  Paris 
— the  Latin  version  is  attributed  by  Colomesius 
to  John  Dorat.9 

The  old  French  tranlations,  by  Ronsard  and 
Belleau — the  former  published  in  1555,  the  latter 
in  1556.  It  appears  from  a  note  of  Muretus  upon 
one  of  the  sonnets  of  Ronsard,  that  Henry  Stephen 

'  Ronuurd  commemorates  this  event :  — 


Je  ray  boire  h  Henrie  Etlenne 
Qui  des  enfers  nous  a  rendu, 
Du  vleil  Anacr6on  perdu. 
La  douce  lyre  Teienne. 


Ode  XV.  book  5. 


I  fill  the  bowl  to  Stephen's  name. 

Who  rescued  from  the  gloom  of  night 
The  Teian  bard  of  festive  fame. 

And  brought  his  living  lyre  to  light. 

^  This  manuscript,  which  Spaletti  thinks  as  old  as  the 
tenth  century,  was  brought  from  the  Palatine  into  the  Vati- 
can library  ;  it  is  a  kind  of  anthology  of  Greek  epigrams,  and 
in  the  676th  page  of  it  are  found  the  'WaLfjufiita,  luurtrtccxat 
of  Anacreon. 

9  "  Le  mfrme  (M.  Vossius)  m'a  dit  qu'il  avoit  possede  un 
Anacr^n,  oO  Scaliger  avoit  marque  de  sa  main,  qu' Henri 
Etienne  n'^oit  pas  I'auteur  de  la  version  Latine  des  odes  de 
ce  poijte,  mais  Jean  Dorat."  —  Paulus  Colomesius,  Particu- 
lar iUs. 

Colomesius,  however,  seems  to  have  relied  too  implicitly 
on  Vossius ;  — almost  all  these  Particularites  begin  with 
"  M.  Vossius  m'a  dit." 


■ 

MOORE'S  WOKKS. 

The  edition  by  Gail,  at  Paris.  1799,  with  a 

on  by  Lc  Fevre.  1660. 

^H 

OD  b;  Madame  DiLcier,   1681.  witli  > 
)□  by  LoDgepierre,  16B4,  with  n  tma*. 

^^1 

on  by  Bailpr  ;  London.  1695. 
iranslalion  by  la  Fotse.  1704. 

ODES  OF  ANACREON.' 

^^^H 

re  dug  Odei  d'Aoucrcon."  by  Ga^^n  ; 
1712. 
tiOB  m  English  yeTK,  by  several  bands. 

^^^^H 

ODBI. 

^^^^^^H 

cb  the  odes  by  Cowley  are  inaerted. 

I  uw  the  tmiling  bard  or  plcantre. 

on  by  Barnes;  London,  I'ai. 

The  minstrel  of  the  Teian  mnaare  i 

^^^^^H 

on  by  Dr.  Trapp.  1733.  nilh  a  Lado 

■TwaiioaTirionofthenight, 

egi«  metre. 

^^H 

ion  in  English  vene,  bj  John  AddiioD, 

1  heard  hia  voice,  and  warmly  pr«*t 
The  dear  enthuaiaat  to  my  bt^art. 

^^^^^^H 

on  of  Italian  translations  of  Asacreon, 

His  treaaea  wore  a  silvery  dye. 

^^^^^^H 

Venice.  1736,  consisting  of  thone  by 

Bnl  beamy  sparUed  in  hia  eye ; 

5nier  ',  aalvlni,  Slarchelli.  and  one  bj 

Sparkled  in  his  eyes  of  Gre, 

^^^^^^H 

ymouB  Butbora.* 

Through  the  mist  of  soft  desire. ' 

^^^^^^H 

ion  in  English  verse,  by  Fawke*  »nd 

His  lip  eihai'd,  whene'er  he  sigh'd. 

me,  1760.' 

The  fragrance  of  the  racy  tide; 

^^^^^^H 

And.  as  with  weak  and  reeling  tutt 

on  by  Spaietti,  >t  Rome.  1781 1  iritli 

He  came  my  cordial  kisi  lo  meet. 

^^^^^^H 

cortheVatieanMS. 

An  infant,  of  the  Cyprian  band. 

^^^^^^H 

on   by    Degen,    1786,  who  pnblithed 

Guided  him  on  with  lender  band. 

^^H 

an  Iranslalion  of  Aoacreon,  esteemed 

Qnick  from  hia  glowing  brows  he  drew 
His  braid,  of  many  a  wanton  hue; 

^H 

tion  in  English  rerae.  by  Orqnhart, 

I  took  the  wreath,  whoK  iDmosl  twine 
Breath'd  of  him  and  blush'd  with  wine.  • 

^^^H 

n  d.  « .o,.i«,  Brnm.  r.al«r  ntm.  »■.  ill. 

u  the  am  l<u)li(Hy>  B««et)tli.iihtpo««njL««f- 

ThwB  SIT  lutelr  mMf  Itll-ulM  of  thl.  propenill;  i  ud  tb> 

..s,«.^i,taj--" 

ul  N'Du.Elln  it  1.  Repuh.  ia  Lat.  twitowi 

^^^H 

i™  n,u.t>  mor«  pr;d,«  >h«i  tU  n,oriU  Mfp^ 

bI  Ri^fnlrr  are  dU  LiiKrtiul  In  Ihli  nUtlnD ; 

•  ■Rienilt;  oCdlipoilIlDn,  ud  ■  genlui  for  gnctrr." 

uhjKL    "C-alMunut  (M-BlgoDquli-Bil 

Bmptl.l.  Poiu  tElll  Ul  •oini-  nitntf  oplolnn.  of  Ui»  m- 

^^^^H 

«jm'.  Nollib.  it-  LLbri  nri.  VBDiaj.  ISJO,  in 

uQ  bj  Cupponn.  meolionwl. 

ia  urn  of  bii  Efmu.  whcTB  he  ItwtHi  of  Ifan  giiUuid  thUi 

tho  am  or  llic  Krla  Id  (h>  Vitirui  muiu- 

Urlbult.  11  to  no  Dll.tr  poM  Ibu  AnacTMH 

».    ■■  11  (hou  lit  i«lln«l  (o  gruilV  Ihj  loTsr,  HDd  Mm 

It  thil  thB  nuDiucHpI  InpatH  It  to  BuUliu. 

11  be  Ih.  prmluMlon  OC  Aamtnoa  or  nol,  It 

^^H 

o|«l'.l..pplt«nuuiB.r. 

■'  Bui  tlion  thrrcon  didll  onlj  bnulhe 

t.U>rt"'^f". 

1 

lumfai^MtKUiirr.]    "  How  coold  he  knov 

NatuflUeir.butthoel" 

■■^^^           iP\ 
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mg  it  o'er  mj  tiioiigiitleis  htow 
I  ah!  IfeelHsmagieiiow:! 
el  thai  eren  liii  garhmd's  toneh 
1  make  the  boaom  lore  too  nrach. 


ODB  IL 


me  the  harp  of  epic  ioiii^ 

I  Homer^B  finger  thrill'd  along ; 
ar  awaj  the  nngnine  string, 
ar  is  not  the  theme  I  dng. 

lim  the  laws  of  festal  rite,* 
onareh  of  the  hoard  to-night ; 

II  aronnd  shall  hrim  as  high, 
naif  the  tide  as  deep  as  L 

rhen  the  dnstei's  mdUowing  dews 
warm  enchanting  halm  inftise, 
let  shall  catch  th'  elastic  hoond, 
eel  OS  through  the  dance's  roond. 
Bacchns  I  we  shall  sing  to  thee, 
d  hot  sweet  ehriety; 
ng  aronnd  such  sparks  of  thon^t, 
ochns  could  akme  hare  tan^t 

n,  gire  the  harp  of  epic  song, 
1  Homer^s  finger  thrill'd  along ; 
ar  away  the  sanguine  string, 
ar  is  not  the  theme  I  sing. 


ODE  IIL> 

rEN  to  the  Muse's  lyre, 
ter  of  the  pencirs  fire ! 
£h'd  in  painting's  bold  display, 
ly  a  city  first  portray ; 


f/efl  its  magic  mov;]  This  Idea,  as  Loiigeplerre 
in  in  an  epigram  of  Uie  seventh  book  of  the 


f  Am*  immru  iu. 

ile  I  unooBscioos  qoalTd  mj  wine, 
Pwas  then  thy  lingers  slily  stole 
on  taj  brow  tliat  wreath  of  thine, 
flkich  since  lias  madden'd  all  my  sool. 

Utelttwiqffetialrite.']  The  ancients  prescribed 
»f  drinking  at  their  festivals,  for  an  accocmt  of 
commentators.  Anacreon  here  acts  the  sym- 
lastcr  of  the  fiBsdval.  I  have  translated  aocord- 
rho  consider  tnmikXm  ^wptm  as  an  inversion  of 


has  tbought  prapcir  to  lengthen  this  poem  by 


Many  a  city,  x«?elling  free, 
Fnll  of  loose  fistiTity. 
Picture  then  a  rosy  train, 
Bacchants  straying  o'er  isb» 
Piping,  as  they  roam  aloog^ 
Bonndday  or  shepherd-floni^ 
P^mt  me  next,  if  painting  mi^ 
Soch  a  theme  as  this  portray. 
All  tiie  earOly  hearen  of  love 
These  delis^ited  mortals  prove. 


ODB  IV.4 


VttzxunI  hear  your  glorioas  tatics 
I  do  not  from  yoor  laboors  ask 
In  gorgeous  panoply  to  shine. 
For  war  was  ne'er  a  sport  of  mine. 
No — let  me  hare  a  silTer  howl. 
Where  I  may  cradle  all  my  sool ; 
Bnt  mind  that,  o'er  its  nmple  fiwne 
No  mimic  constellatimis  flame ; 
Nor  grave  npon  the  swdling  nde, 
Orion,  scowling  o'er  the  tide. 
I  care  not  fivr  the  g^ittVing  wain, 
Nor  yet  the  weeping  sister  train. 
But  let  the  vine  Inxoriant  roll 
Its  blushing  tendrils  round  the  bowl. 
While  many  a  rose-lipp'd  bacchant  maid* 
Is  culling  clusters  in  their  shade. 
Let  sylvan  gods,  in  antic  shapes. 
Wildly  press  the  gushing  grapes. 
And  flights  of  Loves,  in  wanton  play. 
Wing  through  the  air  their  winding  way; 
While  Venus  from  her  harbour  green. 
Looks  laughing  at  the  joyous  scene. 
And  young  Lysus  by  her  side 
Sits,  worthy  of  so  bright  a  bride. 


considerable  interpolations  of  bis  own,  which  he  thinks  are 
indispensably  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  description. 
*  This  ode,  Aulus  Gellius  tells  us,  was  performed  at  an  en- 
tertainment where  he  was  present. 

s  While  many  a  roU'lipp*d  bacchant  maid,  4rr.]  I  have 
availed  myself  here  of  the  additinnal  lines  given  in  the 
Vatican  manuscript,  which  have  not  been  accurately  inserted 
in  any  of  the  ordinary  editions :  — 

IIsmrM  mfunXmn  (mi 

AnftC»rm<  wmvmnrtUt 
Tmrtr  «vf«fMV  ytXmrkf, 

*Of*m  »mXm  fiyutm. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


ODE  v.. 

wouldst  thou  glad  my  soul, 
me  an  ample  bowl, 
shine  in  hall  or  bower, 
ng-time  brings  the  reveller's  hour, 
ith  themes  of  chaste  design, 
mple  board  like  mine, 
t  there  the  barbarous  rites 
eligious  zeal  delights ; 
lie  of  tragic  fate 
itory  shudders  to  relate, 
thy  fancies  from  above, 
'  heay*n  and  themes  of  love. 
18,  Jove's  ambrosial  boy, 
^pe  in  drops  of  joy, 
he  smiles  at  every  tear, 
ey'd  Venus,  dancing  near, 
s  of  the  genial  bed, 
herbage  defUy  tread. 
»e  there,  without  his  arms  >, 
ikedness  of  charms ; 
e  Graces,  link'd  with  Love, 
:hing,  through  the  shadowy  grove ; 

8  that  this  ode  is  a  more  modern  imitation  of 
There  is  a  poem  by  Cseiius  Calcagninos,  in 
toth,  where  he  gives  instructions  about  the 
J. 

■nabis  annulum  mihl 

Tabre,  ct  apte,  et  commode,  ftc.  Ac. 

kere^  without  kit  amu,  ^c]  Thus  Sannasaro 
f  GaUicio  neU*  ArcadU:  — 

an  li  Yaghi  Amori 

.  fiammelle,  d  strali, 

sando  insieme  pargolettl  e  nudi. 

;ring  on  the  busy  wing, 
rain  of  nalted  Cupids  came, 
ing  around  in  harmless  ring, 
hout  a  dart,  without  a  flame. 

le  Pervigilium  Veneris :  — 

phse,  posuit  anna,  ferlatus  est  amor. 

dlsarm'd  —  ye  nymphs,  in  safety  stray, 
>soros  now  may  boast  a  holiday  I 

ierf  ApoUo  tojft, 

he  rosy  boys.}  An  allusion  to  the  fable,  that 
id  his  beloved  boy  Hyacinth,  while  playing 
)iU.  "  This  (says  M.  la  Fosse)  Is  assuredly 
text,  and  it  cannot  admit  of  any  other." 
anslators,  to  save  themselves  the  trouble  of  a 
;n  the  liberty  of  making  Anacreon  himself 
e.    Thus  Salvini,  the  most  literal  of  any  of 

[a  con  lor  non  giuochi  Apollo  ; 
he  in  flero  risco 
ol  duro  disco 
Giacinto  flaccft  11  ooUo. 

ul  fiction,  which  the  commentators  have  attri- 
a  royal  poet,  the  Vatican  MS.  prooouncesto 


While  rosy  boys  disporting  round. 
In  circlets  trip  the  velvet  ground. 
But  ah  I  if  there  ApoUo  toys, 
I  tremble  for  the  rosy  boys.' 


ODE  VI.* 

As  late  I  sought  the  spangled  bowers. 
To  cull  a  wreath  of  matin  flowers. 
Where  many  an  early  rose  was  weeping, 
I  found  the  urchin  Cupid  sleeping.* 
I  caught  the  boy,  a  goblet's  tide 
Was  richly  mantling  by  my  side, 
I  caught  him  by  his  downy  wing, 
And  whelm'd  him  in  the  racy  spring. 
Then  drank  I  down  the  poison'd  bowl. 
And  Love  now  nestles  in  my  souL 
Oh  yes,  my  soul  is  Cupid's  nest, 
I  feel  him  fluttering  in  my  breast 


be  the  genuine  ofllipring  of  Anacreon. 
features  of  the  parent :  — 


It  has,  Indeed,  all  the 


et  facile  insciis 
Nosdtetur  ab  omnibus. 

*  Where  mtmy  am  eariy  rose  teas  weepings 
I  found  the  urchin  Cupid  sleeping.']    This  idea  is  prettily 
imitated  in  the  following  epigram  by  Andreas  Naugerius:^ 

Florentes  dum  forte  vagans  mea  Hyella  per  hortos 

Texit  odoratis  lilia  cana  rosis, 
Ecce  rosas  inter  latltantem  invenit  Amorem 

Et  simul  annexis  floribus  implicuit. 
Luctatur  prirao,  et  contra  nitentibus  alls 

Indoraitus  tentat  solvere  vincla  puer : 
Mox  ubi  lacteolas  et  dignas  matre  piqiillas 

Vidit  et  ora  ipsos  nata  roovere  Deos, 
Impositosque  comae  ambrosios  ut  sentit  odores 

Quosque  legit  diti  messe  beatus  Aratis ; 
*'  I  (dixit)  mea,  quaere  novum  tibi,  mater,  Amorem, 

Imperio  scdes  hsc  erit  apta  roeo." 

As  fair  Hyella,  through  the  bloomy  grove, 
A  wreath  of  many  mingled  flow'rets  wore, 
Within  a  rose  a  sleeping  Love  she  found. 
And  in  the  twisted  wreaths  the  baby  bound. 
Awhile  he  struggled,  and  impatient  tried 
To  break  the  rosy  bonds  the  virgin  tied ; 
But  when  he  saw  her  bosom's  radiant  swell. 
Her  features,  where  the  eye  of  Jove  might  dwell ; 
And  caught  th'  ambrosial  odours  of  her  hair. 
Rich  as  the  breathings  of  Arabian  air; 
"  Oh  I  mother  Venus,"  (said  the  raptured  child. 
By  charms,  of  more  than  mortal  bloom,  beguil'd,) 
"  Go,  seek  another  boy,  thou'st  lost  thine  own, 
*'  Hyella's  arms  shall  now  be  Cupid's  throne  I " 

This  epigram  of  Naugerius  is  imitated  by  Lodovico  Doks 
in  a  poem,  beginning 

Mentre  raccoglie  hor  uno,  hor  altro  flore 
Viclna  a  un  rio  di  chiare  et  lucid'  onde, 
Lidia,  &c.  &c. 
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ODE  VII.i 

The  women  tell  me  erery  day 

That  all  my  bloom  has  past  away. 

"  Behold,*"  the  pretty  wantons  cry, 

**  Behold  this  mirror  with  a  sigh ; 

The  locks  upon  thy  brow  are  few. 

And,  like  the  rest,  they're  withering  too!" 

Whether  decline  has  thinn'd  my  hair, 

Fm  sare  I  neither  know  nor  care ;  ^ 

Bat  this  I  know,  and  this  I  feel. 

As  onward  to  the  tomb  I  steal. 

That  still  as  death  approaches  nearer. 

The  joys  of  life  are  sweeter,  dearer ;  ' 

And  had  I  bat  an  hoar  to  live. 

That  little  hoar  to  bliss  Fd  give. 


ODE  VIII.* 

I  CARE  not  for  the  idle  state 
Of  Persians  king  ^,  the  rich,  the  great : 
I  enry  not  the  monarch's  throne, 
Nor  wish  the  treasar'd  gold  my  own. 

*  Albertl  bM  Imitated  this  ode  in  a  poem,  beginning 

NiM  ml  dice  e  Clori 
Ttrsl,  tu  ae*  pur  TegUo. 

*  WheAer  deciine  koi  tkhm^d  my  hair, 

Fm  mre  I  neUker  know  nor  care  ;]  Henrj  Stephen  reiy 
trtly  remarks  the  elegant  negligence  of  expression  in  the 
iginal  here : 

Eir  ursw,  ur'  mmtiX8«$, 
Ov«  ttim. 

nd  Lonftepierre  has  adduced  from  Catullus,  what  he  thinks 
similar  instance  of  this  simplicity  of  manner  :  — 

Ipse  quis  »it,  utrum  sit,  an  non  sit,  id  quoque  nesdt 

Longepierre  was  a  good  critic ;  but  perhaps  the  line  which 
lebas  lelected  is  a  specimen  of  a  carelessneu  not  very  com- 
Bfodable.  At  the  »ame  time  1  confess,  that  none  of  the 
'SUd  poets  have  ever  appeared  to  roe  so  capable  of  imitating 
ItegracM  of  Anacreon  as  Catullus,  if  he  had  not  allowed  a 
I^FAvt^d  imagination  to  hurry  him  so  often  into  mere  vulgar 
icTDtiousness. 

^  T\at  itill  as  death  approaches  nearer. 

The  joys  of  life  are  stpeeter,  dearer  ;  3  Pontanus  has  a  very 
i^licate  thuught  upon  the  subject  of  old  age : 

Quid  rides,  Matrona  ?  senem  quid  tcmnis  amantcm  ? 
Quisquis  amat  nullA  est  conditione  senex. 

'   Why  do  you  scorn  my  want  of  youth, 
And  with  a  smile  my  brow  behold  ? 
Lady  dear !  believe  this  truth. 
That  he  who  loves  cannot  be  old. 

* "  The  German  poet  tossing  has  imitated  this  ode.  Vol.  i. 
>-M."    Dcgen.     Gail  de  Kditionibus. 

Baxter  conjectures  that  this  was  written  upon  the  occasion 
'our  poet's  returning  the  money  to  Polycratet,  according  to 
be  anecdnte  in  Stobseus. 

*  I  core  nt^for  the  idle  state 

Of  Persia's  king.afe.}  "There  is  a  fragment  of  Archi- 
>etnu  in  Plutarch,  *  De  tranquUlitate  animi,'  which  our  poet 
U  very  closely  imitated  here ;  it  begins, 


Bat  oh  I  be  mine  the  rosy  wreath, 

Its  freshness  o*er  my  brow  to  breathe ; 

Be  mine  the  rich  perftimes  that  flow. 

To  cool  and  scent  my  locks  of  snow.^ 

To-day  FU  haste  to  quaff  my  wine. 

As  if  to-morrow  ne'er  would  shine ; 

But  if  to-morrow  comes,  why  then  — 

Fll  haste  to  quaff  my  wine  again. 

And  thus  while  all  our  days  are  bright. 

Nor  time  has  dinun'd  their  bloomy  light, 

Let  us  the  festal  hours  beguile 

With  mantling  cup  and  cordial  smile ; 

And  shed  from  each  new  bowl  of  wine 

The  richest  drop  on  Bacchus*  shrine. 

For  Death  may  come,  with  brow  unpleasant. 

May  come,  when  least  we  wish  him  present. 

And  beckon  to  the  sable  shore. 

And  grimly  bid  us — drink  no  more ! 


ODE  IX. 

I  PRAT  thee,  by  the  gods  above,  7 
Give  me  the  mighty  bowl  I  love, 

Ov  f*m  rm  rvyut  rw  rsXvxfVw  fuku.**    Barnes. 
Id  one  of  the  monkish  imitaton  of  Anacreon  we  And  the  same 

thought: — 

Vuxw  SAM)*  ifstw, 
Ti  eM  d^iXur  yittrBm ; 
BtAiif  Yvyit  rm.  Mtu  vs  ; 

•  Be  mine  the  rich  pet  fumes  that  flow. 
To  cool  and  scent  my  locks  if  snow.\  In  the  original,  ftv- 
^r<  jMiTsCf  ixti'  itrntr,*.  On  account  of  this  idea  of  perfuming 
the  Ijeard,  Cornelius  dc  Pauw  pronounces  the  whole  ode  to 
be  tlie  spurious  production  of  some  lascivious  monk,  w  ho  was 
nursing  his  beard  with  unguents.  But  he  should  have  known, 
that  this  was  an  ancient  eastern  custom,  which,  if  we  may 
believe  Savary,  still  exists:  '*  Vous  voyez,  Moniieur  (says 
this  traveller),  que  Tusage  antique  de  se  parfumer  la  tdte  et 
la  barbe  *,  celebrc  par  le  pruph^  Roi,  subsiste  encore  de  nos 
jours."  Lettre  12.  Savary  likewise  cites  this  very  ode  of 
Anacreon.  Angcrianus  has  not  thought  the  idea  inconsistent, 
having  introduced  it  in  the  following  lines : 

Hcc  roihi  cura,  rosis  et  cingere  tempora  myrto. 

Et  curas  multo  delapidare  mero. 
Hsec  mihi  cura,  comas  et  barl>ara  tingere  succo 

Assyrio  ct  dulces  continuare  jocos. 
This  be  my  care,  to  wreathe  my  brow  with  flowers, 

To  drench  ray  sorrows  in  the  ample  bowl ; 
To  pour  rich  perfumes  o'er  my  beard  in  showers. 
And  give  full  loose  to  mirth  and  joy  of  soul  ! 
'  The  poet  is  here  in  a  frenzy  of  enjoyment,  and  it  is,  indeed, 
"  amabilis  insania  ;  "— 

Furor  di  poesia, 
Di  lascivia,  e  di  vino, 
Triplicato  furore, 
Baccho,  Apollo,  et  Amorc. 

Ritratti  del  Cavalier  Marino. 

This  is  truly,  as  Scaliger  expresses  it, 

Insanire  duire 

Et  sapidum  furere  furorem. 

*  '*  Aleut  onKumtum  In  cpit*  quod  dekcmdit  in  livtMun  Aaronk. 
Ptemomc  cxxxiii." 


^M 

-  - 

^U 

MOORE'S  WOEKS. 

me  sing,  in  wild  delight. 

Ah,  ho*  ihou^ilen  hasi  Ihou  beeo  ! 

—  I  willbemadW-mghtr 

Long  before  the  dawn  was  aeen. 

^^^^^^H 

on  once.  a.  lee«Ddi  Ull, 

Wbm  a  dream  came  oV  my  niiad. 

^^^^^^H 

MiedbylheGendiofheUi 

^^^^^^H 

loo,  with  ULked  trend, 

Jnst  when  I  waa  nearly  bleal. 

Loud  Iby  matina  broke  m  j  reat  I 

hj  ?  B  inurdor'd  mother-t  shade 

^^^^^^H 

d  Ihem  slill  vhere'er  tbey  Blrayed. 

tr  could  [  a  murderer  be, 

^^^^^^H 

Bpc  alone  ihull  bleed  bj- ma; 

'    ■ 

^^^^^^H 

I  ghoul,  wllh  wild  delight. 

^^^H 

—  I  will  be  mad  lo-nigbt" 

ODE  XI. 

^^^H 

es'self,  indaysof  jore, 

"  Tell  me,  gentle  youth,  I  pray  thee. 

his  huids  ia  youthful  gore. 

What  In  purchase  sjiall  1  pay  thee 

^^^^^^H 

andish'd,  wilh  a  maniac  joy, 

For  this  little  waxen  toy. 

v«r  of  ih' expiring  boj  ; 

Image  of  the  Paphian  boj?" 

^^^^^^H 

ThQB  I  said,  the  other  day, 

^^^^^H 

e  8e«ur"d  the  guilllcsi  field. 

To  a  youth  who  paas'd  my  way  : 

rhose  hands  na  weapon  ask. 

"  Sir."  (he  answer'd,  and  Ihe  while 

^^^^^^H 

our  but  this  joyous  fiaik  -, 

Anawer-dall  in  Done  itjle.) 

^^^^^^H 

phy  of  whoM  fhintic  hoors 

'■  Take  il,  for  a  trifle  take  it ; 

scatter'd  wreath  of  flowen. 

■Twas  not  1  who  dared  to  make  it : 

^^^^^^H 

an  sing  with  wild  delight. 

No,  believe  me,  'twas  doi  I  ; 

^^^1 

—  1  will  be  mad  to-night  r 

Oh,  it  has  cost  me  many  a  .igh. 
And  I  can  no  longer  keep 

^H 

" 

Little  gods,  who  murder  steep  t"' 
"  Here,  then,  here,"  (I  said  with  joy.) 
Here  is  silrer  for  the  hoy  : 

^^^^^^H 

DUE  X.- 

Be  shall  be  my  bosom  guest. 

^^^^^^H 

am  1 10  punish  (hee, 

Idol  of  my  pious  breast  I " 

^^^^^^H 

swallow,  prating  thing  -  — 

Now,  young  Love,  I  have  thee  mine. 

I  clip  Ihal  wheeling  wing? 

Warm  me  with  that  torch  of  thine; 

^^^^^^H 

Tereuadid,  ofold,' 

Make  me  feel  as  I  have  felt. 

^^^^^^H 

e  rnblL-d  talc  is  told,} 

(>r  thy  waxen  frame  shall  melt : 

^^^^^^H 

I  lear  ihnl  tongue  away. 

I  must  bum  with  warm  desire. 

^^^1 

ue  Ihat  uttor'd  such  a  lay  ? 

Or  thou,  my  boj-  — in  yonder  fire.' 

^^^H 

'  Of,  -»  Tttn.  Arf,  ^^t.  St.]    Nodrn.  portrr  hu  n* 

>  Inilci.  Ih>t  Ih.  Cpm.n  pan  Wd.K  hu 

nr..  Ll.ilor.  lib.  11,  B.™.  a, ;  ihti  lUnJtr  *J.o 

nuiniboM  ID  Ffopu'i  aild  made  PKllamel  Ihn  iwillm.  Ia 

referred  b;  Vasm  to  thai  dull  book.  Ihi- 

hioD,  tPnlK  rplnl*.  Ihlnl  boal ;  wbm  IdphDH 

Mtnn  of  bulng  iwnteDHt  bf  tbe  Rowing  ol  a 

iiion  af  rlchu. 

r,  pmlirt  Iking,  4^-1    The  l«)iiacUr  or  Die 

>  And  I  cm  •»  bmert  irrp 

^^^^H 

LMU^,.«*ym,ri,r.l^,-i    I  ha.E  not  lIunllT  r— 

one.i*rlup..b«t«'<m.innJ, 

•  /  nul  i.n  irUI,  •rarm  Mtrf. 

aline  f^iX"  laaml"^  HI'  nlsbt 

nofournWomiharalM. 

thnei  U»  incniiTiTiIn>r»  of  Did  asr,  and  b>^ra  KlIcHa  fnn.  Iba 

a11ni»iiewlierb>rl|bl. 

^^^H 

h.rpra.tleiI.Mh(«l«-ll.in.«. 

ham  Nilnra 

^1 

^^^^ 

^^        i 
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ODB  ZII. 

Tbxt  tdl  bow  Atyt,  wild  wifh  love, 
Somi  iSb&  moont  and  hiimted  grove ;  ^ 
CjMe's  name  he  howli  traiiiid,* 
Tlie  i^oQBij  Uael  returns  the  ■onnd  I 
Oft  too^  bj  Claroi'  ballow'd  ipring,* 
The  votariea  of  the  buneU'd  king 
Qnaff  the  mepinng,  magic  streamy 
And  rave  in  wild,  prophetie  dream. 
Bot  frensied  dreams  are  not  Ibr  me. 
Great  Baeehns  is  my  deitjl 
FoU  of  mirth,  and  ftill  of  him. 
While  floating  odoors  roond  me  swim,^ 
While  mantling  bowls  are  fbll  sapplied. 
And  700  sit  blnahing  bj  m j  side, 
I  win  be  mad  and  raving  too  — 
Mad,  mj  giri,  with  love  Ibr  joa  I 


ODB  ZIIL 

I  WILL,  I  will,  the  conflict's  past. 
And  111  consent  to  love  at  last 


Kammi  Ike  mmmU  amd  kmmmled  gnte  i\  Then  are  many 
ODtmUdory  itorlct  of  the  lores  of  Cjrbele  and  A^.  It  it 
srtahi  that  he  was  mutilated,  but  whether  bjr  his  own  ftiry, 
r  CjMe's  jeakNisy,  is  a  paint  upon  which  authors  are  not 
greed. 

'  C^eU*i  name  he  kovU  anmmdt  ^v.]  I  have  here  adopted 
He  acccDtoatioo  which  Bias  Andreas  gives  to  Cjbele :  — 

In  mootlhos  Cjbdlen 
Mafnosonans  boatu. 

'  0/rioo,  ay  Ckmu^ kaUov*d spring,  ^.3  This  fountain  was 
D  a  grove,  consecrated  to  ApoUo,  and  situated  between  Colo- 
Aoo  and  Lvbedos.  in  Ionia.  The  god  had  an  oracle  there, 
kalifer  thos  alludes  to  It  In  his  Anacreontica : 

Semel  ut  condtus  cestro, 
Vdnd  qui  Ciarias  aquas 
EIribere  loquaces. 
Quo  plus  canunt,  plura  volunt. 

« trkOeJLmtimg  odomrt,  ^.3  SpaletU  has  quite  mistaken  the 
<ayott  of  M^svlbr.  as  applied  to  the  poet's  mistress—**  MeA 
fttlgKm  amlcA;**— thus  interpreting  it  in  a  sense  which 
*ist  want  edtber  drilcacj  or  gallantry ;  if  not,  perhaps,  both. 

>  Ami  wkai dU  ImmtUnkimgdor 

/isaft  to  mrms,  mmdavnttd^  <oo;3    Longepierre  has  here 
aa  epigram  from  the  Anthologta.  in  which  the  poet 
Reason  as  the  armour  against  Love. 

OmXt^pmi  wfiH  if»r»  9%^  m(Mf#i  Ktyirptmt 

B«sxs»  tX*>*  *>  /u«p«ff  r^Sf  iv'  Wjrm  Itwuei ; 

With  Reaaoo  1  cover  my  breast  as  a  shield. 
And  feartesily  meet  little  Love  in  the  Held ; 
Tbos  flghdng  ids  godshlp,  1*11  ne'er  be  dismay*d ; 
Bat  if  Baoebos  should  ever  advance  to  his  aid. 


Cfl^id  has  hmg^  with  smiling  art, 

Invited  me  to  yield  m  j  heart } 

And  I  have  thon^t  that  peace  of  mind 

Shonld  not  be  Ibr  a  smile  resign'd  x 

And  so  repdl'd  the  tender  hire. 

And  hop'd  my  heait  woold  sle^  secore. 

Bvt,  slighted  in  his  boasted  charms, 
The  angrj  infioit  flew  to  arms ; 
He  shmg  his  quiver's  golden  frame. 
He  took  his  bow,  his  shsfts  of  flame. 
And  proodly  sommon'd  me  to  yield. 
Or  meet  him  on  the  martial  fleld. 
And  what  did  I  nnthinking  do  ? 
I  took  to  arms,  nndaonted,  too  ;^ 
AsBom'd  the  corslet,  shidd,  and  spear. 
And,  like  Pelides,  smU'd  at  fear. 
Then  (hear  it,  all  ye  powers  above  I) 
I  flmg^  with  Love  I  I  ibogfat  with  Love  I 
And  now  his  arrows  all  were  shed. 
And  1  had  ]nst  in  terror  fled  — 
When,  heaving  an  indignant  sigh. 
To  see  me  fhns  nhwonnded  fly. 
And,  having  now  no  other  d^ 
He  diot  himself  into  my  heart  I* 


Alat  I  then,  nnabto  to  combat  the  two, 
Unfortunate  warrior,  what  should  I  do  ? 

This  idea  of  the  irresistibility  of  Cupid  and  Bacchus  united, 
is  delicately  expressed  in  an  Italian  poem,  which  is  so  truly 
Anacreontic,  that  its  introduction  here  may  be  pardoned.  It 
is  an  imitation,  indeed,  of  our  poet*s  sixth  ode. 

Lavoui  Amore  in  quel  vicino  flume 

Ove  gluro  (Pastor)  che  bevend*  io 

Bevel  le  llamme,  ansi  I'istesso  Dio, 

Ch'or  con  I'humlde  piume 

Lascivetto  mi  schersa  al  cor  intomo. 

Ma  che  sarei  s'io  lo  bevessi  un  giomo, 

Baoco,  nel  tuo  liquore  ? 

Sarei,  piu  che  non  sono  ebro  d'Amore. 

The  urchin  of  the  bow  and  quiver 

Was  bathing  in  a  neighbouring  river, 

Where,  as  I  drank  on  yester.eve, 

(Shepherd-youth,  the  tale  lielieve,) 

*Twas  not  a  cooling,  crystal  draught, 

'Twas  liquid  flame  I  madly  quaflTd  ; 

For  Love  was  In  the  rippling  tide, 

I  felt  him  to  my  (Msom  glide ; 

And  now  the  wily,  wanton  minion 

Plays  round  my  heart  with  restless  pinion. 

A  day  it  was  of  fatal  star. 

But  ah,  'twere  even  more  fatal  far, 

If,  Bacchus,  in  thy  cup  of  flre. 

I  found  this  flutt'rlng,  young  desire : 

Then,  then  indeed  my  soul  would  prove, 

Bv'n  more  than  ever,  drunk  with  love  1 

*  Andt  hmthtg  now  no  other  dart^ 

He  »kothim$e{f  into  my  heart  1"^  Dryden  has  parodied  this 
thought  in  the  following  extravagant  lines:  — 


I'm  all  o'er  Love ; 


Nay,  I  am  Lore,  Love  shot,  and  shot  so  fast, 
He  shot  himself  into  my  breast  at  last. 


-•lalbehcUaidar: 
be  fod,  md  died  sw^. 
1.  bmcU.  m7  fiutUai  lUeUt 
'd  u  Ic^th  B  foni'd  U  pdd. 


•hhiu.  and  nioiDplu  tboc 


a  tbe  fcam  J  deepk 
•e  that  >iak«  to  deep  ; 
Mhen  joa  luTe  DombcT'd  time 
!■  tad  \alj  u 


nt-ol  BinKA. 


MOOR£'t>  WOKK& 


•Ip 


AQ  Ike  geotl*  BjB|te  I  IiMc 

Fint,  at  para  Atbcniu  Budi 
SponiBg  in  tbdr  otne  ifaidca. 
Too  Bta  J  n^on  juH  a  wtart. 
Nit,  111  gnat  jm  Mcea  mmv. 
In  the  fim'd  Cc»iulfcwa  grere, 

Chain*  of  bcaoties  mar  be  fiMad. 

Cbaim,  bf  whick  mj  In  ail  ii  boandf 

There,  indeed,  are  &  j^ha  dirine, 

I>mgeroB«  to  •  Mai  like  mine.* 

MuT  bloon  in  Lerim'  kle ; 

Man  J  in  Ionia  anile  ; 

RbodM  ■  pntt;  iwann  an  boMt ; 

Caria  too  coDtaioi  a  hon. 

Sum  tbem  all  — of  broan  and  Eur 

Vou  ma;  count  two  thODtaod  Iherc 


Inufcrr  bj  t^  D)  eiprcB  ttw  lninlE*  Dumbfi 


Foulot,  occ  aula  Cucibur  IIukda. 
Ai  IhnHtKli  the  fltnA  ivutff  of  niflbt. 


Who  f»lt  u  Ihoa.  >iid  rami  u  1. 
In  iloln  io,.  TOMour-d  III.  - 

L'pan  Umm  de>-brl|bl  11^  III  nunbR  i 


r»  Orjam't  Corimaun  t 


|c,]  Curintli  wM  MIT 


r\ 
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What,  700  stare?  I  pray  yon,  peace ! 
More  m  find  before  I  cease. 
Have  I  told  yoa  all  my  flames, 
'Mong  the  amorous  Syrian  dames  ? 
Haye  I  numbered  every  one, 
Glowing  under  Egypt's  sun  ? 
Or  the  nymphs,  who  blushing  sweet 
Deck  the  shiine  of  Love  in  Crete  ; 
Where  the  God,  with  festal  play. 
Holds  eternal  holiday  ? 
Still  in  dusters,  still  remain 
Gades'  warm,  desiring  train  ;  > 
Still  there  lies  a  myriad  more 
On  the  sable  India's  shore  ; 
These,  and  many  far  remov'd. 
All  are  loring — all  are  loy'd  I 


ODE  XV. 

Tell  me,  why,  my  sweetest  dove,^ 
Thus  your  humid  pinions  more. 
Shedding  through  the  air  in  showers 
Essence  of  the  balmiest  flowers  ? 
Tell  me  whither,  whence  you  rove, 
Ten  me  all,  my  sweetest  dove. 

Carious  stranger,  I  belong 
To  the  bard  of  Teian  song ; 
With  his  mandate  now  I  fly 
To  the  nymph  of  azure  eye  ;  — 
She,  whose  eye  has  madden'd  many, ' 
Bat  the  poet  more  than  any. 

'  Gitdet'  warm,  desiring  train  ;]  The  Gaditanian  gir\%  were 
ke  the  Baladidre«  of  India,  whose  dances  are  thus  described 
f  a  French  author ;  "  Les  danses  sont  presque  toutes  des 
lotomimes  d'amour ;  le  plan,  le  dessein,  les  attitudes,  les  me- 
tres, les  sons  et  les  cadences  de  ces  ballets,  tout  respire  cette 
issloQ  et  en  exprime  les  Tolupt^s  et  les  fureurs."  —  Histoire 
I  Commerce  des  Europ.  dans  les  deux  Indes.  Rajfnal. 
The  music  of  the  Gaditanian  females  had  all  the  rolup- 
lOQs  character  of  their  dancing,  as  appears  from  Martial :  — 
Cantica  qui  Nili,  qui  Gadltana  susurrat 

Lib.  ill.  epig.63. 
Lodo7k»  Ariosto  had  this  ode  of  our  bard  in  his  mind, 
bm  he  wrote  his  poem  "  De  diversls  amoribus/*    See  the 
Bthdogia  Italorum. 

*  The  dore  of  Anacreon,  bearing  a  letter  from  the  poet  to 
s  mistress,  is  met  bj  a  stranger,  with  whom  this  dialogue  is 
taghied. 

The  ancients  made  use  of  letter-carrying  pigeons,  when 
9f  went  any  distance  from  home,  as  the  most  certain  means 

conTeylng  Intelligence  bock.  That  tender  domestic  at- 
duncnt,  which  attracts  this  delicate  little  bird  through  every 
Bfer  and  dilBcalty,  till  it  settles  In  Us  native  nest,  affords 
tiM  rathor  of  "  The  Pleasures  of  Memory  "  a  fine  and  In- 
exempliftcation  of  his  subject. 

Led  by  what  chart,  transports  the  timid  dove 
The  wreaths  of  conquest,  or  the  vows  of  love  ! 


Venus,  for  a  hymn  of  love. 
Warbled  in  her  votive  grove,* 
('Twas  in  sooth  a  gentle  lay,) 
Gave  me  to  the  bard  away. 
See  me  now  his  fiuthfbl  minion.  — 
Thus  with  softly-gliding  pinion, 
.   To  his  lovely  girl  I  bear 
Songs  of  passion  through  the  air. 
Oft  he  blandly  whispers  me, 
•*  Soon,  my  bird,  Fll  set  you  free." 
But  in  vain  he'll  bid  me  fly, 
I  shall  serve  him  till  I  die. 
Never  could  my  plumes  sustain 
Ruffling  winds  and  chilling  rain. 
O'er  the  plains,  or  in  the  dell. 
On  the  mountain's  savage  swell. 
Seeking  in  the  desert  wood 
Gloomy  shelter,  rustic  food. 
Now  I  lead  a  life  of  ease. 
Far  fh>m  rugged  haunts  like  these. 
From  Anacreon's  hand  I  eat 
Food  delicious,  viands  sweet ; 
Flutter  o'er  his  goblet's  brim. 
Sip  the  foamy  wine  with  him. 
Then,  when  I  have  wanton'd  round 
To  his  l3rre's  beguiling  sound  ; 
Or  with  gently-moving  wings 
Fann'd  the  minstrel  while  he  sings: 
On  his  harp  I  sink  in  slumbers, 
Dreaming  still  of  dulcet  numbers ! 

This  is  all  —  away — away — 
Tou  have  made  me  waste  the  day. 
How  I've  chatter'd  !  prating  crow 
Never  yet  did  chatter  so. 

See  the  poem.  Daniel  Hcinsius,  in  speaking  of  Dousa,  who 
adopted  this  method  at  the  siege  of  Lcyden,  expresses  a 
similar  sentiment. 

Quo  patriae  non  tendit  amor  ?    Mandata  referre 
Postquam  homlnem  ncquiit  mittere,  roisit  avera. 

Fuller  tells  us,  that  at  the  siege  of  Jerusalem,  the  Christians 
intercepted  a  letter,  tied  to  the  legs  of  a  dove,  in  which  the 
Persian  Emperor  promised  assistance  to  the  besieged.—  Holy 
War,  cap.  24.  book  I. 

3  She,  irhose  eye  has  m^tdden^d  many,  ^c]  For  n;^*****,  in  the 
original,  Zeune  and  Schneider  conjecture  that  we  should  read 
TVf«ipip«/,  in  allusion  to  the  strong  influence  which  this  object 
of  his  love  held  over  the  mind  of  Polycrates.     .See  Degen. 

*  Venus,  for  a  hymn  qflove, 

Warbled  in  her  votive  grove,  Sfc  ]  "  This  patsage  is  invalu- 
able, and  1  do  not  think  that  any  thing  so  beautiful  or  so 
delicate  has  ever  been  said.  What  an  idea  does  it  give  of  the 
poetry  of  the  man,  from  whom  Venus  herself,  the  mother  of 
the  Graces  and  the  Pleasures,  purchases  a  little  hymn  with 
one  of  her  favourite  doves  ! "    JAmgepierre. 

De  Pauw  objects  to  the  authenticity  of  this  ode,  because  it 
makes  Anacreon  his  own  (lanegyrist ;  but  poets  have  a  licence 
for  praising  themselves,  which,  with  some  indeed,  may  be 
considered  as  comprised  under  their  general  privilege  of  flc 
tion. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 

Let  her  e^ehrowi  imoothly  rise 

Id  jettj  trches  o'er  her  eye^ 

Each.  »creK«..  gently  gliding, 

r,  whose  soft  and  rosy  haa 

c  fonn  Bod  toul  iofuse, ' 

of  pninlers.  rome,  portrBj 

But,  haM  thOD  any  iparkles  wann. 

ov*ly  maid  lliol's  ftr  awsj,' 

The  lightning  of  her  eyes  to  form? 

wa;.  mj  houI  1  liiou  art. 

Let  them  effuse  the  aiore  rays 

\e  thy  be»utie«  all  by  heart. 

That  ID  Minerva's  glancei  blaxe. 

herjetly  riugleUplajiDg, 

Bliz'd  with  the  liqaid  light  that  Uei 

locks,  like  lendrils  BtrnyJDg  ;* 

In  Cytherea'i  languid  eyes. « 

if  paiDling  halh  Ihe  skill 

O'er  her  nose  and  cheek  be  shed 

ake  (he  «picy  bulm  diilil,  » 

Flushing  white  and  sotteo'd  r«d  ; 

very  little  lock  exhale 

Mingling  tints,  as  when  there  glows 

jh  of  perilime  on  the  gaJc. 

In  n>owy  milk  the  bashful  row.' 

If  her  iressui'  curly  flow 

Then  her  lip.  so  rich  in  blisses. 

IM  o'er  Ihe  brow  of  «no-B, 

Sweet  petitioner  for  kisses." 

er  forehead  beam  to  light. 

Hosy  nest,  where  Inrks  Pcrsnajion. 

ish'd  as  the  ivory  bright 

Mutely  courting  Lore's  invasion. 

the  uidenU  to  the  goddru  Ld.,  he  »;•. "  Nor  -HI  I  iww. 

niollvu  or  .snton  lore),  tntnutlng  b)  be.u..  on  hi.  nM 

„1  »«.k  ■■  Rb  WHur.  Vrtenim." 

b«n  ln.lt.trd  br  nonwrd,  OlullMO  GohUbI 

bli  p.lnterdlieell<Ki  Id  nuke  her  Muk-h.lred." 

OUm  iCfon  Wvia, 

>  Aid.  ifpaMmt  kaUkOitlkia 

LtlH  Tf  riltiu. 

tV^iat  nf  .  plclure:  ™.,  «,  ™  .,Jp„  —/.»-.  •- 

Dacripill  VHie-an  IIKn. 

or  IhcH  ntrt.  ind  could  ■■;  ihit  their  verj  nsell  n 

TfH.,lurdoftom«-d.T.. 

Fulnled." 

■  HiJ:-dlHlk  111  liquid  Bf  hi  IMUri 

hCtlk,rra;u„K«idr^..-i    M.nhtlll  c.ptdn.  tb»  lb. 

in-ofllieDrtgln.li— 

nf  C<..p.r  Bulrtu.  rntitlH  ■'  An  ronnw  ^l 

DIplnitlll  umldeul 

outrr  vlll  Sad  Diinjr  curlmu  fdcu  ind  dunip- 

Qiul  gll  h.  Clprlgna  I'alni.  Dn  d'  Amorc. 

/  iitfl  and  raia  *tl^). 

nad  imrJ  nifxir,]    1  han>  Mlowed  ben  thr 

Qo.1  rngglD  In  undi  le  Kinllll.  no  rl» 

Van™  MS.  e^iw.     P"lnIiTig  !•  °>llrf  ■■  "■• 

Nogll  unildl  ocdil  IreoiulD  e  lurl>D. 

r  In  Fefermn  M  rdoutlnf,  or  u  ui  IndFea^IB 

Wllhin  her  hinoM,  melllng  eret 

llriKT    rron  Ibc  luodilind  df  bHUI/  irltb 

AbHIII«.lr.rotlM(rt.trrlle^ 

l<ipl  bu  .dopttd  tnU  ™d1nB  in  hli  llxr^ 

Sod  M  (he  brnkei,  »l.r  beam. 
Th.i  iFf mble.  lo  ibc  uure  itrtmi. 

D»ll»  KIM  ntle  lipiort. 

The  mingled  e.pre..loo  or  digollr  unl  lesdenwH.  wfckt 

*  not  mereir  ldc.1.  Ihr  »n;l..lmi  or  iHT  HOI* 
sjrrtlrf.     MdPMgcT,  In  10  (plgTKO  DD  An»- 
■■  Uie  golden  Euryw-le  "  "  '•>'  miilrni. 

B>i,'V';cr!p.Torj^°'«e^.'il!^,!^„^tl."^'IS'jS 

«•>  «vm>  i"t"  "^  Elf"""- 

T  itmgUniil-'nU.iairktnntriflari 

kc  unatiU  ilri^fVi^    The  mndHili  h»t« 

.luik  in  a«Hr  proiK.  "j,'^^;";!  ^IJ;; 

And  D..en.nt.  In  .  Iliile  poeo,  relied  ■■  The  Mlitnu," 

'l  ™ -«e  b.W.  Ihniigl.  .urrouodtd  iT  '>•' 

C«rh  u  11  f^l,  Ihe  Brjlhl.d  .now. 

lj.r«.  »u1d  not  be  ri'-^m  ""^  "  •■" 

B.lns  bliuhlng  «,,«  ,ien.'d  It.  milk. 

ThU1100T.,g,IU,;_ 

o^r^'.:.!':."^  '""■"'"  "''■•^"■""^"m  -i*.- 

™  or  oor  poel,  Seldon  .lidded  In  .  note  « 
o(  Drejlon.  aon|  ""^  *™'^^''^^;^ 

"  Then  icr  l,p,  ,„  rid,  m  bl/un, 

S»«*FrH««KrJIjr««nJ    The  ■■  Up.  prereu.,  u..^.. 

X^ 

rN   ~1 

ODES  OF  ANACBEON. 


17 


Next,  benesth  the  Telret  chin. 
Whose  dimple  hides  a  LoTe  within,  > 
Mould  her  neck  with  grace  descending^ 
In  a  heaTcn  of  beanty  ending ; 
While  countless  charms,  abore,  below. 
Sport  and  flutter  round  its  snow. 
Now  let  a  floating,  lucid  -veil. 
Shadow  her  form,  but  not  conceal ;  > 
A  charm  may  peep,  a  hue  may  beam. 
And  leaTe  the  rest  to  Fancy's  dream. 
Enough — 'tis  she !  'tis  all  I  seek ; 
It  glows,  it  lives,  it  soon  will  speak  I 


ODE  XVII.> 

jn>  now  with  all  thy  pencil's  truth, 
ortray  Bathyllus,  lovely  youth ! 
et  his  hair,  in  masses  bright, 
aU  like  floating  rays  of  light ;  * 


eorigtaul,  is  a  itroog  and  beaatlftil  expression.  Adiflles 
OS  speaks  of  zuXw  ai»JII«»»  wftt  rm  ^n/tmrm,  **  Ups 
aid  deUcate  for  kissing."  A  grave  old  commentator, 
ysfais  TiamWn^i*,  in  his  notes  upon  Lucretios,  tells  us 
tka  apparert  authority  of  experience,  that  **  Suavius 
ffii^ftn^'**'  poell«  labiosse,  quam  que  sunt  breribus 
1.**  And  JEneas  Sylrius,  in  his  tedious  uninteresting 
'  of  Ihm  loves  of  Bnryalos  and  Lucretia,  where  1m  par- 
irises  the  beauties  of  the  heroine  (in  a  very  ialse  and 
tred  style  of  latinlty).  describes  her  lips  thus  :  —  Oi  par- 
decensque,  labia  corallini  coloris  ad  morsum  aptissima." 
irt.114.  Ub.  i. 

VVxf.  bmeatk  tlU  velvet  ckin^ 

fcosr  dimple  hides  a  love  vrithin,  ^c.3    Madame  Dader 

looted  here  two  pretty  lines  of  Varro :  — 

Sigilla  in  mento  impressa  Amoris  digltulo 
Vestifio  demonstrant  moUit^dlnem. 

In  her  chin  b  a  delicate  dimple. 

By  Cupid's  own  finger  imprest ; 
There  Beauty,  bewitch  ingly  simple, 

Has  chosen  her  innocent  nest. 

Sifm  let  aftoatingf  lucid  veil, 

mtow  her  form,  but  not  conceal  j  4rc.3  This  deUcate  art 
leacription,  which  leaves  imagination  to  complete  the 
ire,  has  been  seldom  adopted  in  the  imitations  of  this 
itiful  poem.  Ronsard  is  exceptiooably  minute ;  and 
daans,  in  his  charming  portrait  of  a  girl,  full  of  rich  and 
lisite  diction,  has  lilted  the  veil  rather  too  much.  The 
eato  che  tu  m'  intendi  "  should  be  always  left  to  fancy. 
The  reader,  who  wishes  to  acquire  an  accurate  idea  of  the 
ment  of  the  ancients  in  beauty,  will  be  indulged  by  con- 
ng  Jimius  de  Pictura  Veterum,  lib.  iii.  c.  9.,  where  he 
find  a  rery  curious  selection  of  descriptions  and  epithets 
•rsooal  perfections.  Junius  compares  this  ode  with  a 
ription  <rf  Theodoric,  king  of  the  Goths,  in  the  second 
tie,  first  book,  of  Sidonius  Apoilioaris. 

Let  ku  hair,  in  masset  bright, 

iff  like  floating  rays  of  Ught ;  4«.]  He  here  describes 
anany  hair,  the  "  flara  coma,"  which  the  ancients  so 
li  admired.  The  Romans  gave  this  colour  artificially  to 
r  hair.     See  Stanisl.  Koblensyck.  de  Luxu  Romanorum. 


And  diere  the  raven's  die  confuse 

With  the  golden  sunbeam's  hues^ 

Lei  no  wreath,  with  artful  twine,  ^ 

The  flowing  of  his  locks  confine; 

But  leave  them  loose  to  every  breese. 

To  take  what  shape  and  coune  they  please. 

Benesdi  the  forehead,  fiur  as  snow. 

But  flush'd  with  manhood^s  early  glow. 

And  guileleas  as  the  dews  of  dawn,  ^ 

Let  the  majestic  brows  be  drawn. 

Of  eboo  hue,  enriched  by  gold. 

Such  as  dark,  shining  snakes  unfold. 

Blix  in  his  eyes  the  power  alike. 

With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike ; ' 

Borrow  from  Mars  his  locA  of  ire, 

From  Venus  her  soft  glance  of  fire  ; 

Blend  them  in  such  expression  here. 

That  we  by  turns  may  h(^  and  fear ! 

Now  from  the  sunny  apple  seek 
The  velvet  down  that  spreads  his  cheek ; 


*  Let  no  wreath,  with  ar^iwime,^e.1  If  the  original  here, 
whicfa  is  particularly  beantiful,  can  admit  of  any  additional 
raloe,  that  Taloe  Is  conferred  by  Gray's  admirarion  of  it. 
See  his  letters  to  West. 

Some  annotators  have  quoted  on  this  passage  the  descrip- 
tion of  Fbotis's  hair  in  Apuleins ;  but  nothing  can  be  more 
distant  from  the  simplicity  of  our  poet's  manner,  than  that 
affectation  of  richness  which  distinguishes  the  style  of  Apu- 
leius. 

*  But  flush'd  with  manhood's  early  glow. 
And  guileless  as  the  dews  qf  dawn.  8fc.'\    Torrentius,  upon 

the  words  '*  insignem  tenui  fronte,*'  in  Horace,  Od.  33.  lib.  i. 
is  of  opinion,  incorrectly,  I  think,  that  "tenui"  here  bears 
the  same  meaning  as  the  word  •raX^t . 

7  Mi*  in  his  eyes  the  power  alike. 

With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike  ;  ^c]  Tasso  gives  a 
similar  character  to  the  eyes  of  Clorinda :  — 

Lampeggiar  gli  occhi,  e  folgorar  gli  sguardi 
Doici  ne  1'  ira. 

Her  eyes  were  flashing  with  a  heavenly  heat, 
A  fire  that,  even  in  anger,  still  was  sweet. 

The  poetess  Veronica  Cambara  is  more  diffuse  upon  this 
variety  or  expression :  — 

Occhi  lucent!  e  belli. 

Come  esser  puo  ch'  in  un  medesmo  istantc 

Nascan  de  voi  ti  nuove  forme  et  tante  ? 

Lieti,  mesti,  superbi,  humil',  altieri, 

Vi  mostrate  in  un  punto,  onde  di  speme, 

Et  dl  timor,  de  empiele,  Ac  &c. 

Oh  1  tell  me,  brightly-beaming  eye. 

Whence  In  your  little  orbit  lie 

So  many  different  traiu»  of  fire. 

Expressing  each  a  new  desire. 

Now  with  pride  or  scorn  you  darkle. 

Now  with  love,  with  gladness,  sparkle. 

While  we  who  view  the  varying  mirror. 

Feel  by  turns  both  hope  and  terror. 

Chevreau,  citing  the  lines  of  our  poet,  in  his  critique  on    , 

the  poems  of  Malherbe,  produces  a  I^tin  version  of  them    1 

from  a  manuscript  which  he  had  seen,  entitled  "  Joan.  Fal-    ' 

conis  Anacreontici  Lusus." 


t. 


MOOEE'S  WOEKS. 


WUgIi  now  in  Teiling  ihadow  lici, 
Kemov'd  from  all  but  Fancy'*  eyes. 
Nov,  for  hi*  fe«t— bat  bold— forbeu— 


Whj  paint  Bkthylliu  t  whai,  in  truth. 
There,  in  HaX  god,  thoa'it  iketch'd  the  yonlh. 
Enongh — let  this  bright  Ibim  be  mine, 
And  lend  the  bo;  to  SuniM'  ibrine  i 
PbiEboi  sbill  then  B>t]i;llQ8  be, 
BathjUu  then,  the  deitj  I 


ODB  XVIII.  • 

Now  the  fiar  of  day  !*  higli. 
Fly,  my  girU,  in  pity  fly. 
Bring  me  vine  in  brimming  nmi,' 
Cool  my  Up,  it  bi 
Sonn'd  by  the  meridian  fire. 
Panting,  langoid  I  expire. 
Give  me  all  thote  hoinid  floiren,^ 
Drop  them  o'er  my  brow  in  ihowem 
Scarce  B  breathing  chaplet  now 
fererijh  brow  j 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


The  vapoim,  vhicli  U  erening  weep. 
Are  beTenge  to  the  (welling  deep  | 
And  when  the  rocy  kld  ippew*. 
He  drloki  ihe  oceut's  miitf  lean. 

too  qiuiGl  her  pily  il 
Of  loitre,  from  the  solir  beam. 
Then,  hence  with  ill  jonr  lober  thinking  1 
Since  Nuuie's  bol;  Uw  a  drinking ; 
ni  nuke  Ihe  laws  of  oature  m 
And  pledge  Ihe  ui 


ODE  XXII. 
Tbe  Phrygian  rock,  that  bravM  the  atom, 
Wa*  once  a  weeping  mitroa'a  form ;  > 
And  Progoe,  hapleas,  ftmtie  nuud, 
la  now  a  twallow  in  Ihe  ihade. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


To  nun  ihe  gave,  in  that  proud  hour, 
Tbe  boon  of  bi«Uectn«l  power.* 
Tbeo,  what,  oh  vomul,  That,  for  the«, 
Was  left  in  Niture'i  traisnryP 
She  gave  ihee  btaatjr — mightier  fkr 
Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  war.* 
Nor  Et««l,  nor  fire  itself  hath  power 
Like  woman  in  her  conqnering  hour. 
Be  thoa  bat  &iT,  mankind  adore  thee. 
Smile,  and  a  world  is  weak  before  Iheel* 


Once  in  each  reTolTing  year. 
Gentle  bird!  we  find  thee  here. 
When  Nature  wean  her  tnnuner-Test, 
Than  com'st  to  weave  thy  simple  nest; 
But  when  the  chilling  winter  lowers, 
Again  thon  aeek'n  the  genisi  bowers 
Of  Memphis,  or  the  ihorel  of  Nile, 
Where  sunn j  hours  for  ever  smile. 
And  thus  thy  pinion  rests  and  roves, — 
Alas  I  unlike  the  swsrm  of  Love*, 
That  brood  within  this  hapless  bi 
ihange  their  nt 
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Still  efrery  jear,  and  all  the  year, 
They  ^  their  filled  dwelling  here; 
And  some  their  infimt  plomage  try. 
And  on  a  tender  winglet  fly; 
While  in  the  ahell,  impregn'd  with  fires, 
Still  Inik  a  thoBsand  more  desires; 
Some  from  their  tiny  prisons  peeping. 
And  some  in  formless  embryo  sleeping. 
Thns  peopled,  like  the  yemal  groTes, 
My  breast  resomids  with  warbling  Loves; 
One  nrchin  imps  the  other's  feather. 
Then  twin-desires  they  wing  together. 
And  fast  as  they  thus  take  their  flight. 
Still  other  nrchins  spring  to  light 
Bot  is  there  then  no  kindly  art, 
To  chase  these  Capids  from  my  heart; 
Ah,  no  I  I  fear,  in  sadness  fear. 
They  will  for  erer  nestle  here  I 


ODE  XXVL> 

Tht  harp  may  ung  of  Troy's  alarms, 
Or  tell  the  tale  of  Theban  arms  ; 
With  other  wars  my  song  shall  bom. 
For  other  woonds  my  harp  shall  moom. 
^Twas  not  the  crested  warrior's  dart. 
That  drank  the  current  of  my  heart ; 


OiAf*m  "it  wtytt  W06ctt  r*  yXu»v  iei*fv  ^fU. 
Hin  9tu  «^cdii|  >y*rT«r  tvtrri  rvxt(. 

Ot^T*,  mirtwrifftu  i'  tuB'  irm  trx***^- 
TU  Love  that  murmurs  in  my  breast. 

And  makes  me  shed  the  secret  tear  ; 
Nor  daj  nor  night  my  soul  hath  rest, 

For  night  and  day  his  voice  I  hear. 
A  wound  within  my  heart  I  find. 

And  oh  I  'tis  plain  where  Love  has  been ; 
For  still  be  leaves  a  wound  behind, 

Such  as  within  my  heart  is  seen. 
Oh.  bird  of  Love !  with  song  so  drear. 

Make  not  my  soul  the  nest  of  pain ; 
But,  let  the  wing  which  brought  thee  here, 

In  pity  waft  thee  hence  again  t 

>  **  The  German  poet  Us  has  imitated  this  ode.    Compare 
In  Wdsse  Schers.  Lleder,   Ub.  UL,  der  Soldat.**     Gail, 


>  N0 —  *ittMfrcm  eyti  ^liquid  blue 

A  kctt  qfqwuver'd  Cupids  flew  ;]  Longepierre  has  quoted 
■It  of  an  epigram  from  the  seventh  book  of  the  Anthologia, 
rUcfa  has  a  futcy  something  like  this. 

Archer  Love  I  though  slily  creephig. 
Well  I  know  where  thou  dost  lie  i 

I  saw  thee  through  the  curtain  peeping. 
That  fringes  Zeoophelia's  eye. 

TW  poets  abound  with  conceits  on  the  archery  of  the  eyes, 


Nor  naval  arms,  nor  mailed  steed. 
Have  made  this  vanqoish'd  bosom  bleed ; 
No — 'twas  from  eyes  of  liquid  bine, 
A  host  of  qoiyer'd  Capids  flew  ; 
And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  lies 
Beneath  that  army  of  the  eyes  I 


ODE  XXVIL* 

We  read  the  flying  courser's  name 
Upon  his  side,  in  marks  of  flame  ; 
And,  by  their' turban'd  brows  alone, 
The  warriors  of  the  East  are  known. 
But  in  the  lover's  glowing  eyes. 
The  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ;* 
Through  them  we  see  the  small  faint  mark. 
Where  Love  has  dropp'd  his  burning  spark ! 


ODE  XiVIH.s 
As,  by  his  Lemnian  forge's  flame. 
The  husband  of  the  Paphian  dame 
Moulded  the  glowing  steel,  to  form 
Arrows  for  Cupid,  thrilling  warm  ; 
And  Venus,  as  he  plied  his  art. 
Shed  honey  round  each  new-made  dart. 


but  few  have  turned  the  thought  so  naturally  as  Anacreon. 
Ronsard  gives  to  the  eyes  of  his  mistress  "  un  petit  camp 
d'amours." 

3  This  ode  forms  a  part  of  the  preceding  in  the  Vatican  MS., 
but  I  have  conformed  to  the  editions  in  translating  them  se< 
parately. 

"  Compare  with  this  (says  Degen)  the  poem  of  Ramler 
Walirxeichen  der  Liebe,  in  Lyr.  Blumenlese,  lib.  iv.  p.  313." 

<  But  in  the  lover* t  glowing  eye$, 

The  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ;]  "  We  cannot  see  into  the 
heart,"  says  Madame  Dacier.    But  the  lover  answers  — 

II  cor  nc  gli  occhi  et  ne  la  fronte  ho  scritto. 

M.  La  Fosse  has  given  the  following  lines,  as  enlarging  on 
the  thought  of  Anacreon :  — 

Lorsque  Je  vols  un  amant, 
II  cache  en  vain  son  tourment, 
A  le  trahir  tout  conspire, 
Sa  langueur,  son  embarras. 
Tout  ce  qu'il  peut  faire  ou  dire, 
Mtaie  ce  qu'il  ne  dit  pas. 

In  vain  the  lover  tries  to  veil 
The  flame  that  in  his  bosom  lies ; 

His  cheeks*  confusion  tells  the  tale. 
We  read  it  in  his  languid  eyes : 

And  while  his  words  the  heart  betray. 

His  silence  speaks  ev'n  more  than  they. 

5  This  ode  is  referred  to  by  La  Mothe  le  Vayer,  who,  I 
believe,  was  the  author  of  that  curious  little  work,  called 
"  Hexameron  Rustique."  He  makes  use  of  this,  as  well  as 
the  thirty-fifth,  in  his  ingenious  but  indelicate  explanation  of 
Homer's  Cave  of  the  Nymphs.  —  Joum6e  Quatridme. 
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While  LoTe,  at  hand,  to  finish  all, 

Tipp'd  every  arrow*8  point  with  gall ; » 

It  chanc'd  the  Lord  of  Battles  came 

To  visit  that  deep  cave  of  flame. 

'Twas  from  the  ranks  of  war  he  rosh'd 

His  spear  with  many  a  life-drop  blush'd  ; 

He  saw  the  fiery  darts,  and  smil*d 

Contemptuous  at  the  archer-child. 

"  What !  "  said  the  urchin,  '*dost  thou  smile? 

Here,  hold  this  little  dart  awhile, 

And  thou  wilt  find,  though  swift  of  flight, 

My  bolts  are  not  so  feathery  light" 

Mars  took  the  shaft — and,  oh,  thy  look, 
Sweet  Venus,  when  the  shaft  he  took !  — 
Sighing,  he  felt  the  urchin's  art, 
And  cried,  in  agony  of  heart, 
*'  It  is  not  light — I  sink  with  pain ! 
Take — take  thy  arrow  back  again." 
"  No,"  said  the  child,  "  it  must  not  be ; 
That  little  dart  was  made  for  thee ! " 

>  FTAOr  Lo9e,  at  hand,  loMUk  aU, 

Tipped  nery  arrow' t  point  with  gaU  ;]   Thus  Gandiaii : — 
Labuntur  gemini  fontec,  hie  dulcis,  amarui 
Alter,  et  infiuU  corrumplt  mella  Tosenis, 
Uode  Cupidineu  armavit  iamm  tagittas. 

In  Cyprus*  iile  two  rippling  fountaini  fall, 
And  one  with  honey  flowi,  and  one  with  gall ; 
In  these,  if  we  may  take  the  tale  from  fame. 
The  son  of  Venus  dips  his  darts  of  flame. 

See  Aldatus,  emblem  91.,  on  the  close  connection  which 
subsisU  between  sweeU  and  bitters.  "  Apes  ideo  pungunt 
(says  Petronius),  quia  ubi  dulce,  ibi  et  addum  invenies." 

The  allegorical  description  of  Cupid's  employment,  in 
Horace,  may  Tie  with  this  before  us  in  fancy,  though  not  in 
delicacy:  — 

ferus  et  Cuptdo 

Semper  ardeotes  acuens  sagittas 
Cote  cruenti. 

And  Cupid,  sharpening  all  his  fiery  darts, 
Upon  a  whetstone  stain'd  with  blood  of  hearts. 
Secundus  has  borrowed  this,  but  has  somewhat  softened  the 
image  by  the  omission  of  the  epithet  "  cruenti." 

Fallor  an  ardentes  acuebat  cote  sagittas  ?    Eleg.  1. 

s  Yei  —  loving  ig  a  painftd  IhriU, 

And  not  to  love  more  painful  MttUi  SfC.}    The  followipg 
Anacreontic,  addressed  by  Menage  to  Daniel  Huet,  enforces, 
with  much  grace,  the  **  necessity  of  loving : "  — 
IIi^i  rw  luf  ^Anr«/. 
n^H  Ilf  r{«v  A«»it>X«  'TirrM. 
Mi^«  d'ttvuM  ran  m04ian, 
Xttfirtn  ^uXh,  'Tim, 

4»Aftt)n  nf*»H  «*n(« 

T«  riMfW  rmt  Itt^ntrtuu, 

Ti  y  •fut  ytttr*  Ef«rr«r  ; 

Tlrtfvytrrtf  tif  Oku/jurf 

*  This  Un*  U  borrovad  flmn  an  aplffnunby  Alphmcof  Mityhncvhleh 
Mcfume,  1  think,  ujt  MmewlMrt  h*  wu  blmMlf  tiit  fint  to  pndooc  to 
thowoild:  — 


ODE  XXIX. 

Yes —  loving  is  a  painftil  thrill. 
And  not  to  love  more  painful  still ;  * 
But  oh,  it  is  the  worst  of  pain, 
To  love  and  not  be  lov'd  again  I 
Affection  now  has  fled  from  earth. 
Nor  fire  of  genius,  noble  birth. 
Nor  heavenly  virtue,  can  beguile 
From  beauty's  cheek  one  fiivonring  so 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  theme. 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  dream. 
Oh  I  never  be  that  wretch  forgiren  — 
Forgive  him  not,  indignant  heaven ! 
Whose  grovelling  eyes  could  first  ado 
.Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore 
Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 
Man  has  forgot  to  feel  for  man  ; 
The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead. 
And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled  I 
War  too  has  sullied  Nature's  charms. 
For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  arms : 

« 

KmrmMUfUprnK  mtM^u. 
B^»iut€  rtrnymvttn 
BiAur«  flcywfii. 
IIii^i  iMfMraif  4>«t«»« 

^iXuifUf  0uf,  'Ttm, 

Aitttats  it  k94if0inrs 
'Ayituf  l^mrttt  «ifun> 

4iX(i/»  tt  Mm  ^iirflai. 

Thou  I  of  tuneful  bards  the  first. 
Thou  !  by  all  the  Graces  nurst ; 
Friend  I  each  other  ftiend  above. 
Come  with  me,  and  learn  to  love. 
Loving  is  a  simple  lore. 
Graver  men  have  leam'd  before ; 
Nay,  the  boast  of  former  ages. 
Wisest  of  the  wisest  sages, 
Sophroniscus'  prudent  son, 
Was  by  love's  illusion  won. 
Oh  I  how  heavy  life  would  move. 
If  we  knew  not  how  to  love  I 
Love's  a  whetstone  to  the  mind ; 
Thus  'tis  pointed,  thus  refined. 
When  the  soul  dejected  lies. 
Love  can  wad  it  to  the  skies  ; 
When  in  languor  sleeps  the  heart. 
Love  can  wake  it  with  his  dart ; 
When  the  mind  Is  dull  and  dark. 
Love  can  light  it  with  his  spark  ! 
Come,  oh  !  come  then,  let  us  haste 
All  the  bliss  of  love  to  taste ; 
Let  us  love  both  night  and  day. 
Let  us  love  our  lives  away  ! 
And  when  hearts,  from  loving  ttee, 
(If  Indeed  such  hearts  there  be,) 
Frown  upon  our  gentle  flame. 
And  the  sweet  delusion  blame ; 
9  This  shall  be  my  only  curse, 
n^ould  I,  could  I  wish  them  worse  ?) 
May  they  ne'er  the  rapture  prove. 
Of  the  smile  from  lips  we  love  I 
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And  oh  I  the  wont  of  all  its  arts, 
It  rends  asunder  loTing  hearts. 


ODE  XXX.) 


'TwAS  in  a  mocking  dream  of  night — 
I  fimcied  I  had  wings  as  light 
As  a  joong  hird*s,  and  flew  as  fleet ; 
While  LoTe,  around  whose  beauteous  feet, 
I  knew  not  why,  hung  chains  of  lead. 
Pursued  me,  as  I  trembling  fled  ; 
And,  strange  to  say,  as  swift  as  thought, 
Spite  of  my  pinions,  I  was  caught ! 
What  does  the  wanton  Fancy  mean 
By  such  a  strange,  illusive  scene  ? 
I  fear  she  whispers  to  my  breast. 
That  yon,  sweet  maid,  have  stol'n  its  rest ; 
That  though  my  fimcy,  for  a  while, 
Hath  hung  on  many  a  woman's  smile, 
I  soon  dissoly'd  each  passing  vow, 
And  ne*er  was  caught  by  love  till  now ! 


)  Btrnet  tmaginet  tnm  this  allegory,  that  our  poet  married 
rcrj  late  In  life.  Bat  I  lee  nothing  in  the  ode  which  alludes 
»  naCrlmony,  except  it  be  the  lead  upon  the  feet  of  Cupid ; 
tad  I  agree  in  the  cqilnion  of  Bfadame  Dader,  in  her  life  of 
he  poet,  that  he  was  always  too  fond  of  pleasure  to  marry. 

*  The  design  of  this  little  fiction  is  to  intimate,  that  much 
greater  pain  attends  insensibility  than  can  ever  result  from 
he  tenderest  impressions  of  love.  Longepicrre  has  quoted  an 
incient  epigram  which  bears  some  similitude  to  this  ode :  — 

Lccto  compositus,  rix  prima  silcntia  noctis 

Carpebam,  et  somno  lumina  victa  dabam ; 
Com  me  uerut  Amor  prensum,  sursumque  capillis 

Excitatt  et  lacerum  pervigilare  Jubet. 
Tu  famulus  meus,  inquit,  ames  cum  mille  puellas, 

Solus  lo.  solus,  dure  jacere  potes  ? 
Exilio  et  pedibus  nudis,  tunicaque  soluta, 

Omne  iter  impedio.  nullum  iter  expedio. 
Nunc  propero,  nunc  ire  piget ;  rursumque  redire 

Pcrait<^t ;  et  pudor  est  stare  via  media. 
Ecce  tacent  roces  hominum,  strepitusque  feraruro, 

Et  volucrum  cantus,  turbaque  fida  canum. 
Solus  ego  ex  cunctis  paveo  somnumque  torumque, 

Et  sequor  imperium,  scve  Cupido,  tuum. 

Upon  my  couch  I  lay,  at  night  profound. 

My  languid  eyes  in  magic  slumber  bound. 

When  Cupid  came  and  snatch'd  mc  from  my  bed, 

And  forc'd  me  many  a  weary  way  to  tread. 

**  What !  (said  the  god)  sliall  you,  whose  vows  are  known 

Who  love  so  many  nymphs,  thus  sleep  alone  ?  " 

I  rise  and  follow  ;  all  the  night  I  stray, 

Unshelter'd,  trembling,  doubtful  of  my  way ; 

Tracing  with  naked  foot  the  painful  track, 

Loch  to  proceed,  yet  fearful  to  go  back. 

Yes,  at  that  hour,  when  Nature  seems  interr'd. 

Nor  warbling  birds,  nor  lowing  flocks  are  beard, 

I,  I  alone,  a  fugitive  from  rest. 

Passion  my  guide,  and  madness  in  my  bre^kT 

Wander  the  world  around,  unknowing  wliere. 

The  slave  of  love,  the  victim  of  despair  ! 


ODE  XXXI.s 

Abm'd  with  hyacinthine  rod, 
(Arms  enough  for  such  a  god,) 
Cupid  bade  me  wing  my  pace, 
And  try  with  him  the  rapid  race. 
0*er  many  a  torrent,  wild  and  deep, 
By  tangled  brake  and  pendent  steep. 
With  weary  foot  I  panting  flew, 
TiU  my  brow  dropped  with  chilly  dew.' 
And  now  my  soul,  exhausted,  dying. 
To  my  lip  was  faintly  flying  ;* 
And  now  I  thought  >the  spark  had  fled, 
When  Cupid  hover*d  o*er  my  head, 
And  fanning  light  his  breezy  pinion. 
Rescued  my  soul  from  death's  dominion  ;  ^ 
Then  said,  in  accents  half-reproving, 
**  Why  hast  thou  been  a  foe  to  loving  ?  ** 


ODE  XXXII.  • 


Strew  me  a  fragrant  bed  of  leaves. 
Where  lotus  with  the  myrtle  weaves  ; 


>  TiU  fny  brow  dropped  with  ehilljf  drv.]  I  have  followed 
those  who  read  vsifu*  iiftit  for  wu^tv  &ifH ;  the  former  if 
partly  aathorlsed  by  tlie  MS.  which  reads  wufif  D^. 

*  And  now  fny  ioul,  eskaustedt  d§fingt 

To  my  Up  wm  faintly  flffing  i  ^c]  In  the  original,  he 
says,  his  heart  flew  to  his  nose  ;  but  our  manner  more  natu« 
rally  transfers  it  to  the  lips.  Such  is  the  eflSect  that  Plato 
tells  us  he  felt  from  a  kiss,  in  a  distich  quoted  by  Aulus 
Gellius ;  — 

Whene'er  thy  nectar'd  Idss  I  sip. 
And  drink  thy  breath,  in  trance  divine. 

My  soul  then  flutters  to  my  lip, 
Ready  to  fly  and  mix  with  thine. 

Aulus  Gellius  subjoins  a  paraphrase  of  this  epigram,  in 
which  we  find  a  number  of  those  mignardites  of  expression, 
which  mark  the  effiemination  of  the  Latin  language. 

^  And  fanning  light  his  breezy  pinion^ 
Rescued  my  soul  from  death's  dominion  ;]  "  The  facility 
with  which  Cupid  recovers  him,  signifies  that  the  sweets  of 
love  make  us  easily  forget  any  solicitudes  which  he  may 
occasion."  —  La  Fosse. 

*  We  here  have  the  poet,  in  his  true  attributes,  reclining 
upon  myrtles,  with  Cupid  for  his  cup-bearer.  Some  inter- 
preters have  ruined  the  picture  by  making  F^^  the  name  of 
his  slave.  None  but  Love  should  fill  the  goblet  of  Anacreon. 
Sappho,  in  one  of  her  fragments,  has  assigned  this  office  to 
Venus.  £xdt,  Kur^i,  j(jfvr%uuen  %t  mvXtMwrtr  iZ^tte  rvfA/M- 
fjuyfMfn  3-«AiC4ri  »E«r«f  Mri^fur*  rmtruri  rts  irm^tf  tfjutt 
yt  »tu  rtt(. 

Wliich  may  be  thus  paraphrased :  — 

Hither,  Venus,  queen  of  kisses, 
•         This  shall  be  the  night  of  blis»<>s  ; 
This  the  night,  to  friendship  dear, 
Thou  Shalt  be  our  Hebe  here. 
Fill  the  golden  brimmer  high. 
Let  it  sparkle  like  thine  eye  ; 


MOORE'S  WOEIS. 


e  in  loxuTf 's  dream  I  link, 
le  balm  of  Bocchog  drink  1 
ft  hoar  of  reireliy 
'e  shall  my  atteDdint  be  — 
he  task,  with  tanic  roond 
S  Deck  and  ■hooldere  boond, 
Jl  hover  by  my  side, 
^r  the  tscy  tide  1 

Bit  u  wheels  that  kindling  rail, 
Ha  hurrying  to  the  goal ; 
fdott,  to  feed  Ihe  wind, 
a  'twill  leaie  behind. 

£  the  rou's  bloom 
I  cold,  iniCTUate  lomb  ? 

7  brecie,  or  odour's  breath, 
t  nill,  cold  sense  of  death  ? 
ik  no  balm  to  sleep 

rs  my  bed  of  sleep  : 
eierj  palse  is  glowing, 
e  breathe  the  balsani  flowing  i 
le  rose,  with  blush  of  6re, 

t  the  nymph  whose  eye  hath  power 
~  't  cold  hour. 
Jdl  ere  my  shade  retire, 
■ic  blest  elystan  choir, 

icial  cheer, 


luoaD  of  night,  vhea  round  the  pole 
Bear  is  seen  to  roll  i 
s,  wearied  with  the  day, 
Imbering  all  their  cares  away  i 
Int,  at  that  dreary  hour, 
iping  to  my  silent  bower, 
d  me  with  a  pileoos  prayer, 
him  from  the  midnight  air. 
10  art  thou,"  I  waking  cry, 
id'st  my  blisBfiil  visions  fly  ?"> 


"  Ah,  gentle  vie  I "  the  in&nt  uH, 
"  In  pity  take  ma  to  thy  ihed  i 
Nor  fear  deceit :  a  londy  child 
I  wander  o'er  Ihe  gloomy  wild. 
dull  drops  the  rain,  and  not  a  ray 
Illumes  the  drear  and  misty  way  1 " 

T  heard  the  baby's  tale  of  woe  ; 
1  heard  the  bitter  night-winds  blow ; 
And  sighing  fbr  his  piteous  &te, 
I  trimm'd  my  lamp  and  op'd  the  gate. 
'Twas  Love  I  the  little  wand'ring  sprite^  > 
His  pinion  sparkled  throogh  the  night. 
I  knew  h'TTi  by  his  bow  and  dart ; 
I  knew  him  by  my  flatteiing  heart- 
Fondly  I  lake  him  in,  and  rv« 
The  dying  embers'  cheering  blaie  ; 

The  crystals  of  the  fVeeiing  air. 
And  in  my  hand  and  bosom  hold 
His  little  fingen  thrilUng  cold. 

And  now  the  embers'  genial  raj 
Had  wBim'd  his  anxion*  f^ara  away ; 
"  I  pray  thee,"  said  Ihe  wanton  child, 
(My  bowm  trembled  as  he  smii'd,) 
"  I  pray  thee  let  me  try  my  bow. 
For  through  the  rain  I've  wander'd  ao^ 
That  much  I  fear,  the  midnight  shower 
Has  injur'd  its  elastic  power." 
The  &lal  bow  the  urchin  drew  t 
Switt  from  the  string  Ihe  arrow  flew  ; 
As  swiftly  flew  as  glancing  flame. 
And  to  my  inmost  spirit  came  I 
"  Fare  thee  well,"  I  heard  him  aay. 
As  laughing  wild  he  wing'd  away  i 
"  Fare  thee  well,  for  now  I  know 
The  r^  has  not  relai'd  my  bow ; 
It  stiti  can  send  a  thrilling  dart. 
As  tboD  sbalt  own  with  all  thy  heart  I ' 


••  TtmiarilmgtUnflilriilmiJIgf']   AncrHBat 

'  'IV«  LoK  I  iiii  uau  uwniTrAw  ijiHt,  it,]    Sea  ■•■ 
bauitIM  deicilpUoo  of  Capld,  b]  Motdim,  la  bb  BiM  i^l 
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iwsk'd —  with  vugn  wild 
svsk'd,  and  tXang  the  child. 
bd  piteoni  are  hu  cries  ; 
u  qai«k  he  miu,  he  fliei ; 
iCher  1  —  I  un  vonnded  throngli  — 
Ihh  pun — ID  sooth  1  dol 

le  little  angry  thing, 
krpeat  on  it  tmy  ving — 

le  spoke,  and  she  the  while 

n  wiUi  B.  SDOthing  smile ; 

1,  "  My  infknt.  if  to  much 

l^cl  the  little  wUd-bee'e  touch. 

It  the  heart,  oh,  Cupid  I  he, 

Ipleas  heart  that's  stung  by  thee  I  " 


d  gold  posBesa'd  the  power 
;'b  too  fieetiug  hour, 
Ihase  from  the  hand  of  death 

|jnld  lore  the  precious  ore ! 
hour  should  swell  my  store  j 


.UiIDtaUkcWiCjrpri. 

>de  tfn  Cupl*  bluih  . 

nMMh«nUniil»j, 

twullD^DBbrbl'i 

rtnna  uid  thy  lo.elj  n 

PMnis,«r(ioinLe»eb 

UkT^vCrorth 

Copprldoil  PiDilEri. 

In  der  Poel.  Blumenl.,  GotUng.  1 


That  when  Death  cvne,  with  ghadovj  [diij 
To  waft  me  to  his  bleak  dominion,  < 
I  might,  by  bribes,  my  doom  delsy. 
And  bid  him  call  some  diitanl  day. 
But,  since,  not  all  earth's  golden  More 
Can  hny  for  as  one  hright  hoar  more. 
Why  ibonld  we  Tainly  motm  onr  EUe, 
Or  sigh  at  life's  oneerlain  date  ? 
Nor  wealth  nor  grandeur  can  illmn« 
The  silent  midnight  of  the  lomb. 
No — give  to  others  hoarded  treasnrei — 
Mine  be  the  brilliant  roond  of  pleainrea ; 
The  goblet  rich,  the  board  of  b'ieDdt, 
Whose  social  souls  the  goblet  blends ;  > 
And  mine,  while  yet  Fts  life  to  live, 
Thoae  joys  that  love  alone  can  gire. 


ODE  XXZVIt.* 
'TwAB  night,  and  many  a  circling  bowl 
Had  deeply  warm'd  my  thirsty  tool ; 
As  lull'd  in  slumber  I  was  lud. 
Bright  visions  o'er  my  &ncj  play'd. 
With  maidens,  blooming  as  the  dawn, 
I  seem'd  to  skim  the  opening  lawn  ; 

)ri,  *ba  in  h  food  of  dltpullog  "  de  Unk  caprinl,"  brnt 
r  biuj-  QD  the  aathorltj  al  tha  phrufl  jp'  «,  ^A^a 

AmsnltiiEi  LlurirLr,  ni  almdr 
ID  tcldom  luggeiu  u 
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Light,  on  tiptoe  bath'd  in  dew. 
We  flew,  and  sported  u  we  flew! 

Some  rnddy  striplings  who  look*d  on — • 
With  cheeks,  that  like  the  wine-god*8  shone, 
Saw  me  channg,  free  and  wild. 
These  Uooming  maids,  and  slyly  smil'd; 
Smil*d  indeed  with  wanton  glee, 
ThoQgh  none  could  doubt  they  envied  me. 
And  still  I  flew — and  now  had  caught 
The  panting  nymphs,  and  fondly  thought 
To  gather  from  each  rosy  lip 
A  kiss  that  Jotc  himself  might  sip — 
When  sudden  all  my  dream  of  joys. 
Blushing  nymphs  and  laughing  boys, 
AU  were  gone!  1 —*"  Ah»r  I  said. 
Sighing  for  th*  illusion  fled, 
**  Again,  sweet  sleep,  that  scene  restore, 
Oh !  let  me  dream  it  o'er  and  o'er !"  < 


ODE  XXXVIII.3 

Let  us  drain  the  nectar'd  bowl. 
Let  us  raise  the  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell; 
The  god  who  taught  the  sons  of  earth 
To  thrid  the  tangled  dance  of  mirth; 
Him,  who  was  nurs'd  with  infant  Love, 
And  cradled  in  the  Paphian  grove; 
Him,  that  the  snowy  Queen  of  Charms 
So  oft  has  fondled  in  her  arms.^ 


1  WUnmddm  all  mg  dream  qf Joys, 
BbuUmg  nf/mphs  and.  latching  boys, 
JU  tpere  gome!']    "  Nonnut  lajrs  of  Bacchus,  almost  in 
Im  wme  word*  that  Anacreon  uie*.— 

Eyf»iM90<  3i 
IlcftfifW  mtm  iMixn^t  *^  ii6ikt¥  mvStf  imuuf.'* 
Waking,  h«  lost  the  phantom's  charms, 
The  DTinph  had  Csded  from  his  arms ; 
Again  to  slumber  he  essay'd, 
Again  to  clasp  the  shadowy  maid.        Lonoepibrxb. 

s  "  Jgaim,  tweet  sleep,  that  scene  restore. 

Ok!  lettnedreamito*erando'erI"]  Doctor  Johnson, in 
b  prefiMC  to  Shakspeare,  animadverting  upon  the  commen- 
MUm  of  that  poet,  who  pretended,  in  every  little  coincidence 
flboa^t.  to  detect  an  imitation  of  some  ancient  poet,  alludes 
I  the  fallowing  words  to  the  line  of  Anacreon  before  us :  —  "  I 
ten  been  told  that  when  Caliban,  after  a  pleasing  dream,  says, 
I  cried  to  sleep  again,'  the  author  imitates  Anacreon,  who 
•d,  Uke  any  other  man,  the  same  wish  on  the  same  occasion/' 
>  **  Compare  with  this  beautiful  ode  to  Bacchus  the  verses 
r  Hagedom,  lib.  v. '  das  GesellschaflUche ; '  and  of  Burger, 
M,tKC.&cr^D€gen. 

«  J7fin,  tkai  the  snowy  Qsmvis  qf  Charms 
8a  <fi  has  fondled  in  her  arms.]    Robertellus,  upon  the 
lam  of  Catullus,  mentions  an  ingenious  derivation  of 
the  name  of  Venus,  leufn  «w  xivfciv  rtvr  ti»tv»t. 


Oh  'tis  from  him  the  transport  flows, 
Which  sweet  intoxication  knows ; 
With  him,  the  brow  forgets  its  gloom. 
And  brilliant  graces  learn  to  bloom. 

Behold !  — my  boys  a  goblet  bear. 
Whose  sparkling  foam  lights  up  the  air. 
Where  are  now  the  tear,  the  sigh  ? 
To  the  winds  they  fly,  they  fly  I 
Grasp  the  bowl ;  in  nectar  sinking  I 
Man  of  sorrow,  drown  thy  thinking  I 
Say,  can  the  tears  we  lend  to  thought 
In  life's  account  avail  us  aught? 
Can  we  discern  with  all  our  lore, 
The  path  we've  yet  to  journey  o'er  ? 
Alas,  alas,  in  ways  so  dark, 
'Tis  only  wine  can  strike  a  spark  I  * 
Then  let  me  quaflf  the  foamy  tide, 
And  through  the  dance  meandering  glide  ; 
Let  me  imbibe  the  spicy  breath 
Of  odours  chaf 'd  to  fragrant  death; 
Or  from  the  lips  of  love  inhale 
A  more  ambrosial,  richer  gale  I 
To  hearts  that  court  the  phantom  Care, 
Let  him  retire  and  shroud  him  there ; 
While  we  exhaust  the  nectar'd  bowl. 
And  swell  the  choral  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell ! 


which  seems  to  hint  that  "  Love's  fairy  favours  are  lost,  when 
not  concealed." 

^  Alas,  alas,  in  trays  so  dark, 
*Tis  only  wine  can  strike  a  spark!]  The  brevity  of  life 
allows  arguments  for  the  voluptuary  as  well  as  the  moralist. 
Among  many  parallel  passages  which  Longepierre  has  ad- 
duced, I  shsJl  content  myself  with  this  epigram  fh)m  the 
Anthologia. 

"EXxttfAtt,  xuki»ate  /Mi^nttf  m^tLfjkitt. 

'Ptutf  i  x<u(«irrwv  im  fittf-  urat  rm  Xtiwct 

Tfi^af  xatXvm,  ttcu  t»  nXn  ^attmrf- 

Of  which  the  following  is  a  paraphrase :  — 

Let's  fly,  ray  love,  from  noonday's  beam. 
To  plunge  us  in  yon  cooling  stream  ; 
Then,  hastening  to  the  festal  bower. 
We'll  pass  in  mirth  the  evening  hour  ; 
'Tis  thus  our  age  of  bliss  shall  fly. 
As  sweet,  though  passing  as  that  sigh. 
Which  seems  to  whisper  o'er  your  lip, 
"  Come,  while  you  may,  of  rapture  sip." 
For  age  will  steal  the  graceful  form. 
Will  chill  the  pulse,  while  throbbing  warm  ; 
And  death— alas  !  that  hearts,  which  thrill 
Like  youn  and  mine,  should  e'er  be  still ! 


MOOSE'S 

WORKS. 

ni  gather  Joy'a  limiriaiit  flowers. 

ODE  XXSIX. 

And  gild  with  bUss  my  fading  hours  i 

■  I  Icne  the  festiTe  boy, 

Bacchos  shall  bid  my  winter  bloom. 

>ping  throngh  the  dance  of  joyi 

And  Venus  danee  me  to  th«  tomb  1 1 

I  love  the  DtelloT  rage. 

ing through  the  veUoTagel 

whene'er  tttii  man  of  yean 

le  dvu!e  of  joy  ippeara. 

ODE  XLI. 

n  may  o'er  hi.  head  be  flung. 

Wbem  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  scene. 

hii  bean— hU  heait  is  young.  < 

How  Bwcei  to  walk  the  velvet  green. 

And  bear  the  west  wbd's  gentle  sight. 

As  o'er  the  scenled  mead  it  flies  1 

How  sweet  lo  mark  the  pouting  vine. 

ODE  XL. 

Ready  to  burst  in  tears  of  wine  ; 

t  that  Heaven  hath  sent  me  here 

And  wiib  some  roaid,  who  breathei  but  love. 

1  thii  mortal  life's  career  ; 

To  walk,  at  noontide,  throog-h  the  grore,  • 

«net  which  1  have  journey'd  o'er, 

Or  ail  in  tome  cool,  green  recess  — 

nomore— ahul  no  more; 

Ob,  is  not  this  true  happineas  ? 

1  the  pMh  Fve  yet  to  go. 

BT  know  nor  ask  to  know. 

then,  vizard  Care,  nor  think 

turn  mimd  thie  sool  to  Unk  ; 

ODE  KLll.i 

can  heart  thai  feeli  with  me 

Ym.  he  the  glorious  revel  mine. 

d  to  be  a  slave  to  thee  I  * 

Where  humour  sparkles  from  [he  wine. 

1 !  before  the  vita!  thrill. 

Around  me,  let  Ibe  yonthfnl  choir 

trembles  at  my  hesn.  is  still, 

Respond  to  my  enlivening  lyre  ; 

^o'n-*i>*f»(»t;1«,. 

m-M,*r<,rU.r„unf.]    Silnt  Firln  mik« 

ihlpe«pfraDiil«t™b, 

icUoD  In  s  idhdM  lo  i  roung  gtrl. 

luu™  »B  ™j- «-«......  "Me»  (.  ?««. 

h)i  Men  rgue  )«  dHtlnCu 

TtalilMianoftlnlirolIuiig, 

AQd  Itom  mr  gn»t  I  illU  ihall  er^, 

"  Drink,  irorul,  drink,  while  time  U  loaof. 

eitlrun.rtn'nlqu.dujour. 
Ualrli.queJ<i.du>.l>i>E. 

En  death  hu  made  th»  cold  ai  1." 

"immmrt^tnbmn  uld- 

To  iea».  01  nocMUr,  »r<W(*  Uagmt.^  Thua  Honoi- 

md  tlm  huTt  vhI  nal  the  brav. 

QuldbalKimiui.illlui 

lon-i  ■  child :  and  Ihnii  unit  uf 

And  doei  Ihfra  thcD  nnnaln  tiqt  Uda. 

he  ■••  bom  the  len  day 

A«r«  Uul/rd,  •i-IH  mi 

A<,d.»l.mef™n»r«lt,-,j? 

■  The  ctiaracMr  of  A  nacieoD  li  hen  Tar;  ilriUiuli  dapkad 

Ik,  AnltaolDiIt.  oa  saounl  of  th>  .MilluHt;  of 

«™th.  uni^e  and  endnrliw.     Amoac  U»  epl(n»  Hi- 

t,  ud  inaj  UODB  for  lu  intJiuloa, 

1  »  TWH  jW>*  XXt-X-  "•  *-«■■  ■*(*■ 

od.:  — 

NK'i>....»-.Ci"™*^''l^ 

On  f-Ao,  ;i  ann(">«a  ■!»  UMnniCn, 

■It>  Hops  I  ■  lul  idJeu. 

charm  that  once  begnird  !■  o'er. 

1  harg  r«ch'd  mj  dBlln'd  iban. 

Wlien  lo  Ihe  Up  tht  brimming  cup  Ii  pnil. 

And  bearU  a»  all  aOoat  upon  lU  itnara. 

noK  bMta^  urn*  lapitr  hoaili. 

Then  banl.h  (Von.  ^a^  board  Ui'  m.poU.b-d  fOMt. 

rn  will  (Ril1>  at  thUr  Hdlntaig. 

Who  naUri  the  rejui  of  war  hii  barbmu  ibm*. 

Uh7  .ball  >»]<  al  rDur  decelilDi  f 

Bnt  brin,  Ih.  nun.  .ho  o'er  hli  goblM  <m>.tl« 

^tM^voMn-M^o, 

The  Miu*'.  launl  wllh  Ihs  Cjprtan  Bowk-  i 

Oh  1  (rt-  m„  him,  <h0K  »u)  6.pu..lte  brwhaa 

epiuph,  ■nnai  upoo  oar  poX  bj  luUui.  to 

J 

— 
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And  while  the  red  cap  fbanu  along, 
Mmgle  in  ■oal  as  well  as  song. 
Then,  while  I  nt,  with  flowret's  crown'd. 
To  regulate  the  goblet's  round. 
Let  but  the  nymph,  our  banquet's  pride. 
Be  seated  muling  by  my  side. 
And  earth  has  not  a  gift  or  power 
That  I  would  envy,  in  that  liour. 
Enyy  I  — oh  nerer  let  its  blight 
Touch  the  gay  hearts  met  here  to-night 
Far  hence  be  slander's  sidelong  wounds, 
Nor  harsh  dispute,  nor  discord's  sounds 
Disturb  a  scene,  where  all  should  be 
Attuned  to  peace  and  harmony. 

Come,  let  us  hear  the  harp's  gay  note 
Upon  the  breeze  inspiring  float. 
While  round  us,  kindling  into  lore, 
Toung  maidens  through  the  light  dance  move. 
Thus  blest  with  mirth,  and  love,  and  peace. 
Sure  such  a  life  should  never  cease ! 


ODE  XLIII. 


Wmus  our  rosy  fillets  shed 
Freshness  o'er  each  fervid  head. 
With  many  a  cup  and  many  a  smile 
The  festal  moments  we  beguile. 
And  while  the  harp,  impassioned,  flings 
Tuneful  raptures  from  its  strings,  * 


1  A»d  wkOe  the  harp,  fmpassion'd^Jlingt 
Tmmefid  rmptttrtfmm  its  stringM,  ifc.}  Respecting  the  bar- 
biCoD  a  host  of  authorities  may  be  coUected,which,after  ail,  leave 
M  ifDorant  of  the  nature  of  the  initrument.  There  is  scarcely 
any  point  upon  which  we  are  so  totally  uninformed  as  the 
laasic  of  the  ancients.  The  authors*  extant  upon  the  sub- 
ject are,  1  imagine,  little  understood ;  and  certainly  if  one  of 
tiwir  moods  was  a  progression  by  quarter-tones,  which  we 
are  told  waa  the  nature  of  the  enharmonic  scale,  simplicity 
wm  bf  no  means  the  characteristic  of  their  melody ;  for  this 
it  a  nlectj  of  profresakm,  of  which  modem  music  is  not  sus- 


The  linrentlon  of  the  barbiton  is,  by  Athencus,  attributed 
toAnarrean.  See  his  fourth  twok,  where  it  is  called  r«  iu(1!am» 
Neanthes  of  Cysictu,  as  quoted  by  Gyral- 
ame.    Vide  Chabot,  in  Horat.  on  the  words 
barWtoD,**  in  the  first  ode. 


•  Amdok,  ike  mimeu  in  kit  sigh, 
A*  •"er  kit  Up  the  aeeentt  die  I]  Longepierre  has  quoted 
D  epigiam  Cram  the  Anthologia :  — 

HftMTmf  tarn  V*  ^vuk  r»  ym^  rrttm  nura^^f  irrc/. 
Vm  fttikm  TV  ftXiif»m,  wtkyt  rtt  iftrv»  ncMB«r. 


Some  airy  nymph,  with  graceftd  bound, 
Keeps  measure  to  the  music's  sound ; 
Waving,  in  her  snowy  hand, 
The  leafy  Bacchanalian  wand. 
Which,  as  the  tripping  wanton  flies, 
Trembles  all  over  to  her  sighs. 
A  youth  the  while,  with  loosen'd  hair. 
Floating  on  the  listless  air. 
Sings,  to  the  wild  harp's  tender  tone, 
A  tale  of  woes,  alas,  his  own ; 
And  oh,  the  sadness  in  his  sigh. 
As  o'er  his  lip  the  accents  die  I  ^ 
Never  sure  on  earth  has  been 
Half  so  bright,  so  blest  a  scene. 
It  seems  as  Love  himself  had  come 
To  make  this  spot  his  chosen  home ;—  ^ 
And  Venus,  too,  with  all  her  wiles. 
And  Bacchus,  shedding  rosy  smiles, 
All,  all  are  here,  to  hail  wiUi  me 
The  Genius  of  Festivity !  < 


ODE  XLIV.s 


Of  wUcb  tbs  foOovlDg  paraphrase  may  gire  some  idea :  ~ 


CaOKMibyMcibomlnt. 


Buds  of  roses,  virgin  flowers, 
Cull'd  from  Cupid's  balmy  bowers, 
In  the  bowl  of  Bacchus  steep, 
Till  with  crimson  drops  they  weep. 
Twine  the  rose,  the  garland  twine, 
Every  leaf  distilling  wine  ; 
Drink  and  smile,  and  learn  to  think 
That  we  were  bom  to  smile  and  drink. 


The  kiss  that  she  left  on  my  lip. 
Like  a  dew-drop  shall  lingering  lie ; 

*Twas  nectar  she  gave  me  to  sip, 
'Twas  nectar  I  drank  in  her  sigh. 

From  the  moment  she  printed  that  kiss, 

Nor  reason,  nor  rest  has  been  mine ; 
My  whole  soul  has  been  drunk  with  the  bliss, 
And  feels  a  delirium  divine ! 
3  It  teemt  at  Love  kinueifkad  come 
To  make  thit  spot  kit  ckoten  kome  ;  — ]  The  introduction 
of  these  deities  to  the  festival  is  merely  allegorical    Madame 
Dacier  thinks  that  the  poet  describes  a  masquerade,  where 
these  deities  were  personated  by  the  company  in  masks.  The 
translation  will  conform  with  either  idea. 

<  AU,  all  are  kere^  to  kail  vitk  me 
Tke  Geniut  qf  Festivity  I  ^    Kmf*4t,  the  deity  or  genius  of 
mirth.    Philostratus,  in  the  third  of  his  pictures,  gives  a  very 
lively  description  of  this  god. 

^  This  spirited  poem  is  a  eulogy  on  the  rose ;  and  again,  in 
the  fifty-fifth  ode,  we  shall  find  our  author  rich  in  the  praises 
of  that  flower.  In  a  fragment  of  Sappho,  in  the  romance  of 
Achilles  Tatius,  to  which  Barnes  refers  us,  the  rose  is  fanci* 
fully  styled  "  the  eye  of  flowers ;  '*  and  the  same  poetess.  In 
another  fragment,  calls  the  favours  of  the  Muse  "  the  roses  of 
Pieria.**    See  the  notes  on  the  fifty-fifth  ode. 

"  Compare  with  this  ode  (says  the  German  annotator)  the 
beautiful  ode  of  Us, '  die  Rose.*  '* 


■ 

MOORE'S  WORKS. 

LOU  art  the  sweeten  flower 

BqI  wisely  qnaff  the  rosy  wave. 

er  draok  the  wnber  shower  i 

Which  Bacchus  love«,  which  B««cbus  gare ; 

^^^^^^H 

hou  art  the  Ibndert  child 

And  in  the  goble^  rich  and  deep, 

^^^^^^H 

pled  SpriDg,  the  wood-nyniph  wild. 

Cnuile  our  crying  woes  to  sleep. 

^^^^^^H 

e  Qods,  who  wnlk  the  sky, 

^^^^^^H 

oroiw  of  Ihy  Mealed  >igh. 

too,  in  Piphisn  ahadcs. 

T  with  rosy  fiHel  bnuds. 

^^^^^H 

-ilh  the  bluihing,  sirter  Grecei. 

BEBOI.D,  the  young,  the  rosy  Spring, 

nIOD  winding  daoce  he  trocf  e.  ' 

Gives  to  the  hreeie  her  scented  wing; 

^^^^^^H 

ring  me,  showen  of  roses  bring, 

While  virgin  Graces,  warm  with  May, 

^^^^^^H 

ed  them  o'er  me  while  I  sing. 

Fling  naes  o'er  her  dewy  way. ' 

^^^^^^H 

e,  great  Bacehos,  round  thy  ihrine. 

The  murmuring  biUows  of  the  deep 

iag  my  brow  with  rose  and  Tine, 

Have  langoiah'd  into  eilent  sleep  ;  * 

^^^^^^H 

orae  bright  nymph  throogh  the  dance,* 

And  mark  I  the  fliiiing  sea-birda  Uve 

^^^1 

ngling  soul  with  every  glance. 

Thi'ir  plumes  in  the  reSe«ting  wave ; 
While  cranea  from  hoary  winter  fiy 

^^^1 

To  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 
Now  the  genial  sur  of  day 

^^^H 

ODE  XLV. 

IHMolves  the  mnrky  clouds  away; 
And  cultur'd  Getd,  and  winding  stream,' 

^^^^^^H 

N  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

Are  freshly  glittering  in  hii  beam. 

all  my  woes  to  sleep. 

^^^^^^H 

onld  we  breathe  the  ligh  of  fear. 

Now  the  earth  prolific  swelli 

With  leafy  buds  and  flowery  belUj 

^^^^^^H 

Ih  wiU  never  heed  the  sigh. 

Gemming  shoots  the  oUve  twine. 

^^^^^^H 

ften  at  the  tearful  eye  ; 

Clusters  ripe  festoon  the  vine  ; 

^^^^^^H 

cs  thai  spBikle,  eyes  that  weep. 

All  along  Ibe  branches  creeping. 

^^^^^^H 

1  aUke  be  aeal'd  in  sleep. 

Through  the  velvet  foliage  peeping. 

1  U5  never  vainly  stray. 

LilUe  in&nt  fruiU  we  see,        - 

^^^H 

h  of  Ihorns,  from  pleasure's  way  i  ' 

Nursing  into  luxury. 

^^^^^1 

(*r  «»*(■«,  rttr  Ormri. 

There  li  4  ilmple  and  pMlcal  deiciiptlni  at  Sprint.  <■ 

■  irj«(;«»rfflii«»f/rDtM,)    "TbIllFMlWta 

CaluUui-i  beautimi  Cuwcll  to  Bllhpill.     Cam.  M 

^^^H 

S  ollb  tbn  GruM.  li  almott  pKuUir  to  Am- 

■atorillenifler  ha  had  n>tun»d  from  Athena,  to  aelll>  bi 

^H 

r  bHfU  .^rwpj  ltr«f*  Hi  .Cmv,  *c.1    TTie 
i™.  which  h.  girn  to  U>e  n:fD.ph,  11  Uxenll/ 

bli  paletnal  ml  at  Tmiii  where,  <d  i  lUUeTllla  a>  nine 

nrrrrriHiihUtail. 

^  U^nu.  fr^-i  pl^a.yTc:  1^  1  i<:.]    1  h.« 

faraii  ■  pleulni  aiiodalton.  which  miden  the  poem  mart 

rcKl  w  comcj  Ihs  meaning  of  n  ti  n>  0,>, 

^^^^^H 

e  Che  »1,  ruor  dflla  Ilndl 

wiUilt.    3«  Cheireau.  (Eumi  MtUei. 

Drl  piBcert  ilnil  c  pullli. 

"  Compare  with  Ihli  ode  (lafi  Degen)  the  irraei  o( 

Haprdom,  hoolc  fourth,  -A^c  Frtihlliig.'  bhI  IxxA  «IU..  '4at 

M.I.'" 

>  mik  -rirgii  Oracfl.  u'arm  tW  Ma,, 

he  p«ch-work  of  loniii  mlimblBTFnigcuor. 

R.M"«r.o'fT«n-*;BT,wai..]  D.  Puiw  re.*.,  X.p«, 

ndemnith*  whole  odn.    It  jipp«ri  to  me.  on 

ft>*  Ofwri.,  ■■  Ihe  toipi  dliplaj  tbrlr  grac«.-'    Thia  la  mX 

uiurUnl  Imigiry.  The  ibcuptneu  of  lit  nx 

aaa,  to  the  taildocH  of  which  Rogaler  baa  latber  MtOlaimir 

1  •trlkinK  and  ■plritfd,  uid  hu  b»n  Imlutad 

oblecled. 

^^^^^^H 

Thr  Horace:  — 

del  D(  alu  itel  aire  ciDdldun 

H,Ml,mgM,-U-diM,..len,^rq.itc.l  II  huli«n)<Mt> 

^^H 

i{>ii  ■■  the  work!  or  meo  ■■  (n;>  Bailer),  he  neaiu  OOm. 

^^^1 

o>r  the  d,w  of  joa  htgh  eulen  hUl. 

oflheiun. 

^1 

^^fc. 
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ODE  XLVII. 

*Ti8  trae,  mj  fiiding  yean  decline, 
Yet  can  I  quaff  the  brimming  wine, 
As  deep  as  any  stripling  fair. 
Whose  cheeks  the  flush  of  morning  wear ; 
And  if;  amidst  the  wanton  crew, 
Tin  call*d  to  wind  the  dance's  clue, 
Then  shalt  thou  see  this  vigorous  hand. 
Not  fidtering  on  the  Bacchant's  wand, 
But  brandishing  a  rosy  flask,  i 
The  only  thyrsus  e*er  111  ask !  « 

Let  those,  who  pant  for  Glory's  charms. 
Embrace  her  in  the  field  of  arms  ; 
While  my  inglorious,  placid  soul 
Breathes  not  a  wish  beyond  this  bowl. 
Then  fill  it  high,  my  ruddy  slaye. 
And  bathe  me  in  its  brimming  wave. 
For  though  my  fading  years  decay. 
Though  manhood's  prime  hath  pass*d  away. 
Like  old  Silenus,  sire  divine. 
With  blushes  borrow'd  from  my  wine, 
ni  wanton  *mid  the  dancing  train. 
And  live  my  follies  o'er  again ! 


ODE  XLVIII. 


Wheh  my  thirsty  soul  I  steep, 
Every  sorrow's  lull'd  to  sleep. 
Talk  of  monarchs  !  I  am  then 
Richest,  happiest,  first  of  men ; 
Careless  o'er  my  cup  I  sing. 
Fancy  makes  me  more  than  king ; 
Gives  me  wealthy  Croesus'  store. 
Can  I,  can  I  wish  for  more  ? 


On  my  velvet  couch  reclining, 
Ivy  leaves  my  brow  entwining, ' 
While  my  soul  expands  with  glee, 
What  are  kings  and  crowns  to  me  ? 
If  before  my  feet  they  lay, 
I  would  spurn  them  all  away ! 
Arm  ye,  arm  ye,  men  of  might, 
Hasten  to  the  sanguine  fight ;  * 
But  let  mc,  my  budding  vine  I 
Spill  no  other  blood  than  thine. 
Yonder  brimming  goblet  see. 
That  alone  shall  vanquish  me  — 
Who  think  it  better,  wiser  far 
To  fidl  in  banquet  than  in  war. 


ODE  XLIX.» 


When  Bacchus,  Jove's  immortal  boy, 

The  rosy  harbinger  of  joy. 

Who,  with  the  sunshine  of  the  bowl. 

Thaws  the  winter  of  our  soul —  ^ 

When  to  my  inmost  core  he  glides. 

And  bathes  it  with  his  ruby  tides, 

A  flow  of  joy,  a  lively  heat. 

Fires  my  brain,  and  wings  my  feet. 

Calling  up  round  me  visions  known 

To  lovers  of  the  bowl  alone. 

Sing,  sing  of  love,  let  music's  sound 
In  melting  cadence  float  around, 
AVbile,  my  young  Venus,  thou  and  I 
Responsive  to  its  murmurs  sigh. 
Then,  waking  from  our  blissful  trance. 
Again  we'll  sport,  again  we'll  dance. 


*  Bmt  brsmdiskmg  a  rotfjlask,  ^r.]  Ars«c  wu  a  kind  of 
•Cbcm  Tcud  for  wh>e,  very  much  In  use,  ai  sbould  Man 
r  the  proTerb  ctbk  mm  ^kmntf,  which  was  applied  to 
iQfte  who  were  intemperate  in  eating  and  drinking.  Thu 
werb  is  raentkraed  in  some  veries  quoted  by  Atbencui, 
am  the  Hesiooe  of  Alexia. 

s  The  omfy  tkyrnu  ere  FU  ask  /]  Phomutus  asiigiu  as  a 
■soa  Ibr  the  consecration  of  the  thyrsus  to  Bacchus,  that 
cbricty  often  renders  the  support  of  a  stick  very  necetiary. 

*  /ty  Ue!9r$  mjf  brote  cmiwmimg.  4rc]  **  The  iry  was  cm> 
crated  to  Bacchus  fsays  Sf  ootCiucon ).  becaase  he  formerly 
f  hid  under  that  tree.  or.  as  others  will  hare  H.  because  its 
■vca  resemble  those  of  the  rine.**  Other  reasons  for  its 
—irrsrimi,  and  the  ose  of  it  in  garlands  at  boaqaets,  may 
i  fBuad  in  Loofepierre,  Barnes.  Sec.  &c. 

«  Jrmge^mrmpe.waem^fm^ke, 

Bmaem  $»  tke  •wmtjwimfjigkt ;}    1 
rauilao  of  Rcgnlcr  and  < 


Altri  segua  Matte  fero  ; 

Che  sol  Bacco  i*  '1  mio  conforto. 

'  This,  the  pr«K:edlng  ode,  and  a  few  more  of  the  sam** 
character,  are  merely  chan»/in«  a  boire  :  —  th'r  Hfukinnt  pro- 
bably  of  the  moment  of  conrit  iality.  and  kiU-rmzrtU  t'lng.  me 
may  imagine,  with  rapture  throughout  Gr^icre.  I{ut  that 
interesting  astociation.  by  «hirh  th'y  always  rcrallM  tli'* 
conriTial  emotions  that  produced  thfm,  r  ad  no»  N-  littl**  f*  It 
even  by  the  most  er.thusiaitic  r*:adt:T;  and  m'Kh  \*-\t  bv  a 
phlegmatic  grammarian,  who  sees  n'Ahing  in  them  but  dia< 
lects  and  particles. 

*  Who,iHtktkemu$kineoftk^b'jvl, 
Tha%r$  tke  irimter  of  omr  sotJ  —  ^c  ]  .\v«m<  it  the  titif 
which  he  gives  to  Bacchru  iri  the  onfrinal.  It  it  a  furUnit 
dreomstaoce  that  Plutarch  mitt/xA  the  ruzr*-  of  !>*>!  4fri'#fiir 
the  Jews  for  Aim  ^ooe  of  the  lAcrhanal  rhet/,  and  ntfitti- 
iagty  supposed  that  they  worshi;^^  Bac  h-xs. 
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n^oM  tuvslli  perlatB«>  th'  OlTin[niD  bowen; 
Whow  Tirpin  blub,  of  chuleii'd  dje, 
Enrlunu  n>  mnch  our  morul  tjt. 
n~bcii  pkeasoic'i  ipring-lidc  tcmtoa  ghm. 
The  Gncci  lore  lo  wTeatbe  die  roe  ; 
And  Venni,  in  hi  fivsh-blovn  le»Te*,  * 

of  benelf  percciTei. 
Ofl  hath  the  poet'i  magic  tongue 
Tbe  nue't  bir  Inioriwice  roug  ; ' 
And  long  tbe  Mnie*,  besTenlj  n 
Hare  nar'd  it  in  their  mnefo]  ihadei. 
M~hen.  at  tbe  earlj  glance  of  monk, 
II  ilcepc  upon  the  glittering  thorn, 
'Tis  iweet  lo  dan  ifae  tan^«]  fence. 
To  cull  the  timid  Sov'rel  thence, 
Aod  vipc  with  tender  band  away 
The  tear  thai  on  iti  Unihe*  Uj! 
'Ti«  tveet  to  hold  tbe  in&ot  n 
Yet  dropping  «ilb  Auroral  genu. 
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And  fresh  inhale  tbe  ipiej  ngbi 
That  fkcm  tbe  ireepmg  bnda  ariae. 

When  revd  Teigiia»  irben  mirth  is  hig^ 
And  Bnedma  beams  in  erery  eye, 
Onr  roqr  fllleta  seent  exhale^ 
And  fill  with  hahn  the  ikinting  gale. 
There'a  noqg^  in  nature  brig^  or  gay, 
Whcfe  roaea  do  not  shed  their  ray. 
When  moniing  paints  the  orient  skies, 
Her  fingers  bom  nith  roseate  dyes ;  > 
Toong  nymphs  betray  tbe  rose's  hue, 
0*er  whheat  arms  it  kindles  throogh. 
In  Cythemli  fionn  it  glows, 
And  mingtes  with  the  living  snows. 

TTtft  nae  distils  a  ]Kf>!iJw»g  balm. 
Hie  beating  poise  of  pain  to  calm; 
rreacr»es  tbe  cold  inomed  day,* 
And  mocks  the  Tesdge  of  decay: ' 
And  when  at  length,  in  pale  decline, 
Ita  florid  beantiea  iSide  and  pine. 
Sweet  aa  in  yooth,  its  balmy  breath 
IXIRiasa  odour  even  in  death  I  ^ 
Oh  I  whence  conld  soch  a  plant  haye  sprang? 
Listen,— fior  thus  the  tale  is  song. 


ttamwCBlfipiMaffdlfet/ ^.]  Intbeorigtnal 
,  h«  aw— lerrtM  dM  many  epithets  of  beeuty,  borrowed 
from  rofct,  vUdi  were  oied  by  the  poets,  wm^  vm  n^. 
We  we  that  poets  were  dignified  in  Greece  with  the  title  of 
•■fes :  erco  Che  careless  Anacreon,  who  lived  but  for  love  and 
wlMptBompess,  was  called  by  Plato  tbe  wise  Anacreon  — 
"  fidt  faMC  lapfmtffi  quondam.'* 

*  FrtMerwea  Ike  cold  immnud  dapt  ^'1  He  here  alludes  to 
the  use  of  the  rose  in  embalming;  and,  perhaps  (as  Barnes 
tIriDks),  to  the  rosy  unguent  with  which  Venus  anointed  the 
florpie  of  Hector.  —  Homer's  Iliad  ^|^.  It  may  likewise  regard 
the  aideBt  practice  of  putting  garlands  of  roses  on  the  dead, 
as  hi  Stattna,  Theb.  lib.  z.  78S. 

I  hi  sertis,  hi  veris  honore  soluto 

Accumnlant  artus,  patriAque  in  sede  rcponunt 
Corpus  odoratum. 

*verfa  honor,"  though  it  mean  every  liind  of  flowers, 
■Sf  tacBi  more  particularly  to  refer  to  the  rose,  which  our 
pert  fai  anolber  ode  calls  U^f  fuXn/ut.  We  read,  in  the 
Hiaraglyphica  of  Pierius,  lib.  Iv.  that  some  of  the  ancients 
■ad  to  order  in  their  wills,  that  roses  sliould  be  annually 
snStered  oo  their  tombs,  and  Pierius  has  adduced  some  se- 
paldiral  iDseriptions  to  this  purpose. 

>  Amd  awcfts  Ike  9e9Uge  qfdecag :]    When  he  says  that  this 
lever  pterails  over  time  itself,  he  still  alludes  to  its  efficacy 
ii  —bahacnt  (tcnerA  poneret  ossa  rosA.     Propert.  lib.  1. 
dhg .  17.),  or  perhaps  to  the  subsequent  idea  of  its  fragrance 
,  MrHvInf  its  beanty ;  for  he  can  scarcely  moan  to  praise  for 
the  **  niminm  breves  flores  **  of  the  rose.     Philo- 
■iparea  thU  flower  with  love,  and  says,  that  they  both 
4rfjftiMiniaeBoeoftime;  xc«»«»  ^  «vn  E<^t  "^  h^  m^'* 
IMnrtauBlrijr  the  similitude  lies  not  in  their  duration,  but 


m  t»  pomtk,  at  bahmjf  kreatk 
t^gktaedemrewenimdemtkll    Thus  Casper  Barlanis,  in 
MililnsNaiidarum: 


Whoi,  homid,  from  the  s&Tery  stream, 
Effosing  beauty's  warmest  beam, 
Venus  appeared,  in  flushing  hues, 
Mellow'd  by  ocean's  briny  dews  $ 
When,  in  the  starry  coorts  abore, 
The  pregnant  brain  of  mighty  Jore 
IMsclos*d  the  nymph  of  asure  glance. 
The  nymph  who  shakes  the  martial  lance ; — 
Then,  then,  in  strange  eventfiil  hoar. 
The  earth  prodiic*d  an  infimt  flower,  • 
Which  spnmg,  in  blushing  glories  drest, 
And  wanton*d  o*er  its  parent  breast 
The  gods  beheld  this  brilliant  birth. 
And  hail'd  the  Rose,  the  boon  of  earth ! 
With  nectar  drops,  a  ruby  tide. 
The  sweetly  orient  buds  they  dyed,  ^ 
And  bade  them  bloom,  the  flowers  divine 
Of  him  who  gave  the  glorious  vine ; 
And  bade  them  on  the  spangled  thorn 
Expand  their  bosoms  to  the  morn. 


ODE  LVI.« 


Hb,  who  instructs  the  youthful  crew 
To  bathe  them  in  the  brimmer's  dew, 

Amhrosinm  late  rota  tone  qooque  spargit  odorem. 
Cum  fluit,  aut  multo  languida  sole  Jacet. 

Nor  then  the  rose  its  odour  loses. 

When  all  its  flushing  beauties  die ; 
Nor  less  ambrosial  l)alm  difflises. 

When  wither'd  by  the  solar  eye. 

'  With  nectar  dropt,  a  ruby  tide^ 
The  sweetly  orient  buds  they  dyed,  4rc.]  The  author  of 
the  "  Pervigilium  Veneris "  (a  poem  attributed  to  Catullus, 
the  style  of  which  appears  to  me  to  have  all  the  laboured 
luxuriance  of  a  much  later  period)  ascribes  the  tincture  of 
the  rose  to  the  blood  from  the  wound  of  Adonis  — 

.  roue 

Fusa:  aprino  de  cruore  — 

according  to  the  emendation  of  Lipsius.    In  the  following 
epigram  this  hue  is  differently  accounted  for :  — 

Ilia  quidem  studiosa  suum  defendere  Adonim, 
Gradlvus  stricto  quem  petit  ense  ferox, 

Aifixit  duris  vestigia  carca  rosetis, 
Albaque  divino  picta  cruore  rosa  est. 

While  the  enamour'd  queen  of  joy 
Flies  to  protect  her  lovely  boy. 

On  whom  the  jealous  war-god  rushes  ; 
She  treads  upon  a  thomed  rose. 
And  while  the  wound  with  crimson  flows. 

The  snowy  flow'ret  feels  her  blood,  and  blushes ! 

*  "  Compare  with  this  elegant  ode  the  verses  of  Us,  lib.  1. 
•  die  Weinlese.* "  —  Degen. 

This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  hjrmns  which  were  sung  at 
the  anniversary  festival  of  the  vintage ;  one  of  the  iwikfpnu 
ipusi^  as  our  poet  himself  terms  them  in  the  fifty-ninth  ode. 
We  cannot  help  feeling  a  sort  of  reverence  for  these  classic 
relics  of  the  religion  of  antiquity.  Horace  may  be  supposed 
to  have  written  the  nineteenth  ode  of  his  second  book,  and 
the  twenty-fifth  of  the  third,  for  some  bacchanalian  cele- 
bratiODofthiskhid. 
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!,  uncloy'd  by  rich  eicaues, 

And,  in  ■  flight  of  fancy,  high 

iliss  Ihnt  wine  pOMCSSM  -. 

As  anght  OD  earthly  wing  can  fly. 

inspires  the  yonth  to  boimd 

irougb  ihc  duDce's  round, — 

the  god  again  is  here. 

Floating  along  the  sili'ry  sea 

b  tJong  the  bloshing  year  i 

In  beauty's  naked  majesty  1 

hing  year  with  vintage  teems. 

Oh  t  he  hath  given  th'  enamonr'd  sight 

shed  those  cordial  Blreams, 

A  witching  banquet  or  delight. 

purkling  in  the  cup  of  mirth. 

Whi-re,  gleaming  throtigh  the  waten  clear. 

clhcsoniofcarthli 

Glimpse*  of  undreamt  charmi  appear. 

Aud  all  that  mystery  love*  to  screen. 

when  the  ripe  and  vcrmil  winy, — 

Fancy,  like  Faith,  ndorea  onseen.* 

ml  of  the  pregnant  vine. 

off  in  mellow  clusti^rs  swellE, — 

Light  ai  the  leaf;  that  on  the  breeie, 

■n  it  bursts  its  roseate  oclls. 

Of  summer  skims  the  glassy  sens. 

the  joyous  stream  shall  flow, 

She  floats  along  [he  ocean's  breast. 

n  every  mortal  woe  t 

MTiich  undulates  in  sleepy  rest ; 

11  bo  then  east  clown  or  weak, 

IVhile  stealing  on,  she  gently  pillows 

h  and  joy  shall  light  each  cheek  ; 

Her  bosom  on  the  heaving  billows. 

Her  bosom,  like  the  dew-wash'd  row, ' 

shall  bid  despondence  fly. 

Her  neck,  like  April's  sparkling  snows, 

ill  aaother  autumn's  glow 

lUume  the  liquid  path  she  traces. 

aoolhcr  viutagu  flow. 

And  bum  withm  the  stream's  embru;e*. 

Thus  on  she  moves,  in  languid  pride, 

Encircled  by  the  asure  tide. 

As  some  fair  Uly  o'er  a  bed 

Of  violets  bends  its  grateful  head. 

ODE  LVll,' 

Beneath  their  qtieen's  inspiring  glance, 

The  dolphins  o'er  the  green  sea  dance. 

ras  the  artist  hand  that  spread 

Bearing  in  triumph  young  Desire,  * 

s  disk  the  ocean's  bed? > 

And  Infant  Love  with  smites  of  fire  I 

^ri/*g,»«,™p^-rf«*, 

-  A«t  all  am,  mt'lrrw  1^" '"  «m-. 

Fancr.liir  FnIM,  AlcrM  Hiiarni.  *c.1    The  plrlunben 

Illume  IXclsr  thinki  Ihjit  the  p«t  h«e  hid 

.rHoraerlnhUmlnd,    OdjiMj.  lib.  1..    ThI. 

sBbrdi  ■  h.pp,  .pedixoa  or-h.t  the  p«tcr  of  pu.l_  «|V 

a  lomnlilnK  it  niiulilta  chwim.  Infiucd  b^ 

to  be-glowins  but  tbrougb  ■  »il.  4nil  ttHltii  upos Or 

r  wIdc  or  hrt  gunu.  vdlcti  bud  Ihii  pmcr  uC 

7  -uiitMT.    A  Knucli  wriwr.  De  Mort,  con- 

Ihti  mndnir  of  rtcKripiion.  which,  like  the  idIiIhi  tktU  W 

hl.  .pril,  -hich  mule  Ibe  bo-1  >D  bfrilllng. 

ham  cer  Jupiter  and  Judo,  ti  Imperrtmu  lo  «eiT  t^ 

buLlhuothnc,. 

>i/fr»«wi.(-ttrt.rfrr-™iV<(r»«.4(.l  "'P.tM.M> 

bmom."  NeiIheiCuullu>aorGn;h»elnno(faiiDtMK 

m  IbE  MKCt.    About  two  CRiturln  after  DUC 

The  funotr  hu  Hie  vipreidoa. 

Eahli:iu,»d.ls,elp.pUll. 

whicli,  uFliDrJnfami  ui.  wu  the  beiuUIbl 

I.O  1  irhfro  the  roiy.txnirai'il  haon,  Af. 

1,  llb.iJI.  up.  Id,  It  >u  FbiTDB  who  ut  K 

t>T>ltui,  I  molern  LaUniil,  mlsht  Indeed  be  ceoHnlH 

ria  and  hteui  of  IhU  Vmu.. 

too  tsgue  .  QH.  of  (he  epKhtt  "  ™j,"  whBI  he  sppU*  *  It 

It.  Uenliha  in  Ihr  retdlng  or  the  ods  befDri! 

' r'^'V  Oriirr.  ^.]    In  tbe  original  'I^^K 

■hole  pnem  u  iputioiu.    But,  '•  noD  ego  p«u- 

Kulli."    1  thiak  li  U  quite  be.altlbl  euougb  to 

Aiirrllui  Augurellui  bu  11  poura  be^Dlng— 

■  lAforlul^radMiilJFmid 

t;™«i.  J«iun.  Cupldlnem. 

Which  P.rnell  hu  cIcmIj  Imiutoj :  — 

Gij  Ruchui,  liking  Eilcourfi  wIiH, 

hu>  beiutlw  which  we  euDot  but  ■Dialn  In 

A  noble  meal  beipok..  Ill-, 

■bougb,  bj  frequent  lialuUoo,  they  are  now 

Ana  lUr  the  suuu  th.t  wera  to  dliw. 

„,„,dui.tapt«,1m 

Brought  Coiau.,  Lore,  and  Jdcos,  *c. 

■ 
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WhDe,  gtitteriog  through  the  sUyer  waves, 
The  tenants  of  the  briny  caves 
Aroond  the  pomp  their  gambols  play. 
And  gleam  along  the  watery  way. 


ODE  LVIII.> 


Whkn  Gold,  as  fleet  as  zephyr's  pinion, 
Escapes  like  any  fiidthless  minion,  > 
And  flies  me  (as  he  flies  me  ever),) 
Do  I  porsoe  him  ?  never,  never ! 
No,  let  the  fidse  deserter  go. 
For  who  could  court  his  direst  foe  ? 
But,  when  I  feel  my  lighten'd  mind 
No  more  by  grovelling  gold  confln*d. 
Then  loose  I  all  such  clinging  cares. 
And  cast  them  to  the  vagrant  airs. 
Then  feel  I,  too,  the  Muse's  spell. 
And  wake  to  life  the  dulcet  shell, 
MThich,  roos'd  once  more,  to  beauty  sings. 
While  love  dissolves  along  the  strings ! 

But  scarcely  has  my  heart  been  taught 
How  little  Gold  deserves  a  thought. 
When,  lo  I  the  slave  returns  once  more. 
And  with  him  wafts  delicious  store 
Of  racy  wine,  whose  genial  art 
In  slumber  seals  the  anxious  heart 
Again  he  tries  my  soul  to  sever 
From  love  and  song,  perhaps  for  ever ! 


'  I  hare  fonowed  Barnes**  arrangonent  of  this  ode,  which, 
tkoofb  deriating  tomewhat  flrom  the  Vatican  MS.,  appears 
to  Bc  the  more  natural  order. 

'  Wkem  GoUy  tuJUtt  as  zepkifr*$  pinion^ 
E$eapa  like  axg  JaithUt*  mmium,  tfc.^    In  the  original 


•0 


•  xfy€t('    There  U  a  kiod  of  pun  in  these  words, 


as  Madame  Dader  has  already  remarked ;  for  Chrysos,  which 
signifies  gold,  was  also  a  frequent  name  for  a  slave.  In  one 
of  Lodan's  dialogues,  there  is,  I  think,  a  similar  play  upon 
tlie  word,  where  the  followers  of  Chrysippus  are  called 
golden  flsbes.  The  puns  of  the  ancients  are,  in  general,  even 
■lore  vapid  than  our  own ;  some  of  the  best  are  those  re- 
eorded  of  Diogenes. 

*  JtmdJUe*  me  (as  hefliez  me  ever,)  ^.]  Am  i',  »u  fu  ^tu- 
tu. This  grac«  of  iteration  has  already  been  taken  notice 
of.  Though  sometimes  merely  a  playful  beauty,  it  is  pecu- 
liarly expressive  of  impassioned  sentiment,  and  we  may 
nai)j  beUere  that  it  was  one  of  the  many  sources  of  that 
cangadc  sensibility  which  breathed  through  the  style  of 
Sappho.  See  Gyrald.  Vet.  Poet.  Dial.  9.  It  will  not  be 
nid  that  this  is  a  mechanical  ornament  by  any  one  who  can 
M  Its  charm  in  those  lines  of  Catullus,  where  he  complains 
ef  the  Infidelity  of  his  mistreM,  Lesbia :  — 

CaAU  Lesbia  nostra,  Lesbia  ilia, 
nia  Lesbia,  quam  Catullus  unam. 
Plus  qoam  se  atque  suoa  amavit  omnes. 
Nunc,  Ac. 


Away,  deceiver  I  why  pursuing 
Ceaseless  thus  my  hearths  undoing  ? 
Sweet  is  the  song  of  amorous  fire. 
Sweet  the  sighs  that  thrill  the  lyre ; 
Oh !  sweeter  fiur  than  all  the  gold 
Thy  wings  can  waft,  thy  mines  can  hold. 
Well  do  I  know  thy  arts,  thy  wiles — 
They  withered  Love*s  young  wreathed  smiles ; 
And  o*er  his  lyre  such  darkness  shed, 
I  thought  its  soul  of  song  was  fled ! 
They  dash'd  the  wine-cup,  that,  by  him, 
Was  fill'd  with  kisses  to  the  brim.  ^ 
Go  —  fly  to  haimts  of  sordid  men. 
But  come  not  near  the  bard  again. 
Thy  glitter  in  the  Muse's  shade, 
Scares  fh)m  her  bower  the  tuneful  maid ; 
And  not  for  worlds  would  I  forego 
That  moment  of  poetic  glow. 
When  my  full  soul,  in  Fancy's  stream, 
Pours  o'er  the  lyre  its  swelling  theme. 
Away,  away  !  to  worldlings  hence. 
Who  feel  not  this  diviner  sense ; 
Give  gold  to  those  who  love  that  pest,  — 
But  leave  the  poet  poor  and  blest. 


ODE  LIX.9 


Ripen'd  by  the  solar  beam, 
Now  the  ruddy  clusters  teem, 
In  osier  baskets  borne  along 
By  all  the  festal  vintage  throng 


Si  sic  omnia  dixisset !  —  but  the  rest  does  not  boar  cita- 
tion. 

-*  They  dash'd  the  trfne-cvp,  that,  by  htm, 
WasfiWd  tcitk  kisses  to  the  brim.]    Original :  — 

Horace  has  "  Desiderlquc  tcraperare  poculum,"  not  figu- 
ratively, however,  like  Anacreon,  but  importing  the  love- 
pbiltres  of  the  witches.  By  "  cups  of  kisses"  our  poet  may 
allude  to  a  favourite  gallantry  among  the  ancients,  of 
drinking  when  the  lips  of  their  mistresses  had  touched  the 

brim :  — 

"  Or  leave  a  kiss  within  the  cup. 

And  I'll  not  ask  for  wine." 

As  in  Ben  Jonson*s  translation  from  Fhilostratus ;  and  Lu- 
cian  has  a  conceit  upon  the  same  idea,  "'!»«  xeu  ri*rie  au» 
*mt  ^XvK,"  "  that  you  may  at  once  both  drink  and  kiss." 

^  The  title  EnX«r>i0c  vijuh,  which  Barnes  has  given  to  this 
ode,  is  by  no  means  appropriate.  We  have  already  had  one 
of  those  hymns  (ode  &C.),  but  this  is  a  description  of  the  vin- 
tage ;  and  the  title  ut  m»m>,  which  it  boarR  in  the  Vatican 
MS.,  is  more  correct  than  any  that  have  been  suggested. 

Degen,  in  the  true  spirit  of  literary  scepticism,  doubts  that 
this  ode  is  genuine,  without  assigning  any  reason  fur  such  a 
suspicion ;  —  "  non  amo  te,  Sabidi,  nee  possum  dicere  quare." 
But  this  is  far  from  being  satisfactory  criticism. 


L 
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^ODlhB  and  virgins  foir, 

nelting  fruiU  tbcy  'bpur. 
■r  Ihej  press  the  pregmml  grapes, 
J  the  captive  itreun  escnpet, 
I  lide  of  Dectar  gushing. 

u  bondAge  proudly  bluthingl 
Biund  the  vat's  impurpled  brim, 

il  song,  the  vintage  hymn 
VDuths  nnd  virgias  ftir, 
I  Ibi'  vhann'd  and  echuing  air. 
w  <hL-y  driok,  «i[h  all  tbcir  eyes, 

le  that  sparkling  flics. 
It  Bacchus,  bom  in  mirth, 
■ive  stands  by,  to  hail  the  birth. 

Ihc.  whose  verging  years  det^linc 

.0  the  vale  as  mine, 
I  inhales  the  viabtgc-cap, 

ff-wing'd  from  earth  spring  op, 
\e  dances,  the  fresh  air 
liniicring  ihrangh  his  silvery  bair. 
lie  young  groups  whom  love  invites, 
v'n  rivalling  wine's  delights, 
m,  the  ahadowy  grove, 
ords  and  looks  or  lave, 
|uud  lovers  look  nnd  say, 

•A  moonlight  hours  away.  > 


ODE  LX." 

a  life,  my  sleeping  shell, 
Bos  let  Ihj'  numbers  swell ; 

lorioua  prize  be  thine, 
|an  wreath  amund  thee  twine, 

Ie  glory's  hour 
fclio  gathers  wisdom's  flower. 


Which,  tremblinglj,  my  lipi  rrpeBt, 
Send  echoes  fi-om  thy  chord  as  sweet 
'Tis  thus  the  swan,  with  Aiding  notes, 
Down  ihe  Caysler's  current  floats. 
While  amorous  breeies  linger  round, 
And  stgh  responsive  soond  for  muid. 

Mute  of  the  Lyre  I  illume  my  dream. 

Thy  PhiEbns  is  my  fancy's  theme  ; 
And  hallow'd  is  the  harp  I  bear. 
And  hallow'd  is  the  vreath  I  wear, 
Hallow'd  by  him,  the  god  of  lays. 
Who  modulates  the  choral  maie. 
I  sing  the  love  which  Daphne  twin'd 
Around  the  godhead's  yielding  miad; 
I  sing  the  blushing  Daphne's  flight 
From  tliis  ethereal  son  of  LJghti 
And  how  the  tender,  t'lmid  maid 
Flew  trembling  to  the  kindly  shade, ' 
Rcsign'd  a  form,  alas,  too  fkir. 
And  grew  a  verdant  lanrel  there ; 
Whose  leaves,  with  sympathetic  thrill. 
In  terror  seem'd  to  tremble  still  I 
The  god  purau'd,  with  wing'd  desire  ; 
And  when  his  hopes  were  all  on  Gre, 
And  when  to  clasp  the  nymph  he  thought, 
A  lifeless  tree  was  all  he  ewight ; 
And,  stead  of  sighs  that  pleasure  heaves, 
Heard  but  the  west-wind  in  the  leavm  1 

But,  pause,  my  soul,  no  more,  no  more  — 
Enthusiast,  whither  do  I  Soar? 
This  sweetly  .mad'ning  dream  of  soni 
Hath  hurried  me  beyond  the  goal. 
IVhy  should  I  sing  the  mighty  darts 
^Vliich  fly  to  wound  celestial  hearts, 
When  ah,  the  song,  with  sweeter  (ooe. 
Con  tell  Ihe  darts  that  wound  my  own? 
.Still  be  Anacreon,  still  inspire 
The  descant  of  the  Teian  lyre:' 


r\ 
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h  the  bowl's  the  grave  of  sadness, 
t  be  the  birth  of  madness. 
L  from  our  board  to-night 
ries  of  rade  delight ; 
ans  leave  these  wild  excesses, 
le  joy  that  soothes  and  blesses  1 
!  the  temperate  bowl  we  wreathe, 
let  our  voices  breathe, 
every  hour  along 
lony  of  soul  and  song. 


ODE  LXIII.' 


the  soft  and  blooming  child, 
3  harp  in  descant  wild ; 
;he  babe  of  Cyprian  bowers, 
irho  breathes  and  blushes  flowers  ; 
for  heaven  and  earth  adore  him, 
and  mortals  bow  before  him ! 


ODE  LXIV.« 


!e,  n3anph,  whose  well-aim 'd  spear 
ic  fleeting  mountain-deer ! 
t's  immortal  child, 
f  the  savage  wild  I 
ith  the  sun-bright  hair ! 
people's  prayer. 
icthe*s  river  turn, 
vanquish*d  people  mourn !  ^ 


nent  is  presonred  in  ClerneiiB  Alexandrinui, 
nd  in  Anenius,  Collect.  Graec.'* — Bamet. 
iidre  been  the  opening  of  a  hymn  in  praise  of 

to  Diana  is  extant  in  Hephattlon.  There  is 
ur  poet,  which  has  led  some  to  doubt  whether 
\nj  odes  of  this  kind.  It  Is  related  by  the 
Pindar  (bthmionic.  od.  ii.  y.  1.  as  cited  by 
lacreon  being  asked,  why  he  addressed  all  his 
),  and  none  to  the  deities  ?  answered,  **  Be- 
e  my  deities.** 

d,  it  will  be  seen,  in  reporting  this  anecdote, 
T  which  I  have  thought  it  right  to  take  in 
t  of  the  odes ;  and  it  were  to  be  wished  that 
plities  were  always  allowable  in  interpreting 
:he  ancients ;  thus,  when  nature  is  forgotten 
n  the  translation  "  tamen  usque  recurret." 
'Jke**  filler  twm^ 

\nqm$h*d  people  mourn!}  Lethe,  a  river  of 
to  Strabo,  falling  into  the  Meander.  In  its 
was  the  city  called  Magnesia,  in  favour  of 
ts  our  poet  is  supposed  to  have  addressed  this 
Diana.    It  was  written  (as  Madame  Dacier 


Come  to  Lethe's  wavy  shore, 
Tell  them  they  shall  mourn  no  more. 
Thine  their  hearts,  their  altars  thine  ; 
Must  they,  Dian — must  they  pine  ? 


ODE  LXV.< 


Like  some  wanton  filly  sporting. 

Maid  of  Thrace,  thou  fly'st  my  courting. 

Wanton  filly  I  tell  me  why 

Thou  trip'st  away,  with  scomfbl  eye. 

And  seem'st  to  think  my  doating  heart 

Is  novice  in  the  bridling  art  ? 

Believe  me,  girl,  it  is  not  so ; 

Thoult  find  this  skilful  hand  can  throir 

The  reins  around  that  tender  form. 

However  wild,  however  warm. 

Yes — trust  me  I  can  tame  thy  force. 

And  turn  and  wind  thee  in  the  course. 

Though,  wasting  now  thy  careless  hours. 

Thou  sport  amid  the  herbs  and  flowers. 

Soon  shalt  thou  feel  the  rein's  control. 

And  tremble  at  the  wish'd-for  goal ! 


ODE  LXVI.* 


To  thee,  the  Queen  of  n3anphs  divine. 
Fairest  of  all  that  fkirest  shine ; 
To  thee,  who  rul'st  with  darts  of  fire 
This  world  of  mortals,  young  Desire ! 


conjectures)  on  the  occasion  of  some  battle.  In  whtc^  ths 
Magnesians  had  been  defeated. 

4  This  ode.  which  is  addressed  to  some  Tliradan  gbi 
exists  in  Heraclides,  and  has  been  imitated  very 
by  Horace,  as  all  the  annotators  have  remarked. 
Dacier  rejects  the  allegory,  which  runs  so  obviously  tbnMgk 
the  poem,  and  supposes  it  to  have  been  addreued  to  a  jooif 
mare  belonging  to  Polycrates. 

Pierius,  in  the  fourth  book  of  his  Hieroglyphict,  cllestUi 
ode,  and  informs  us  that  the  horse  was  the  hterogtypUeri 
emblem  of  pride. 

'  This  ode  is  Introduced  in  the  Romance  of 
Prodromns,  and  is  that  kind  of  epithalamium  ^icb 
like  a  scollum  at  the  nuptial  banquet. 

Among  the  many  works  of  the  impassioned  8a|ipho^  of 
which  time  and  ignorant  superstition  have  deprlvod 
loss  of  her  epithalaraiums  is  not  one  of  the  least  that 
plore.   The  following  lines  are  cited  as  a  relic  of  one 
poems:  — 

OxC<t  yttfAC^i.  nt  fjuf  ^  yttfiH  if  «(••, 
£»T«rcAirr',  txus  it  irtt^Btttv  •*  c^aM. 

See  Scaliger,  in  his  Poetics,  on  the  Epithalamium. 
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And  oh  1  tboa  BDptiKl  Power,  (o  thte 
Who  bear'st  of  lift  the  gnardiim  key, 
BrMtbiog  m J  soul  in  fin^ent  pnuK, 
And  weaTing  wild  m;  votiTe  lays. 
For  Uie«,  O  Queen  I  I  wake  the  lyre, 
For  thee,  thoa  btuibing  jooiig  Desire, 
And  ob  !  for  Ihee,  thoa  naptial  Paver, 
Come,  and  illaoie  thit  genial  hooT. 

Look  on  thj-  bride,  too  happy  bo;. 
And  while  Ihj  lambent  glan«e  of  joj 
Playt  over  all  ber  bluibing  channi, 
Delay  not,  nialcb  ber  to  tbioc  arms. 
Before  the  lorelj,  trembling  prey. 
Like  a  young  birdliog,  wing  away  I 
Torri,  Stratoclea,  loo  happy  yontb, 
De^rto  the  Queen  of  amorona  tnith, 
And  dear  to  her,  whoie  yielding  lone 
Will  MOD  reiign  her  sU  thine  own. 
Tarn  to  MyrilU,  turn  thine  eye. 
Breathe  to  Myrilla,  breathe  thy  ngb. 
To  tboae  bewitching  beantiea  turn ; 
For  thee  they  bhuh,  fiir  thee -they  bum. 

Not  more  the  roae,  the  qneen  of  Sowen 
OntbhMhw  all  the  blocnn  of  bowen, 
Hun  ibe  anriTBll'd  grace  diaclotes, 
The  (weeleM  roae,  where  all  are  roiea. 
Ob  I  m«y  the  (od,  beoigoant,  shed 
His  blandest  infloence  o'er  thy  bed  ( 
And  fbcter  there  an  ia&Dt  tree^ 
To  bloom  like  her,  and  tower  like  thee  1 1 


ODE  LXVIl.t 

Rich  in  blin,  I  proudly  Mom 
The  wealth  of  Amaithea's  born ; 
Nor  ahonld  I  B«k  to  call  the  throne 
Of  the  TarteMian  prince  my  own  ;  > 
To  totter  through  hia  trun  of  yeara. 
The  victim  of  declining  fean. 
One  little  hoor  of  joy  to  me 
Ii  worth  a  dnll  eternity  I 


ODB  LXVItl.' 

Now  Neptnne'a  monlh  our  tky  deforms. 
The  angry  night-clood  teems  with  storms  ; 
And  savage  winds,  infuriale  driven. 
Fly  howling  in  the  bee  of  heaven  t 
Now,  now,  my  friends,  the  gathering  gloom 
With  roseate  raya  of  wine  illnme ; 
And  while  our  wreath*  of  parsley  spread 
Their  fodeless  foliage  roand  oar  head. 
Let's  hymn  th'  almighty  power  of  wine. 
And  shed  libations  on  bis  shrine  I 


ODE  LXIX.' 

Tqev  wove  the  lotus  bund  to  deck 
And  fan  with  pensile  wreath  each  ueck ; 
And  every  guoet.  to  iihade  his  bend, 
Three  Lltle  fragraiit  cbaplets  spread  ; ' 


ig  u>  LucUn,  an  bimdnd 


.    Tbtj  tre  UiD  rljlilj-MSDDil,  >i 


_     „  tkOfielM  aprratli]    Lonsrpl^rr 

ilTean  Iits  of  (ha  luiurloui  ndmUlon  In  vhlch  girUndi 

who.  in  onln-  Id  sniILrj  tbree  Vrrvn,  * 
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Come,  widiin  a  fragmit  ekmd 
Bliuhiiig  with  liglit,  thj  TOtary  diroiid  ; 
And,  on  those  wings  that  spsrUing  play, 
Wafty  okf  waft  me  hence  away  I 
hare  I  my  sool  is  ftdl  of  thee* 
Alire  to  all  thy  Inznry. 
Bat  she,  the  nymph  for  whom  I  glow. 
The  lorely  Lesluan  mocks  my  woe ; 
Smiles  at  the  chill  and  hoary  hoes, 
That  time  npon  my  Ibrehead  strews. 
Alas!  I  fSear  she  keeps  her  charms. 
In  store  for  yoonger,  l&ippier  arms  I 


ODBLXXVI.1 

HrrKEB,  gentle  Muse  of  mine, 
Come  and  teach  thy  TOtary  old 

Many  a  golden  hymn  divine. 
For  the  nymph  with  Test  of  gold. 

Pjretty  nymph,  of  tender  age. 
Fair  thy  silky  locks  unfold ; 

Listen  to  a  hoary  sage. 
Sweetest  maid  with  Test  of  gold ! 


ODE  LXXVII.« 

WocLD  that  I  were  a  tunefUl  l>Te, 

Of  buniish*d  ivory  fair, 
Which,  in  the  Dionysian  choir, 

Some  blooming  boy  should  bear  1 

Would  that  I  were  a  golden  vase, 
That  some  bright  nymph  might  hold 

My  spotless  frame,  with  blushing  grace, 
Herself  as  pure  as  gold ! 


Ddy  Imagined ;  she  mppoiet  that  the  Muse  has  dictated  the 
enes  oC  AnacreoD :— ^ 

KsiMv,  m  xf'^'H''*  Mmt*  tfirms 
**tfM09f,  •»  r«r  mmXkiytfnuMH  ur9k»t 

llfuCvt  mymim. 

Oh  If  use  I  who  sit'st  on  golden  throne 
Full  many  a  hjrmn  of  witching  tone 

The  Teian  sage  is  taught  by  thee ! 
But,  Goddess,  tmm  thy  throne  of  gold. 
The  sweetest  hymn  thou'st  erer  told. 

He  lately  leani'd  and  sung  for  me. 

of  the  IMth  and  1 19th  fhigments  in  Barnes,  both 
are  to  be  found  in  Sealigcr's  Poetics. 

thinks  that  those  detached  lines  and  couplets, 
ScaUffer  has  adduced  as  examples  in  his  Poetict,  are  by 
aatbentlc,  but  of  his  own  (kbrlcatioD. 


ODR  LXXVIII.  s 

Whxh  Cnpid  sees  how  thickly  now. 
The  snows  of  Time  fidl  o*er  my  brow. 
Upon  his  wing  of  golden  light. 
He  passes  with  an  eaglet* s  flight. 
And  flitting  onward  seems  to  say, 
**  Fare  thee  well,  thoa'st  had  thy  day  I' 


Cupm,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  ray. 
That  lights  our  life's  meandering  way. 
That  God,  within  this  bosom  stealing. 
Hath  waken*d  a  strange,  mingled  feeling. 
Which  pleases,  though  so  sadly  teasing. 
And  teases,  though  so  sweetly  pleasing !  ^ 


Let  me  resign  this  wretched  breath, 
Since  now  remains  to  me 

No  other  balm  than  kindly  death. 
To  soothe  my  misery  I  * 


I  KNOW  thou  lov'st  a  brimming  measure. 
And  art  a  kindly,  cordial  host ; 

But  let  me  fill  and  drink  at  pleasure  — 
Thus  I  e^joy  the  goblet  most.  * 


De 
rich 


I  FEAR  that  love  disturbs  my  rest, 
Yet  feel  not  love's  impassioned  care  ; 

I  think  there's  madness  in  my  breast. 
Yet  cannot  find  that  madness  there  1 7 


s  This  is  generally  inserted  among  the  remains  of  Alcsus. 
Some,  however,  have  attributed  it  to  Anacreon.  See  our 
poet's  twen^-second  ode,  and  the  notes. 

*  See  Barnes,  173d.  This  fhigment,  to  which  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  of  adding  a  turn  not  to  be  found  in  the  original,  is 
cited  by  Ludan  in  his  short  essay  on  the  Gallic  Hercules. 

*  Barnes,  ISftth.  This  is  in  Scaliger's  Poetics.  GaU  has 
omitted  it  in  his  collection  of  ft^agments. 

*  This  fhigment  is  extant  in  Arsenius  and  Hephsestion. 
See  Barnes  (69th),  who  has  arranged  the  metre  of  it  verj 
skiUbUy. 

*  Bamei,  79d.  This  flragment,  which  is  found  in  Atho- 
nseus,  contains  an  excellent  lesson  for  the  votaries  of  Jupiter 
Hospitalis. 

7  Fomd  In  Hephsestion  (see  Barnes,  Mth),  and  reminds 
one  somewhat  of  the  following :  — 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


^eiid  Leuc4idk'«  fWnrning  Keep, 
lo  the  vhiuaing  deep  : 
<  lie  cold,  lo  death  resiga'd, 
e  intoxicatea  m;  mind  1  > 


I  me,  child,  a  cnp  divine, 
al  water,  rnby  wine  ; 
■e  the  fruntlel,  richlj  flushing, 
I  my  wintry  templei  bliubing. 
-  Lnve  Uld  1 
e  the  coBlefit  try. 
pDD  this  hoi;  bowl, 
render  slimy  «oiill^ 


I  Epignuns  nf  the  Anlhologia,  are  fouBd 

in  ADOcretin,  which  1  hod  tmne- 

Iriginatly  inteadr.'d  B>  B  sort  of  Curouis 

lit  1  found  upon  eanaideratioa. 

Ifanled  vsrii^ty ;    and  that  a  frequent 

^m,  of  the  same  thought,  would 

■illfotJon  of  auch  poemi  unintereating. 

■  the  liberty,  however,  of  aubjoining  n 

|d  from  the  number,  that  1  may  not 

e  lolailj  negleeled  those  nncienl 

fiune  of  AnBcrcon.     The  four  epi- 

'  give  are   irapnitd  lo  Aolipaler 

y  urc  rendered,  perhaps,  with  too 

but  dmigaing  originally 


lalion  of  all  that  are  extant  od  the  subject,  I  at- 
deuTODted  to  enliven  their  nnifbrmity  bj  so 
indulging  in  the  libcrtiea  of  pu^hinac 


ANTtn^TPoT  snamor.  eii 

9AAAOI  Ttrpajtoptffttotf  Atoirpcov,  4^£  it« 
dSpa  Tf  ktifutrtffv  wop^up€wv  vcroAa 

mrjai  C  o/ryumrroi  cmBkiSvirrt  y«*jKToi, 
nwlti  S'  aro  7i|>  iiSa  x*«td  fuSv. 


Abovmd  the  tomb,  oh,  bard  divine ! 

Where  soft  thy  hallow'd  brow  reposes. 
Long  may  the  deathless  ivy  twine. 

And  gnmnier  epread  her  waste  of  rosea! 

And  there  shall  many  a  fount  distil. 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  the  flowere ; 

Bui  wine  shall  be  each  purple  rill. 
And  every  fount  be  milky  sliowerA. 

Thus,  shade  of  him,  whom  Nature  tanght 
To  tune  his  lyre  and  soul  to  plensnre, 

^MiD  gave  to  love  bis  leodcreat  thoughl, 
Mlio  gave  to  love  bis  fondest  m 


Thus,  after  death,  if  shades  can  feel. 

Thou  may'st,  (Vom  odours  round  ihee  streaming, 
A  pulse  of  past  enjoyment  steal, 

And  live  again  in  bllsEful  dreaming  I  > 


r\ 
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At  leogth  (hf  golden  hours  have  ving'dtlieirfiight, 
Aad  drowBy  death  that  eyelid  sleepelb  ; 

Thj  harp,  that  whispcr'd  through  each  liog? ring 
nighl, » 
Now  ujntely  in  obliTion  ilvepetht 

She  loo.  for  whom  that  harp  proloKly  shed 

The  purest  ntclar  of  its  nnmbBt^,  > 
She,  the  young  spring  of  thj  desirea,  hath  fled. 

Aod  with  her  blesl  Auacreon  Blombcn  I '' 


And  each  new  beaut;  (bund  in  thee  a  heart. 
Which  thou,  with  ail  thy  heart  and  Koul,  didM 
give  her !  • 


lo  hnTe  been  peciUiBrly   the    fate  of 

ir  the  better  uid  mote  valuable  pan 

liry  lias  not  reached  db  ;  for  tberc  ii 

ji  nothing  Id  hie  extant  works  tt^aulho- 

litliet  "  doctui,"  CO  oniveraally  beiloved 

the  ancients.     If  time  had  loSered 

.iagg  to  escape,  we  perhaps  ihonld 

oDg  Ihem  some  more  purely  amatory ; 

ve  possess,  can  there  be  a  sweeter 

arm,  yet  chastened  description,  than 

Icme  and  Septimios  ?  and  the  few 

o  Lesbia  are  distingoishpd 

I  exquisite  plaj'tiilness,  that  thoy  hare 

a  models  by  the 

I   Lsliniets.     Still,  it  must 

le  midst  of  all  these  beauties. 
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)  trifle  thus  with  tbe  sembUnce  of 
1  cannot  percelte  that  thej  were 
'e  conslanl  than  the  modems ;  they 
ime  dissipalion  of  tbe  heart,  though 
it  those  seductive  gncei  by  which 
Bniust  teaches  It  lo  be  aminblG.  Woiton, 
I  advocate  for  (he  moderns,  deserts  them 

g  for  their  ignorance  of  such 

collected  his 

anlry  from  the  insipid  yWtim  of  the 

which  have  nothing  congenial 

ceful  levity,  the  "grata  protervitas," 

a  or  n  Sedlcy. 

I  can  jodgc,  the  early  poets  of  oar 

v  the  models  which  Mr.  Little 

To  attain  Ihcir  simplicity 

1  nostro    simpUcitas ")  was   his 

He  could  not  have  aimed  at  a 

t  difficult  of  altainiuentt;  and  his  life 

li  short  a  date  to  allow  bim  to  perfect 

le  ;  but  how  br  he  was  likely  to  have 

ic  may  j  ndge  fWm  hii  produc- 


I.  ehaU  be 


Where  Mr.  Little  waa  bom,  or  what  is  the 
genealogy  of  his  parents,  are  points  in  which  f  eiy 
few  reader*  can  be  interested.  His  life  was  one 
of  those  hombie  streams  which  have  scarcely  a 
name  in  the  map  of  life,  and  the  tOTeller  may 
pass  it  by  wilhoot  inquiring  iu  soaree  or  dilMtion. 
Hit  cbaracter  was  well  koowo  to  *U  wbo  wen 
acquainted  with  him  ;  for  he  had  loo  much  Tsnityto 
Mde  its  virtues,  and  not  enough  of  art  to  cmeeal 
its  defects.  The  lighter  truls  of  his  mind  may  be 
traced  perhaps  in  hia  writingii  but  the  few  lor 
which  he  was  valued  live  only  in  the  remembnnee 
of  hisftiends. 

T.BL 


JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 


MVD 


1  dedi- 


caUag  to  jou  the  Second  Edition  of  oiu'  fkiend 
Little's  Poems.  1  am  not  unconscious  that  there 
are  many  in  the  colk-ction  which  perhaps  itwontd 
be  prudent  to  have  ollcredor  omitted  ;  and, lossy 
the  truth,  I  more  than  once  revised  them  for  that 
purpose  ;  but,  I  know  not  why,  I  distrusted  either 
my  heart  or  my  judgment ;  and  the  consequence 
is,  you  have  them  in  their  original  form : 
Nun  pnnnil  oounu  mulw,  PuitliK,  IIIdck 

I  am  convinced,  however,  that,  thongh  not 
quite  a  camiUle  relSiiht,  you  have  charity  enougli 
to  forgive  such  InoBeitEive  fbUiet ;  yon  know  thtf 
the  pious  Bcsa  was  not  the  less  revered  for  thcM 
Eportive  Jnven3ia  which  he  published  imdet  a 
fictitious  name  ;  nor  did  the  levity  of  Bembo^ 
poems  prevent  him  &om  making  a  very  good  cm- 

Believe  mc,  my  dear  Friend, 

With  the  tmcEt  esteeia, 
Tonn^ 
T.M. 


piUnfuL  iBlwqr,  piuuliif  or 


r\ 
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lies  that  nestle  so  sly 
Lousands  of  arrows  have  got, 
ath,  on  the  glance  of  an  eye 
I  yours,  may  be  o£f  in  a  shot 

swear  by  the  dew  on  your  lip, 

1  each  moment  the  treasure  renews, 

stancy  wishes  to  trip, 

ciss  o£f  the  oath  when  I  choose. 

may  disperse  from  that  flow*r 
le  dew  and  the  oath  that  are  there  ; 
oake  a  new  vow  every  hour, 

them  so  sweetly  in  air. 

up  the  heaVn  of  your  brow, 
icy  my  fedth  is  a  feather  ; 
«rt  I  will  pledge  you  my  vow, 
ey  both  must  be  broken  together  I 


To 


;r  him  thou  leaVst  behind, 
heart  is  warmly  bound  to  thee, 
he  tend*rest  links  can  bind 
;  as  warm  as  heart  can  be. 

i  long  in  freedom  roVd, 
I  many  seem'd  my  soul  to  share ; 
sion  when  I  thought  I  lov'd, 
ancy  when  I  thought  them  fair. 

my  muse*s  early  theme, 
L  me  only  while  she  warm'd  ; 
ng  desire  that  fed  the  dream, 
ison  broke  what  passion  form'd. 

—  ah  1  better  had  it  been 
.  still  in  fi^edom  roy*d, 
e*er  thy  beauties  seen, 
Q  I  nerer  should  have  lov'd. 

he  pain  which  lovers  feel 
rer  to  this  heart  been  known  ; 
the  joys  that  lovers  steal, 
theif  have  ever  been  my  own  ? 

me,  when  I  swear  thee  this, 
1  the  pain  of  loving  thee, 
pain  is  sweeter  bliss 
ission's  wildest  ecstasy. 

I  cage  I  would  not  part, 
h  my  soul  is  prison'd  now, 
ost  light  and  winged  heart 
mtons  on  the  passing  vow. 


Still,  my  be]ov*d  !  still  keep  in  mind. 
However  fiur  remov'd  from  me. 

That  there  is  one  thou  leav*8t  behind* 
Whose  heart  respires  for  only  thee  ! 

And  though  ungenial  ties  have  bound 

Thy  fkte  unto  another's  care, 
That  arm,  which  clasps  thy  bosom  round. 

Cannot  confine  the  heart  that's  there. 

No,  no  I  that  heart  is  only  mine 

By  ties  all  other  ties  above, 
For  I  have  wed  it  at  a  shrine 

Where  we  have  had  no  priest  bat  Love. 


SONG. 


When  Time,  who  steals  our  years  away, 

Shall  steal  our  pleasures  too, 
The  mem'ry  of  the  past  will  stay. 

And  half  our  joys  renew. 
Then,  Julia,  when  thy  beanty*8  flofwY 

Shall  feel  the  wintry  air. 
Remembrance  will  recall  the  hoar 

When  thou  alone  wert  fidr. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  friture  gloom ; 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  dajs  to  come. 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 

Come,  Chloe,  fill  the  genial  bowl, 

I  drink  to  Love  and  thee : 
Thou  never  canst  decay  in  soul, 

Thoult  still  be  young  for  me. 
And  as  thy  lips  the  tear-drop  chase^ 

Which  on  my  cheek  they  find. 
So  hope  shall  steal  away  the  trace 

That  sorrow  leaves  behind. 
Then  fill  the  bowl  —  away  with  gloom  ! 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  oome, 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 

But  mark,  at  thought  of  fbture  yean 

When  love  shall  lose  its  soul. 
My  Chloe  drops  her  timid  tears, 

They  mingle  with  my  bowL 
How  like  this  bowl  of  wine,  my  fiur, 

Our  loving  life  shall  fleet ; 
Though  tears  may  sometimes  mingle  tiienb 

The  draught  will  still  be  sweet 
Then  fill  the  cup  —  away  with  gloom  I 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  Hope  will  brighten  dBjs  to 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 
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Hlitaa  her  love,  though  bii  cheek  i 

■r'i 

Kelinet  of  Bilver  vu  wish'd  b;  the  tide. 


en,  but,  ah  I  he  «>■  deathly  u 
h1  Bva;  like  the  spell  of  a  dn 


Thou  art  ju«t  in  the  twilight  M  prwent, 
Wh«a  wDman'i  declenrioD  begins  ; 

When,  fading  tnmt  all  tlut  ii  pleosut. 
She  bidi  a  good  night  lo  her  sins. 

Yet  thon  itill  art  lo  lovely  to  me, 
I  wonld  sooner,  iny  exqaiiite  mother  I 

Repoae  in  the  giuuet  of  thee, 
Thui  baik  in  the  noon  of  another. 


DID  NOT. 

new  feeling  —  lomcthiog  more 
bod  dared  to  own  before, 
lien  we  hid  not ; 
each  other's  eye, 
n  every  hilf-breath'd  sigh, 
speak,  but  did  not. 


I'bicb 


■  lob' 


Ht  my  lips'  impassion'd  touch  ~ 
Ithe  first  time  I  dared  lo  much, 
Ind  yel  she  cliid  not ; 
liisper'd  o'er  my  burning  brow, 
I  do  you  doubt  I  love  you  now 
Breet  soul !  I  did  not. 


My  I  felt  her  bt 
I'd  it  closer,  clt 
Iboagb  gently  bid  not 
Bob!  the  world  halb  i 
Bers,  who  so  nearly  cr 
Ind  yet,  who  did  not. 


still, 


1»  not  tby  mind  a  gentle  mind  ? 
Is  not  that  bean  E  bean  refin'd  1 
Host  thou  not  every  geutle  grace. 
We  love  in  woman's  mind  and  bee  t 
And,  ob  '.  alt  thoa  a  sbrinc  for  Sin 
To  hold  her  hateful  worship  ia  ? 

No.  no,  be  happy  —  dry  that  tear  — 
Though  some  thy  hemt  bath  harbour'd  near. 
May  now  repay  its  love  with  blame  ; 
Though  man,  who  ought  ia  shield  thy  fame. 
Ungenerous  man,  be  Gr«t  to  shnn  the«  ; 
Though  all  the  world  look  cold  upon  thee, 
Yet  shall  thy  porenew  keep  thee  still 
Unharm'd  by  that  surrounding  chill ; 
Like  the  fumed  drop,  in  crystal  fonod. ' 
Floating,  while  all  was  froz'n  wound,  — 
UnchiU'd,  unchanging  shalt  tbou  be. 
Safe  In  thy  own  sweet  purity. 


ANACREONTia 


Ivrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  it 
Hnce  put  my  heart  out  of  pain  ; 
Ic  eye,  that  urua  glowing  beside  it, 
lurb'd  my  ideas 


Prehs  the  grape,  and  IiH  it  pour 
Around  the  bi»rd  its  purple  showV  i 
And,  while  the  drops  my  goblet  steep, 
111  think  in  woe  the  clusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine  I 
Heav'n  grrmt  no  tears,  but  tears  of  wise, 
Weep  oa  ;  and,  OS  thy  sorrows  flow, 
111  taste  the  tuzory  of  woe. 
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,  me,  they  who  never  melt 
ity,  Derer  melt  with  love  t 
will  frown  at  aU  l\e  felt, 
I  my  loving  lays  reprove. 

rhaps,  some  gentler  mind, 
rather  loves  to  praise  than  blame, 
my  page  an  interest  find, 
iger  kindly  on  my  name  ; 

—  or,  oh  I  if^  gentler  still, 
ale  lips  my  name  be  blest : 
•e  do  all  affections  thrill 
.'tly  as  in  woman's  breast  ?  — 

that  he  whose  loving  themes 
e  indulgent  wanders  o*er, 
letimes  wake  from  idle  dreams, 
Ider  flights  of  fiuicy  soar  *, 

ry  oft  would  claim  the  lay, 
'iendship  oft  his  numbers  move  ; 
)er  then,  that,  **  sooth  to  say, 
weetest  song  was  giv'n  to  Love  I " 


TO  JULIA. 


Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  us  part, 
lis  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever ; 
;  will  seek  its  kindred  heart, 
ng  to  it  as  close  as  ever. 

we,  must  we  part  indeed  ? 
ir  dream  of  rapture  over  ? 
not  Julia's  bosom  bleed 
e  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover  ? 

;oo  mourn  ?  -^  Perhaps  she  may  ; 
3  she  mourns  our  bliss  so  fleeting : 
is  Julia's  eye  so  gay, 
's  heart  like  mine  is  beating? 

lov'd  that  sunny  glow 
ness  in  her  blue  eye  gleaming — 
le  bosom  bleed  with  woe, 
oy  is  in  the  glances  beaming? 

-  Yet,  love,  I  will  not  chide ; 

jh  your  heart  were  fond  of  roving, 

nor  all  the  world  beside 

:eep  your  &ithftd  boy  from  loving. 

n  be  distant  from  hii  eye, 

ith  you,  all  that's  worth  ponessing. 

it  will  be  sweet  to  die, 

ife  has  lost  its  only  blessing ! 


To 


Sweet  lady,  look  not  thus  again : 
Those  bright  deluding  smiles  recall 

A  maid  remembered  now  with  pain. 
Who  was  my  love,  my  life,  my  all  I 

Oh  I  while  this  heart  bewildered  took 
Sweet  poison  from  her  thrillmg  eye, 

Thus  would  she  smile,  and  lisp,  and  look. 
And  I  would  hear,  and  gaie,  and  sigh  I 

Yes,  I  did  love  her  —  wildly  love  — 
She  was  her  sex's  best  deceiver ! 

And  oft  she  swore  she'd  never  rove — 
And  I  was  destin'd  to  believe  her  I 

Then,  lady,  do  not  wear  the  smile 
Of  one  whose  smile  could  thus  betray  ; 

Alas  I  I  think  the  lovely  wile 
Again  could  steal  my  heart  away. 

For,  when  those  spells  that  charm'd  my  mind. 

On  lips  so  pure  as  thine  I  see, 
I  fear  the  heart  which  she  resign'd 

Will  err  again,  and  fly  to  thee ! 


NATURE'S  LABELS. 

▲  FBAOMENT. 

In  vain  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 

The  soul's  reflection  in  the  feuoe  ; 

In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  cro«es. 

Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis ; 

Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato  or  the  Stagirite  : 

And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 

Has  peep'd  through  windows  dark  and  dull 

Since  then,  though  art  do  all  it  can. 

We  ne'er  can  reach  the  inward  man. 

Nor  (howsoe'er  **  leam'd  Thebans  "  doobt) 

The  inward  woman,  from  without, 

Methinks  'twere  well  if  Nature  could 

(And  Nature  could,  if  Nature  would) 

Some  pithy,  short  descriptions  write. 

On  tablets  hirge,  in  black  and  white, 

Which  she  might  hang  about  our  throttkii 

Like  labels  upon  physic-bottles  ; 

And  where  all  men  might  read — but  iltj  ^ 

As  dialectic  sages  say. 

The  argument  most  apt  and  ample 

For  common  use  is  the  tvTumjA^, 
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Upon  hearing  this  i»teon«  ecofesBon. 

TO  JULIA. 

itfjT  Soul,  looking  tenderly  at  her. 

WEEPINO. 

DecUr'd,  as  for  grace  and  diseretkm, 
He  did  not  koow  much  of  the  matteTi 

roDr  tears  are  giv'n  to  care. 

woe  disturb*  yoar  peace, 

"  But,  to-morrow,  sweet  Spirit  I "  he  aud. 

my  bosom,  weeping  lair  ! 

"  Be  at  home  after  midnight,  and  then 

will  bid  your  wteping  ce»*e. 

"  I  will  come  when  your  lady's  b  bed, 
■■  And  well  t^  o'er  the  sotaect  again." 

lb  Fancy's  viiion'd  faira. 

dreanw  of  woe  your  bosom  thrill ; 

So  she  whisper'd  a  word  m  his  ear. 

so  lovely  in  your  tean. 

I  suppose  to  her  door  to  direct  him. 

must  bid  yoD  drop  them  ttilL 

And,  just  after  midnight,  my  dear. 
Your  polite  Ultle  Soul  may  expect  him. 

DBEAJIS. 

TO  ROSA. 

I  prithee  how  is  it 

WBITTKS  DOWSO   ILUnM.. 

lis  ore  oft  taking  the  air. 

The  wirest  soul,  by  anguish  torn, 

g  each  odiBr  a  »isil. 

Will  soon  nnleam  the  lore  it  knew  ; 

odies  are  heaven  knows  where? 

And  when  the  shrining  casket's  worn, 
The  gem  within  will  tarnish  loo. 

■tis  in  vain  to  deny  it. 

nl  took  a  fancy  to  roam, 

But  love's  an  essence  of  the  soul, 

d  her.  on  tiptoe  so  qaicl. 

Which  sinks  not  with  this  cham  of  cby  i 

k,  whether  mine  was  al  home. 

Which  throbs  beyond  the  chill  contnil 
Of  with'ring  pain  or  pale  decay. 

let  her  in  with  delight. 

y  talk'd  and  they  laugh'd  the  time 

And  surely,  when  the  touch  of  Death 

ngbi 

Dissolves  the  spirit"*  earthly  tie* 

souls  come  together  al  night. 

Love  still  attends  lb'  immortal  breath. 

□0  saying  what  they  mayn't  do  '. 

And  makes  il  purer  for  the  ikles ! 

illle  Soul,  heaven  bless  her  1 

Oh  Rosa,  when,  to  seek  its  sphere, 

cb  to  complaiD  and  lo  say. 

My  soul  shall  leave  this  orb  of  men. 

ly  yoa  wrong  and  oppress  her 

Thai  love  which  form'd  its  treasure  here, 

ng  her  prison'd  all  day. 

Shall  be  iui  bat  of  treasure*  then! 

ten,"  said  she,  "  but  (o  steal 

And  as,  in  &bled  drcama  of  old. 

peep  now  and  then  lo  her  eye, 

Some  air-bom  genius,  child  of  time. 

ict  the  fever  1  feel. 

Presided  o'er  each  star  that  roll'd. 

cnlureabroadonatighi 

And  traek'd  it  through  iti  path  sublime: 

nant  she  frightens  me  io 

So  thou,  fair  planet,  not  nnled. 

some  phantom  of  prudence  or  terror, 

Shalt  through  thy  mortal  orbit  stray  j 

I  sboold  Etiay  into  sin. 

Thy  lover's  shade,  lo  thee  still  wed, 

hat  is  stiil  worse,  into  error ! 

Shall  linger  round  thy  CartUy  way. 

ad  of  displaying  my  graces, 

Let  other  spirits  range  the  sky. 

ylight.  in  language  and  mien. 

And  play  aronnd  each  starry  gem ; 

t  up  in  eomers  and  places, 

rn  bask  beneath  that  lucid  eye. 

tr^lyl  blush  to  be  seen!" 

Nor  envy  worlds  of  suns  to  them. 

.TN         J 
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have  loY'd  yon  — oh,  «o  weUl  — 

ream,  thot  wUhing  boyhood  km»i. 

OH   THB 

bright,  beguiling  sp.ll. 

DEATH  OF  A  LADT. 

>iily  Uvei  while  panion  glowi  : 

SwBBT  spirit  1  if  thy  airy  sleep 

va  this  early  flnsh  declines. 

Nor  sees  my  temrs  nor  bestfs  my  ^ht. 

the  ban's  sunny  morniDR  flecu, 

Then  will  I  weep,  in  anguish  weep. 

w  not  thcQ  how  close  it  twines 

Till  the  last  heart's  drop  fills  mine  eye^ 

1  (he  firrt  kindred  soul  it  meets. 

But  if  thy  sainted  soul  can  feel. 

I  could  hsTe  lov'd,  u  one 

And  mingles  in  our  misery  ; 
Then,  then  my  breaking  heart  HI  seal  — 
Thou  Shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  fram  me. 

tniMliing  deir  to  rest  upou, 

h  pay*  bim  for  the  loss  of  >U. 

The  beam  of  mora  wu  on  the  streem. 

But  sullen  clouds  the  day  deform  : 

Like  thee  was  that  young,  orient  beun, 

™ 

Like  death,  alas,  that  collen  Hoim  1 

Thou  wert  not  form'd  Ibr  Uving  here^ 
So  Uuk'd  thy  soul  was  with  the  aky  ; 

Yel,  ah,  we  held  thee  all  so  dear. 

We  thought  thou  wert  not  form'd  W  die. 

mind  how  the  prfflgogne  proses. 

nut  not  iintiquily'.  ttanip  -, 

at  such  fragrance  disclose*. 

INCONSTANCY. 

never  should  imel!  of  the  lamp. 

Ato  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  deceives  me, 

,  whose  withering  kiss 

When  sorely  there's  nothing  ia  mUure  roote 

ong  set  the  Loves  al  deflaoce, 

common? 

tie  with  the  science  of  bliss. 

She  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing  she  leares 

oke  10  tlic  blisses  of  wience. 

And  could  I  expect  any  more  from  a  woman  P 

rtiu  to  be  buried  in  books  — 

unny,  they're  pilifal  sages, 

Oh,  woman  [  yonr  heart  is  a  pitiful  trcamre  ; 

lid  not  in  ime  of  your  looks 

And  Mahomet's  doctrine  was  not  loo  severe. 

more  than  in  millions  of  pages. 

When  he  held  thai  yon  were  but  materials  of  p!a- 

ny  finds  in  those  eyes 

And   reason   and  thinking  were  onl  of  year 

light  than  siie  studies  above  ; 

Bphere. 

sic  would  borrow  your  sighs 
melody  fittest  for  Love. 

By  your  heart,  when  ihe  fond  sighing  lover  an 
win  it, 
ne  thinks  thai  an  age  of  anxiety's  paid  ; 

ihmetic  only  can  trip 

Dunt  your  own  chantis  yon  endeavour  ; 

But,  oh.  while  he'a  hlest,  lei   him  die  at  tht 

(Hcnce  glows  on  your  lip 

you  swear,  that  yon'll  love  me  for  ever. 

If  he  live  but  a  dag,  hell  be  surely  betray'd. 

u  see,  what  a  brilliant  alliance 

THE  NATAL  GENIUa 

•  DISIH. 

ever  need  wish  to  pursue. 

To 

THE   MOIUnnO   OP  HEB   BIBTHSAT. 

!  — ifaFellowUleme 

onfer  a  diploma  of  heart*. 

In  witching  slumbers  of  the  night. 

lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

1  dreamt  1  was  the  ury  sprite 

vine  little  Mistness  of  Arts  ! 

That  on  thy  natal  momeDt  smU'd ; 

m,^^^kk         iP\ 
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juviiam; 

And  thought  I  waiked  on  my  wing 

I  hop'd  that,  after  all  iu  strife, 

Those  flow^  whkh  in  Elysinm  spring. 

My  weary  heart  at  length  should  rest. 

To  crown  my  lowfij  mortal  child. 

And,  fidnting  from  the  waves  of  lifo. 

Find  harbour  in  a  brother's  breast 

With  dive-teinch  I  boond  thy  head, 

Heart* ■  eaae  along  thy  path  I  shed. 

That  brother's  breast  was  warm  with  truth. 

Which  was  to  bloom  throogh  all  thy  years ; 

Was  bright  with  honour's  purest  ray  ; 

Nor  yet  did  I  Ibrget  to  hmd 

He  was  the  dearest,  gentlest  youth — 

Lore's  roses,  with  his  myrtle  twin'd. 

Ah,  why  then  was  he  torn  away  ? 

And  dew'd  by  sympathetic  tears. 

He  should  have  stay'd,  have  lingered  here 

To  soothe  his  Julia's  every  woe ; 

Which  Fancy,  at  her  magic  noon. 

He  should  have  chas'd  each  bitter  tear. 

Bade  me  to  Nona's  image  pay ; 

And  not  have  cans'd  those  tears  to  flow. 

And  were  it  dus  my  flite  to  be 

Thy  little  goardian  deity. 

We  saw  within  his  soul  expand 

How  blest  aimmd  thy  steps  Fd  jday  I 

The  fruits  of  genius,  nurs'd  by  taste ; 

While  Science,  with  a  fost'ring  hand. 

Thy  liib  ahoold  glide  in  peace  along, 

Upon  his  brow  her  chaplet  plac'd. 

Cafan  as  some  lonely  shepherd's  song 

ThatTs  heard  at  distance  in  the  grore ; 

We  saw,  by  bright  degrees,  his  mind 

No  dood  ahoold  erer  dim  thy  sky, 

Grow  rich  in  all  that  makes  men  dear ; — 

No  thorns  along  thy  pathway  lie, 

Enlighten'd,  social,  and  refin'd* 

Bat  all  be  beaoty,  peace,  and  lore. 

In  friendship  firm,  in  love  sincere. 

Indulgent  Time  should  never  bring 

Such  was  the  youth  we  lov'd  so  well. 

To  thee  one  bligfat  upon  his  wing. 

And  such  the  hopes  that  ftUe  denied ; — 

So  gently  o'er  thy  brow  he'd  fly ; 

We  lov'd,  but  ah  I  could  scarcely  teU 

And  deaUi  itself  should  but  be  felt 

How  deep,  how  dearly,  till  he  died  I 

hike  that  of  daybeams,  when  they  melt. 

Bright  to  the  last,  in  eveniog*8  sky  I 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain, 

Twin'd  with  my  very  heart  he  grew ; 

And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain. 

The  heart  is  almost  broken  too. 

ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

• 

SirPFOSED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BT  JULIA, 

TO  THE  LARGE  AND  BEAUTIFUL 

OH  Tin  DIATH  OF  HXH  BKOTHBR. 

MISS , 

IN  ALLUMON  TO  SOME  PARTNERSHIP  IN  A  LOTTERY  SHARE. 

Though  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart ; 

Though  every  day  Fve  counted  o'er 

IMPROMPTU. 

Hath  brought  a  new  and  quick'ning  smart 

—Ego  pars— —                Viro. 

To  wounds  that  rankled  fresh  before ; 

^^^^^  ^^      ^^  ^^p^  ^r                                                                                                             »      m  ^i^^i^  V 

In  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies, 

Though  in  my  earliest  life  bereft 

Where  in  blanks  and  in  prizes  we  deal ; 

Of  tender  Imks  by  nature  tied ; 

But  how  comes  it  that  you,  such  a  capital  prize. 

Though  hope  deceived,  and  pleasure  left ; 

Should  so  long  have  remam'd  in  the  wheel  ? 

Though  friends  betray'd  and  foes  belied ; 

If  ever,  by  Fortune's  indulgent  decree, 

I  still  had  hopes — for  hope  will  stay 

To  me  such  a  ticket  should  roll. 

After  the  sunset  of  delight ; 

A  sixteenth,  Heav'n  knows!  were  sufficient  for 

So  like  the  star  which  ushers  day. 

me; 

We  scarce  can  think  it  heralds  night ! — 

For  what  could  /  do  with  the  whole  ? 

MOORE'S  WORKS. 


A  DREAM. 

iHT  thU  heart  enkindled  lay 
apid*s  burning  shrine : 
It  he  stole  thy  heart  away, 
placed  it  near  to  mine. 

ly  heart  begin  to  melt, 
ice  before  the  sun ; 
h  a  glow  congenial  felt, 
mingled  into  one  I 


TO 


my  soul,  then,  let  us  part, 
)th  are  anxious  to  be  free ; 
I  send  you  home  your  heart, 
rill  send  back  mine  to  me. 

I  some  happy  hours  together, 
must  often  change  its  wing ; 
g  would  be  but  gloomy  weather, 
id  nothing  else  but  spring. 

lat  I  expect  to  find 
devoted,  fond,  and  true  one, 
T  cheek  or  sweeter  mind — 
for  me  that  she's  a  new  one. 

8  leave  the  bower  of  love, 
we  have  loitered  long  in  bliss ; 
nay  down  that  pathway  rove, 
shall  take  my  way  through  this. 


ANACREONTIC. 

er  look*d  so  kind  before — 
hy  the  wanton's  smile  recall  ? 
I  this  witchery  o*er  and  o*er, 
oUow,  vain,  and  heartless  all  1" 

d  and,  sighing,  drain'd 
>  which  she  so  late  had  tasted ; 
Be  rim  still  fresh  remained 
ath,  so  oft  in  falsehood  wasted. 

harp,  and  would  have  sung 
rere  not  of  her  I  sang ; 
le  notes  on  Lamia  hung — 
m  but  Lamia  coidd  they  hang  ? 


Those  eyes  of  hers,  that  floating  8hine» 
Like  diamonds  in  some  Easten  river ; 

That  kiss,  for  which,  if  worlds  were  minet 
A  world  for  every  kiss  Fd  give  her. 

That  fhune  so  delicate,  yet  warm'd 
With  flushes  of  love's  genial  hue ; — 

A  mould  transparent,  as  if  form'd 
To  let  the  spirit's  light  shine  through. 

Of  these  I  sung,  and  notes  and  words 

Were  sweet,  as  if  the  very  air 
From  Lamia's  lip  hung  o'er  the  chords. 

And  Lamia's  voice  still  warbled  there ! 

But  when,  alas,  I  tum'd  the  theme, 
And  when  of  vows  and  oaths  1 9p6k£f 

Of  truth  and  hope's  seducing  dream— 
The  chord  beneath  my  finger  broke. 

False  harp!  fidse  woman! — such,  oh*  snch 
Are  lutes  too  fhdl  and  hearts  too  willing ; 

Any  hand,  whate'er  its  touch. 
Can  set  their  chords  or  pulses  thriUing. 

And  when  that  thrill  is  most  awake. 
And  when  you  think  Heav'n's  joys  awut  you. 

The  nymph  will  change,  the  chord  jriU  bfcak — 
Oh  Love,  oh  Music,  how  I  hate  yoa  I 


TO  JULIA. 


I  SAW  the  peasant's  hand  unkind 
From  yonder  oak  the  ivy  sever ; 

They  seem'd  in  very  being  twin'd ; 
Yet  now  the  oak  is  fresh  as  ever  I 

Not  so  the  widow'd  ivy  shines ! 

Tom  from  its  dear  and  only  stay, 
In  drooping  widowhood  it  pines. 

And  scatters  all  its  bloom  away. 

Thus,  Julia,  did  our  hearts  entwine. 
Till  Fate  disturb'd  their  tender  det : 

Thus  gay  indifference  blooms  in  thine, 
While  mine,  deserted,  droops  and  dies  I 


HYMN 
OF  A    VIRGIN    OF    DELPHI* 

AT  THE  TOMB  OP  HER  XOTRKB. 

Oh,  lost,  for  ever  lost — no  more 
Shall  Vesper  light  our  dewy  way 
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Along  the  rocks  of  Gris8a*8  shore. 

To  hymn  the  &ding  fires  of  day ; 
No  more  to  Tempi's  distant  -vale 

In  holy  musings  shall  we  roam. 
Through  summer's  glow  and  winter's  gale. 

To  bear  the  mystic  chaplets  home.^ 
'Twas  then  my  soul's  expanding  zeal. 

By  nature  warm'd  and  led  by  thee. 
In  every  breeze  was  taught  to  feel 

The  breathings  of  a  Deity. 
Guide  of  my  heart !  still  hovering  round, 

Thy  looks,  thy  words  are  still  my  own — 
I  see  thee  raising  from  the  ground 

Some  laurel,  by  the  winds  o'erthrown. 
And  hear  thee  say,  ^  This  humble  bough 

**  Was  planted  fbr  a  doom  divine ; 
**  And,  though  it  droop  in  languor  now, 

**  Shall  flourish  on  the  Delphic  shrine  I 
**  Thus,  in  the  yale  of  earthly  sense, 

**  Though  sunk  awhile  the  spurit  lies, 
**  A  -viewless  hand  shall  cull  it  thence, 

**  To  bloom  immortal  in  the  skies  I" 

AH  that  the  young  should  feel  and  know. 

By  thee  was  taught  so  sweetly  well, 
Thy  words  fell  soft  as  vernal  snow, 

And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell  1 
Fond  soother  of  my  infant  tear, 

Fond  sharer  of  my  infent  joy, 
Is  not  thy  shade  still  lingering  here? 

Am  I  not  still  thy  soul's  employ? 
Oh  yes — and,  as  in  former  days. 

When,  meeting  on  the  sacred  mount, . 
Our  nymphs  awak'd  their  choral  lays, 

And  danc'd  around  Cassotis'  fount ; 
As  then,  'twas  all  thy  wish  and  care, 

That  mine  should  be  the  simplest  mien. 
My  lyre  and  voice  the  sw<»ete8t  there, 

My  foot  the  lightest  o'er  the  green  : 
So  still,  each  look  and  step  to  mould. 

Thy  guardian  care  is  round  me  spread. 
Arranging  every  snowy  fold. 

And  guiding  every  mazy  tread. 
And,  when  I  lead  the  hymning  choir, 

Thy  spirit  still,  unseen  and  free, 
Horers  between  my  lip  and  lyre, 

And  weds  them  into  harmony. 
Flow,  Flistus,  flow,  thy  murmuring  wave 

9iall  never  drop  its  silvery  tear 
Upon  so  pure,  so  blest  a  grave. 

To  memory  so  entirely  dear ! 


*  Hw  karel.  for  the  common  luet  of  the  tonple,  for  adonu 
fH  the  altars  and  tveeping  the  pavement,  was  supplied  by  a 
tnc  near  the  fountain  of  Castalia ;  but  upon  ali  important 
wtMloiu,  they  sent  to  Temp^  for  their  Isnrel.  We  Und,  in 
that  this  vallej  supplied  the  brandies,  of  whidi 


SYMPATHY. 

TO  JULIA. 
>  sine  me  sit  nulla  Venus. 


SCTLPICU. 


Our  hearts,  my  love,  were  form'd  to  be 
The  genuine  twins  of  Sympathy, 

They  live  with  one  sensation  : 
In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love, 
Like  chords  in  unison  they  move. 

And  thrill  with  like  vibration. 

How  oft  Fve  heard  thee  fondly  say, 
Thy  vital  pulse  shall  cease  to  play 

When  mine  no  more  is  moving  ; 
Since,  now,  to  feel  a  joy  alone 
Were  worse  to  thee  than  feeling  none 

So  twinn'd  are  we  in  loving  I 


THE  tEAR. 


\/ 


On  beds  of  snow  the  moonbeam  slept. 
And  chilly  was  the  midnight  gloom. 

When  by  the  damp  grave  Ellen  wept  — 
Fond  maid  I  it  was  her  Lindor's  tomb  ! 

A  warm  tear  gush'd,  the  wintry  air 
Congeal'd  it  as  it  flow'd  away  : 

All  night  it  lay  an  ice-drop  there. 
At  mom  it  glitter'd  in  the  ray. 

An  angel,  wand'ring  from  her  sphere, 
Who  saw  this  bright,  this  frozen  gem, 

To  dew-ey'd  Pity  brought  the  tear. 
And  hung  it  on  her  diadem  1 


THE  SNAKE. 


V 


My  love  and  I,  the  other  day. 
Within  a  myrtle  arbour  lay, 
When  near  us,  from  a  rosy  bed, 
A  little  Snake  put  forth  its  head. 

**  See,"  said  the  maid  with  thoughtful  eyes — 
**  Yonder  the  fatal  emblem  lies  ! 
**  Who  could  expect  such  hidden  harm 
"  Beneath  the  rose's  smiling  charm  ?  " 

the  temple  was  originally  constructed ;  and  Plutarch  tayi,  in 
his  Dialogue  on  Music,  "  The  youth  who  brings  the  Temple 
laurel  to  Delphi  is  always  attended  by  a  player  on  the  flute." 
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II  tb«  niakp,  bnl  she, 

g,  pray'd  it  might  not  be. 
I  the  DuidcD —  and,  nlas, 
■  spoke  Tolomei,  while  she  said  it  — 
□  the^rasa, 

•J,  perhaps,  have  et 

1  ils  wkkcd  eypa  oppenr, 

ica  WG  kanw  for  vhat  they  wink  at 
f  bp  verg  simple,  dear, 
it  wound  one  —  don't  yon  think  u 


TO  ROSA. 

,•!  song  of  Rosa  m 
■E  such  lays  inspir'd  her  lute  I 
;r  doth  a  sweeter  song 
Ll  the  breciy  lyre  along, 
Icn  the  wind,  in  odonrs  dying, 
ur'd  sighing. 

i  my  Rosa's  lute  unstrung  ? 
a  tale  of  pence  il  sung 
jr  lover's  tbrobliing  breast  — 
was  he  divinely  blest  ! 
I  bat  Rosa  lov 
|rpfore  Rosa's  song  is  o'iir  ; 
her  tute  neglected  lies  ; 
her  boj  forgotten  sighs, 
t  lute  —  forgotten  lover  — 
's  love  and  song  are  over 


earth's  breast? 


LOVE  AND  MARRIAGE. 


Snu.  the  qnenioa  I  must  puiy. 
Still  a  wafward  tnuuit  prove  : 

Where  I  love,  I  most  not  marry  t 
Where  I  marry,  camiot  love. 

Were  she  fUrest  of  crealloo. 
With  the  least  presoming  mind  -, 

Learned  without  affeclstian ; 
Not  deceitful,  jet  refin'd  ; 

Wise  enough,  but  never  rigid ; 

Osy,  bnl  not  too  lightly  A«e  ; 
Chaste  as  snow,  and  yet  not  bHgid ; 

Fond,  yet  satisfied  with  me : 

Were  she  all  this  ten  times  over. 
All  that  heav'n  to  earlb  allows, 

I  should  be  too  much  her  lover 
Ever  lo  become  ber  apnnse. 

I>ove  wiU  never  bear  enslaving  ; 

Summer  garments  suit  him  beil  -, 
Bliss  itself  is  not  worth  having. 

If  we're  by  compulsion  bte«L 


ANACREONTIC. 

I  FTU-'D  to  thoe,  lo  thee  I  drank, 
I  nothing  did  bat  drink  and  Gil ; 

The  bowt  by  Inms  was  bright  and  blank, 
'Twos  drinking,  filling,  driaktng  itOL 

At  length  I  bid  an  artist  paint 
Thy  image  in  this  ample  cop. 

That  I  might  see  the  dimpled  saint. 
To  whom  I  qunff'd  my  nectar  np. 

Behold,  how  bright  that  pnrple  lip 
Now  blushes  through  the  ware  at  me ; 

Every  roseate  drop  I  sip 
Is  just  like  kissing  wine  from  the*. 

And  still  I  drink  the  more  for  tWa ; 
For,  ever  when  the  draoghl  I  dnia. 

Thy  lip  invilea  anolher  kin, 

And  —  in  the  nectar  flows  agidn. 

So,  here's  lo  Ihee,  my  gentle  dew. 
And  may  thai  eyelid  never  shine 

Beneath  n  darker,  bitterer  tear 
Than  bolhes  it  in  tbia  bowl  of  mine  1 


r\ 
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And  if  her  cheek  be  smooth  and  bright, 

THE  SUBPBISE. 

While  iniih  witiiLn  Ilt l-iKiui  lies, 

CHLoua,  I  swear,  by  dl  I  tnt  swore, 

Thtt  fi«m  this  boor  I  ihaU  not  lave  thee  more.  ~ 

ni  gaie  upon  her  inom  and  eiikIii. 
Till  my  heart  leave  me  through  my  eyes. 

"  Wlut  •  li>Te  no  inore?  (Hi  t  why  thii  Blter'd  vow  ?" 

Show  me  on  earth  a  thing  lo  rare. 

BecauM  loanaat  tore  thee  mrc  —  llua  wrd/ 

m  own  all  miracles  are  true ; 

To  make  one  maid  sincere  and  &ir. 

Oh,  'tis  the  utmost  Heav'n  can  do ! 

TO  MISS 

/<f               LYING.                             / 

Cbe  conic  lot  bus1cp4H.dl.iid.    Momnd'Jrfmo. 

Tu.  uk  the  lylph  «ho  ronnd  thee  flie>, 
And  in  thy  breath  bii  pinion  dip*. 

Who  nuu  him  in  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  fiunti  npon  thy  lighing  lipii ; 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  ligh. 
My  lips  have  breath'd  you  uiiiDy  sliei 
And  vho.  »ith  Bucli  delights  in  view. 
Would  lose  them,  for  a  lie  or  two  7 

Nay,— look  not  thus,  with  brow  reproving ; 

ru  lA  lum  wlket^**  the  tcU  of  tieep 

Lies  an-,  my  d.ar   i)ic  soul  of  loving. 

ThU  H'd  to  *hade  thy  looks  of  light ; 

If  half  we  U-ll  till-  girlt  nrti-  Iruc, 

And  why  tbose  eves  ihtir  vigil  keep. 

If  half  we  Ewenr  i,>  lliink  awl  <1„, 

When  other  tout  are  timk  in  night  ? 

■Were  Bnght  but  iyiug's  bright  illusiou. 

And  I  will  wy  -  her  angel  breast 

If  ladles'  eyos  were,  e*ei7  one. 

Hu  oerer  throbb'd  with  gnilly  sting ; 

As  lovers  swear,  a  radiant  son, 

Ber  boMMB  u  the  sweetest  nest 

Astronomy  must  leave  the  skies. 

Where  Slnmber  conld  repo«e  his  wing ! 

To  learn  her  lore  In  ladles'  eye*. 

Oh,  no      belitve  me.  lovely  girl.                          j 

And  I  wiU  <ay  —  faer  cheeks  that  flnsb. 

When  nature  turns  your  leelh  to  pearl, 

Like  Tenial  roeei  in  the  sun. 

Your  neck  to  «now  jonr  eyes  to  fire, 

Hare  ne'er  by  shame  been  laugbl  to  blush. 

Your  amher  locks  to  golden  wire. 

Except  for  what  her  eyes  have  done  1 

Then,  only  then  can  Heaven  decrci'. 

That  you  should  live  for  only  me. 

Then  tell  me,  why,  thou  child  of  air- 

Or  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom. 

Does  slumber  from  her  eyelids  rove  ? 

We've  swearing  kist,  and  kissing  sworti. 

Perhaps,  oh  sylph  1  perhaps.  His  loee. 

And  now,  my  gentle  hints  to  clear. 

For  once  I'll  tell  you  truth,  my  dear. 

Whenever  you  niay  chance  lo  meet 

Some  loving  youth,  whose  love      sweel, 

Long  as  you're  &lse  and  lie  bi-lieves  j'Ou, 

Long  as  yi.ii  trust  and  lie  deceives  yoo. 

THE  WONDER. 

So  long  tlji-  lilissful  bond  endures. 

And  nlitle  he  lii's,  his  heart  is  yours  : 

Cone,  tell  me  where  the  maid  is  foaod. 

But,  ob  I  you've  wholly  lost  the  youlli 

Whose  bewl  OH.  love  without  deceit. 

The  instant  that  he  tells  you  truth. 

And  1  will  range  the  world  around. 

To  sigh  one  momeni  at  her  feet. 

Oh!  tell  me  where's  her  sainted  home, 

ANACREONTIC. 

What  sir  receives  her  blessed  sigh. 

A  i^lgrimige  of  years  111  reva 

Friend  of  my  soul,  this  goblet  sip, 

To  eauA  ooe  spwkle  of  het  eye  I 

'Twill  cbase  that  pensive  tear; 
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Tis  thus  mj  heart  shall  learn  to  know 
How  fleeting  if  this  world  helow, 
Where  all  that  meets  the  morning  light, 
Is  chang'd  before  the  &11  of  night  1  ^ 

m  tell  thee,  as  I  trim  thy  fire, 
**  Swift,  swift  the  tide  of  being  nms, 

**  And  Time,  who  bids  thy  flame  expire, 
**  Will  also  qoench  yon  heaven  of  suns.** 

Oh,  then  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  nerer  chain  one  feathery  hoar ; 
If  erery  print  we  leave  to-day 
To-morrow's  wave  will  sweep  away ; 
Who  pauses  to  inquire  of  heaven 
Why  were  the  fleeting  treasures  given. 
The  sunny  days,  the  shady  nights, 
And  all  their  brief  but  dear  delights. 
Which  heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use. 
And  man  should  think  it  crime  to  lose  ? 
Who  that  has  cull'd  a  fresh-blown  rose 
Will  ask  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows. 
Unmindful  of  ^e  blushing  ray. 
In  which  it  shines  its  soul  away ; 
Unmindfhl  of  the  scented  sigh. 
With  which  it  dies  and  loves  to  die. 

Pleasure,  thou  only  good  on  earth !  > 
One  precious  moment  giv'n  to  thee — 

Ob !  by  my  Lms'  lip,  'tis  worth 
The  sage's  immortality. 

Then  far  be  all  the  wisdom  hence, 
That  would  our  joys  one  hour  delay  I 

Alas,  the  feast  of  soul  and  sense 
Love  calls  us  to  in  youth's  bright  day, 
If  not  soon  tasted,  fleets  away. 

Ne'er  wert  thou  form'd,  my  Lamp,  to  shed 
Thy  splendour  on  a  lifeless  page  ;  — 

Whatever  my  blushing  Lais  said 
Of  thoughtful  lore  and  studies  sage, 

Twas  mockery  all  —  her  glance  of  joy 

Told  me  thy  dearest,  best  employ.  3 

>  'Ptn  rm  iXm  wrmum/  3<»ijf,  «•  expressed  among  the  dog- 
mas of  Heraclitas  the  Rphesian,  and  with  the  same  image  by 
Seneca,  in  whom  we  find  a  beautiful  diffusion  of  the  thought. 
**  Nemo  est  mane,  qui  fuit  pridie.  Corpora  nostra  riq}iuntur 
lamlnum  more ;  quidquid  vides  currit  cum  tempore.  Nihil 
ex  hk  que  videmus  manet.  Ego  ipse,  dum  loquor  mutari 
Ipsa,  mutatus  sum,"  6ce. 

*  Arisiipfms  considered  motion  as  the  principle  of  happi- 
DMa,  in  wliich  idea  he  differed  from  the  Epicureans,  who 
leaked  tn  a  state  of  repose  as  the  only  true  roluptuousness, 
nd  aToided  even  the  too  lively  agitations  of  pleasure,  a«  a 
tioient  and  ungraceful  derangement  of  the  senses. 

*  Manpertuis  has  been  still  more  explicit  than  this  philoso- 
|lMr,  in  ranliing  the  pleasures  of  sense  above  the  sublimest 
Waultsof  wladom.    Speaking  of  the  in&nt  man.  In  his  pro- 


And,  soon  as  night  shall  dose  the  eye 

Of  heaven's  young  wanderer  in  the  west ; 
When  seers  are  gazing  on  the  sky. 

To  find  their  future  orbs  of  rest ; 
Then  shall  I  take  my  trembling  way. 

Unseen  but  to  those  worlds  above. 
And,  led  by  thy  mysterious  ray. 

Steal  to  the  night-bower  of  my  love. 


TO  MRS. 


ON  HEB  BEAUTIFITL  TRANSLATION  OV 
VOITURE'S  KISS. 

Mon  Ame  sur  mon  Idvre  §toit  lors  toute  entidre. 
Pour  savourer  le  miel  qui  sur  la  vAtre  £toit ; 

Mais  en  me  retirant,  elle  resta  derridre, 
Tant  de  ce  doux  plaisir  I'amorce  Ik  restolt 

VorruKB. 

How  heav'nly  was  the  poet's  doom. 
To  breathe  his  spirit  through  a  kiss ; 

And  lose  within  so  sweet  a  tomb 
The  trembling  messenger  of  bliss  I 

And,  sure  his  soul  retum'd  to  feel 
That  it  ctgain  could  ravish'd  be ; 

For  in  the  kiss  that  thou  didst  steal, 
His  life  and  soul  have  fled  to  thee. 


RONDEAU. 


(i 


I 


Good  night  I  good  night ! "  —  And  is  it  so  ? 
And  must  I  from  my  Rosa  go  ? 
Oh  Rosa,  say  "  Good  night  I "  once  more, 
And  I'll  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er, 
Till  the  first  glance  of  dawning  light 
Shall  find  us  saying,  still,  "  Good  night" 

duction,  he  calls  him,  "une  nourelle  cr#ature,  qui  pourra 
comprendre  les  choses  les  plus  sublimes,  et  ce  qui  est  bicn 
au-dessus,  qui  pourra  goi^ter  les  mtoies  plaisirs."  See  his 
V6nus  Physique.  This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  efTorts  at 
Fontenelle's  gallantry  of  manner,  for  which  the  learned  Pre- 
sident is  so  well  and  Justly  ridiculed  in  the  Akakia  of  Vol- 
taire. 

Maupertuis  may  be  thought  to  have  borrowed  from  the  an- 
cient Arlstippus  that  indiscriminate  theory  of  pleasures  which 
he  has  set  forth  in  his  Essai  de  Philosophie  Morale,  and  for 
which  he  was  so  very  justly  condemned.  Aristippus,  accord- 
ing to  Laertius,  held  f*ti  iim^uf  rt  ftitni*  r,Z»fre,  which  irra- 
tional sentiment  has  been  adopted  by  Maupertuis  :  "  Tant 
qu'on  ne  consid^re  que  T^tat  present,  tous  les  plaisirs  sont  du 
mtaie  genre,'*  &c.  &c. 


F  a 
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-  Good  night,"  my  Rosn,  isy  — 

perstiU,  "AmiBHtcsliyi" 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COMMONPLACE  BOOK, 

11  slay,  Md  every  minute 

CUUD 

e  an  age  of  CratiEport  in  it ; 

f  himKir  sbalt  <Uy  hii  flight, 

»■  W.K-  —Y  o..  ™ii  »BU  ..  ».  «  wn,..^  m—nm. 

to  our  iweet  "  Good  KJghL" 

TO  Te£  BOOK  or  TOLUBB. 

igbl  1 "  youll  murmnr  with  a  ligh. 

Tbis  tribute's  &om  a  wretched  elC 

n,eiti«tim^lofly: 

Who  hails  thee,  emblem  of  himself. 

U  Yow,  ^ill  wear  to  go. 

The  hook  of  life,  which  I  have  mu'd. 

11  ihM  sweet  yoJce  munnun  "  No  I " 

Has  been,  tike  thee,  a  motley  waMe 

ber  Kil  our  weary  ligbt  — 

Of  follies  scribbled  o'er  and  o'er. 

1.  my  love,  my  »oa!,  "  Good  night ! " 

One  foUy  bringing  hundred)  more. 
Some  have  indeed  been  writ  lo  Deal, 
In  chatBCCen  so  &ir,  so  nreet, 
Thai  those  who  judge  not  too  aercrely. 
Have  said  they  lov'd  such  fiiUies  dearly: 
Tet  still,  0  book  1  the  (Jlusion  sund*  ; 

SONG. 

For  these  were  peno'd  bj/timak  hands  i 
The  rest  — alas  1  I  own  the  truth — 

Joes  nrore  deck  the  sky  7 

Have  ell  been  scribbled  so  tmcouth 

to  be  like  thy  looks  of  blue: 

That  Pradence,  with  D  with'rbg  look, 

fired  the  rose's  dje? 

Disdainful,  flings  away  the  book. 

uuse  \t  is  thy  bluibea'  hue. 

Like  thine,  its  pages  here  and  there 

It's  inir,  by  Love's  decree. 

Have  oft  been  atain'd  with  blots  of  care ; 

Upon  some  &irer  leaves  have  ihown. 

s  falUag  tao-v  so  white. 

While  as  the  snowing*  of  that  heay-n 

to  be  like  [by  bosom  fiiir? 

By  which  Ibose  hours  of  peace  were  giTen. 

ire  solar  beams  so  bright? 

But  now  no  longer  —  such,  oh,  such 

t  ibey  may  seem  thy  ^Idca  hair  1 

The  blast  of  Disappointmcnl's  touch  1  — 

Hi's  bright,  by  Love'*  decree. 

No  longer  now  those  bonra  appear  ; 

Each  leaf  is  sullied  hy  a  tear : 
Bbink.  blank  is  ev'ry  page  with  care. 

re  nature's  bcsiilieB  felt? 

'lis  Ihinc  in  her  ire  see  I 

Will  [hey  yet  brighten ?  — never,  nererl 

Then  diuc  the  book.  0  God,  for  ever  1 

because  it  tpeaks  like  thee. 

Ufa  Bweet,  by  Love's  decree. 

ea  made  resembling  thee  1 

TO  ROSA. 

TO  ROSA. 

Sit.  vrhy  should  the  girl  of  ray  Mul  be  in  ten* 
At  a  meeting  of  raptun;  like  this. 

one  who  trusts  to  smnmer  skies. 

^Vben  the  glooms  of  the  past  and  the  mktow  ot 

puts  bis  little  bark  to  sea. 

years 

who,  lur'd  by  smiling  eyes. 

Have  been  paid  by  one  moment  of  UiM  ! 

signs  bis  sitnple  bcBTt  to  thee. 

Are  they  shed  for  that  moment  of  blissfht  deUgbl. 

kle  is  the  summer  wind, 

Which  dwells  on  her  memory  yet  ? 

if«dly  may  the  bark  be  tost; 

Do  ibcy  flow,  like  the  dews  of  the  love-brettU* 

nn  sn  sure  to  ehsnge  thy  miad. 

tiigbl. 

a  then  the  wretched  heart  is  lost  1 

From  the  warmth  of  the  sua  that  hai  kI  ? 

•dii^fek    i^        J 

MOORE'S  WORKS. 


when  o*er  onr  pillow  the  tempest  is  driven, 
ad  ihon,  pretty  innocent,  fearest, 
ell  ihee,  it  is  not  the  chiding  of  heaY*n, 
is  onl J  onr  lullaby,  dearest 

,  oh  I  while  we  lie  on  onr  deathbed,  my  loye, 
K>king  back  on  the  scene  of  onr  errors, 
;h  from  my  Bessy  shall  plead  then  above, 
ad  Death  be  disarm*d  of  his  terrors, 
each  to  the  other  embracing  will  say, 
farewell!  let  ns  hope  we're  forgiven." 
last  &ding  glance  will  illomine  the  way, 
id  a  kiss  be  onr  passport  to  heaven  ! 


THE  RESEMBLANCE. 


▼o  cercand*  lo, 


DoDiu,  qoant*  e  poMtbile,  in  altrul 
La  desiaU  rostra  fomut  vera. 

PrrBAao.  Sommett.  14. 

68,  if  twere  any  common  love. 
That  led  my  pliant  heart  astray, 
^rant,  there's  not  a  power  above, 
Ck>uld  wipe  the  fiuthless  crime  away. 

It,  *twas  my  doom  to  err  with  one 
In  every  look  so  like  to  thee 
lat,  nndemeath  yon  blessed  snn. 
So  £Eur  there  are  bat  thon  and  she. 

ith  bom  of  beauty,  at  a  birth. 

She  held  with  thine  a  kindred  sway, 

id  wore  the  only  shape  on  earth 

That  could  have  lur'd  my  soul  to  stray. 

len  blame  me  not,  if  false  I  be, 
Twas  love  that  wak'd  the  fond  excess  ; 
f  heart  had  been  more  true  to  thee, 
Had  mine  eye  pris*d  thy  beauty  less. 


FANNY,  DEAREST. 

»  !  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

Fanny,  dearest,  ibr  thee  I'd  sigh  ; 

id  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 

.t,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep, 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 

lat  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

b  more  than  my  heart  oatt  give. 


Then  bid  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 
Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears  1 

The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 
Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

Reflected  bright  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah,  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine, 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 
They  lose  the  half  of  beauty's  light. 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear ; 
And  *tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beam  clear. 
Then  wait  no  longer  till  tears  shall  flow, 

Fanny,  dearest  —  the  hope  is  vain ; 
If  sunshine  cannot  dissolve  thy  snow, 

I  shall  never  attempt  it  with  rain. 


THE  RING. 

TO 


No— Lady  I  Lady  I  keep  the  ring: 
Oh  !  think,  how  many  a  future  year. 

Of  placid  smile  and  downy  wing. 
May  sleep  within  its  holy  sphere. 

Do  not  disturb  their  tranquil  dream. 
Though  love  hath  ne'er  the  mysf  ry  warm 

Tet  heav'n  will  shed  a  soothing  beam. 
To  bless  the  bond  itself  hath  fbrm'd. 

But  then,  that  eye,  that  burning  eye,  — 
Oh  1  it  doth  ask,  with  witching  power, 

If  heaven  can  ever  bless  the  tie 
Where  love  inwreaths  no  genial  flower  ? 

Away,  away,  bewildering  look. 
Or  all  the  boast  of  virtue's  o'er; 

Go— hie  thee  to  the  sage's  book. 
And  learn  from  him  to  feel  no  more. 

I  cannot  warn  thee  :  every  touch. 
That  brings  my  pul^s  close  to  thine,       ij 

Tells  me  I  want  thy  aid  as  much— 
Ev'n  more,  alas,  than  thon  dost  mine. 

Tet,  stay,  —  one  hope,  one  effort  yet — 
A  moment  turn  those  eyes  away. 

And  let  me,  if  I  can,  forget 
The  light  that  leads  my  seal  aitn^. 
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Tbon  Mjlrt^  thift  w«  wm  bofB  to  meet, 
nuit  o«r  hMffti  bwr  one  oanmon  ted  i  — 

Think*  Lady,  tUnk,  haw  man**  deceit 
Gu  eeem  Id  lifl^  nd  Mgn  to  IbeL 


When,  oHer  llij  ftee  lome  glenn  of  thoQ^it, 
like  daybeMBM  throag^  the  moniiig  air, 

Hadi  gndad  ilole^  nd  I  hsre  ctng^ 
The  ftdiag  ere  it  kiadled  there; 

xhe  ijfui|ialhy  I  thn  hetray'd. 
Perhaps  waa  hot  the  child  of  art, 

The  giu3e  of  one^  who  h»g  hath  pky'd 
With  on  theae  wilj  neti  of  heert 

Otil  iSbbMB  is  not  mj  eariieet  tow; 

Thoaipk  ftw  die  years  I  yet  hare  toU, 
Canst  dum  heUere  Fre  fir'd  till  now. 

With  kyrdesa  heart  or  senses  cold? 

No — oAer  nymphs  to  joy  snd  pain 
Thia  wild  and  wandering  heart  hath  mor'd ; 

With  some  it  sported*  wild  end  Tain, 
"While  soBM  it  dearly,  truly,  IotU 

The  ehedc  to  thine  I  fimdly  lay. 
To  theirs  hath  heen  as  fimdly  laid; 

The  words  to  thee  I  warmly  say. 
To  them  here  heen  as  wannly  said. 

Then,  scorn  at  once  a  worthless  heart, 
Worthless  alike,  or  fix*d  or  free  ; 

Think  of  the  pore,  bright  soul  thou  art. 
And — lore  not  me,  oh  love  not  me. 

Enoogh— now,  tnm  thine  eyes  again ; 

What,  still  that  look  and  still  that  sight 
Dost  thoa  not  feel  my  counsel  then? 

<^!  no,  bdored,  — nor  do  L 


TO 

THE  INVISIBLE  OIRL. 

Thet  try  to  persoade  me,  my  dear  little  sprite. 
That  yonVe  not  a  tme  daughter  of  ether  and  light, 
Nor  hare  any  concern  with  those  fancifbl  ibnns 
That  danoe  upon  rainbows  and  ride  upon  stonns  ; 
That,  in  short,  youYe  a  woman  ;  your  lip  and 

yoor  eye 
As  mortal  as  erer  drew  gods  flnom  the  sky. 
BatlmffnotbdieTethem— no^  Science,  to  you 
I  have  long  bid  a  last  snd  a  esreless  adieu : 


Still  flying  from  Nature  to  study  her  laws, 
And  dulling  delight  by  exploring  its  cause, 
Ton  ibrget  how  superior,  lor  mortals  below. 
Is  the  fiction  they  dream  to  the  truth  that  they 

know. 
Oh  I  who,  that  has  e'er  enjoyed  rapture  complete, 
Would  ask  how  we  fed  it,  or  idiy  it  is  sweet ; 
How  rays  are  oonftis'd,  or  how  particles  fly 
Through  the  medium  refin'd  of  a  glance  or  a  si^ ; 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  haTe 

known  it, 
Than  written,  with  Hanrey,  whole  Tolumes  vftm  it? 

As  for  you,  my  sweet-Toiced  and  iuTisible  love. 
Ton  must  surely  be  one  of  those  spirits,  that  rore 
By  the  bank  where,  at  twilight,  the  poet  reclines^ 
When  the  star  of  the  west  on  his  solitude  shines, 
And  the  magical  fingers  of  fimcy  have  hung 
Every  breese  with  asigh,  every  leaf  with  a  tongue. 
Oh !  hint  to  him  then,  'tis  retirement  alone 
Can  hallow  his  harp  or  ennoble  its  tone ; 
Like  you,  with  a  veil  of  seclusion  between. 
His  song  to  the  worid  let  him  utter  unseen, 
And  like  you,  a  legitimate  child  of  the  spheres^ 
Escspe  from  the  eye  to  enrapture  the  ears. 

Sweet  s{nrit  of  mystery  I  how  I  should  love^ 
In  the  wearisome  ways  I  am  fiited  to  rove. 
To  have  you  thus  ever  invisibly  nigh. 
Inhaling  for  ever  your  song  and  your  sigh  I 
Mid  the  crowds  of  the  world  and  the  murmurs  of 

care, 
I  might  sometimes  converse  with  my  nymph  of  the 

air, 
And  turn  with  distaste  from  the  clamorous  crew. 
To  steal  in  the  pauses  one  whisper  from  you. 

Then,  come  and  be  near  me,  for  ever  be  mine, 
We  shall  hold  in  the  air  a  communion  divine, 
As  sweet  as,  of  old,  was  imagined  to  dwell 
In  the  grotto  of  Numa,  or  Socrates*  cell. 
And  oft,  at  those  lingering  moments  of  night, 
When  the  heart's  busy  thoughts  have  put  slumber 

to  flight. 
Ton  shall  come  to  my  pillow  and  tell  me  of  love. 
Such  as  angel  to  angel  might  whisper  above. 
Sweet  spirit  I  —  and  then,  could  you  borrow  the 

tone 
Of  that  voice,  to  my  ear  like  some  fairy-song 

known. 
The  voice  of  the  one  upon  earth,  who  has  twin'd 
With  her  being  for  ever  my  heart  and  my  mind. 
Though  lonely  and  far  from  the  light  of  her  smile, 
An  exile,  and  weary  and  hopeless  the  while, 
Could  you  shed  for  a  moment  her  voice  on  my  ear, 
I  will  think,  for  that  mament,  that  Cara  is  near ; 
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t  she  comes  with  consoling  enchantment  to 

speak, 
kisses  my  eyelid  and  breathes  on  my  cheek, 
tells  me,  the  night  shall  go  n^idly  by, 

the  dawn  of  our  hope,  of  our  heaven  is  nigh. 

lir  spirit !  if  such  be  your  magical  power, 
ill  lighten  the  lapse  of  full  many  an  hoar ; 
,  let  fortune's  realities  frown  as  they  will, 
e,  &ncy,  and  Cara  may  smile  for  me  stilL 


THE  RING.i 

A  TALE. 
Annulus  lUe  rirl.  —  Ovid.  Amor,  lib.  il.  eleg.  15. 

The  happy  day  at  length  arrived 

When  Rupert  was  to  wed 
The  fiedrest  maid  in  Saxony, 

And  take  her  to  his  bed. 

As  soon  as  mom  was  in  the  sky, 

The  feast  and  sports  began  ; 
The  men  admir*d  the  happy  maid. 

The  maids  the  happy  man. 

In  many  a  sweet  deyice  of  mirth 

The  day  was  passed  along ; 
And  some  the  featly  dance  amus*d. 

And  some  the  dulcet  song. 

The  younger  maids  with  Isabel 
Disported  through  the  bowers. 

And  deck'd  her  robe,  and  crown'd  her  head 
With  motley  bridal  flowers. 

The  matrons  all  in  rich  attire, 

Within  the  castle  walls, 
Sat  listening  to  the  choral  strains 

That  echo'd  through  the  halls. 

Toung  Rupert  and  his  friends  repaired 

Unto  a  spacious  court, 
To  strike  the  bounding  tennis-ball 

In  feat  and  manly  sport 


should  be  sorrj  to  think  that  mjr  friend  had  aay  seriooB 
iont  of  frightoilng  the  nursery  by  this  story :  I  rather 
-  though  the  manner  of  It  leads  me  to  doubt —  that  his 
I  was  to  ridicule  that  distempered  taste  which  prefers 
monsters  of  the  fancy  to  the  **fpeciosa  miracula*'  of 
oetic  imagination. 


The  brid^[room  on  his  finger  wore 

The  wedding-ring  so  bright. 
Which  was  to  grace  the  lily  hand 

Of  Isabel  that  night 

And  fearing  he  might  break  the  gem. 

Or  lose  it  in  the  play. 
He  look'd  around  the  court,  to  see 

Where  he  the  ring  might  lay. 

Now,  in  the  court  a  statue  stood. 
Which  there  fiill  long  had  been ; 

It  might  a  Heathen  goddess  be. 
Or  else,  a  Heathen  queen. 

Upon  its  marble  finger  then 

He  tried  the  ring  to  fit ; 
And,  thinking  it  was  safest  there. 

Thereon  he  &sten*d  it 

And  now  the  tennis  sports  went  on. 

Till  they  were  wearied  all. 
And  messengers  announc*d  to  them 

Their  dinner  in  the  halL 

Young  Rupert  for  his  wedding-ring 

Unto  the  statue  went ; 
But,  oh,  how  shock'd  was  he  .to  find 

The  marble  finger  bent  I 

The  hand  was  clos'd  upon  the  ring 
With  firm  and  mighty  clasp ; 

In  vain  he  tried,  and  tried,  and  tried, 
He  could  not  lose  the  grasp  I 

Then  sore  surpris'd  was  Rupert's  mind — 
As  well  his  mind  might  be ;  ^ 

m  come,''  quoth  he,  *'  at  night  again, 
"  When  none  are  here  to  see.** 


He  went  unto  the  feast,  and  much 
He  thought  upon  his  ring ; 

And  marvell'd  sorely  what  conld 
So  yery  strange  a  thing ! 


The  feast  was  o'er,  and  to  the  coort 

He  hied  without  delay, 
Resoly'd  to  break  the  marble  hind 

And  force  the  ring  away. 


t( 


I  find,  by  a  note  in  the  manuscript,  that  Im 
story  in  a  German  author,  Fnmmmm  tqpM  Jli 
book  iti.  part  vi.  ch.  18.  On  consultbiff  tbm  vovk,  1 
that  Fromman  quotes  it  from  Bdaacaoib, 
stories  equaUy  diabolical  and  InteresHnf  . 
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Bat»  maik  a  ^tnDgjBr  wooder  itiU — 

The  iJBg  WM  tfwTO  no  ]iiore» 
And  yet  the  mnUe  hnd  iingrMp*d, 

And  open  wb  belbvel 

He  eeerdi'd  the  Imhm,  and  all  the  ooort. 

But  woAtnar  eoold  he  find: 
Then  totiieoaetle  hied  he  back 

WiOi  tore  bewildered  mind. 

linthin  he  foond  them  an  in  mirth, 

The  ni|^  in  daneing  flew ; 
The  yooth  another  ring  proeor^d. 

And  none  the  adTentnn  knew. 

And  now  the  prieat  haa  Join*d  their  hands, 

The  hoars  of  love  advanee : 
Bnpett  almoet  ftrgets  to  think 

Upon  tiie  mom's  mischance. 

Within  the  bed  fiur  Isabel 

In  Wnshing  sweetness  lay. 
Like  flowers,  half-open'd  l^  the  dawn, 

And  waiting  te  the  day. 

And  Biqwrt,  by  her  lorely  side. 

In  yoathfhl  bcant^  i^kyws. 
Like  Phmboa,  when  he  bends  to  cast 

His  beams  npon  n  rose. 

And  here  my  song  would  leave  them  both, 

Nor  let  the  rest  be  told, 
If  'twere  not  for  the  horrid  tale 

It  yet  has  to  mifold. 

Soon  Rupert,  'twixt  his  bride  and  him, 

A  death  cold  carcass  found  ; 
He  taw  it  not,  but  thought  he  folt 

Its  arms  embrace  him  round. 

He  started  up,  and  then  retum'd. 

Bat  found  the  phantom  still ; 
In  vain  he  shrank,  it  dipp'd  him  round, 

With  damp  and  deadly  chili  I 

And  when  he  bent,  the  earthy  lips 

A  kiss  of  horror  gave ; 
Twas  like  the  smdl  from  chamel  vaults. 

Or  from  the  moald'riiig  grave  I 

111  ikted  Rupert !  — wild  and  loud 

Then  cried  he  to  his  wife, 
**  <^  1  save  me  from  tlus  horrid  fiend, 

-My  Isabel!  my  life!" 

Bat  babd  had  nothing  seen. 

She  look*d  aroond  in  vain ; 
And  mnch  she  moom'd  the  mad  conceit 

That  raek'd  her  Bi^erf s  bnun. 


At  length  from  this  invinUe 
These  words  to  Rupert  came : 

(Oh  God  1  while  he  did  hear  the  words 
What  terrors  shook  his  frame  1) 

**  Husband,  husband,  Tve  the  ring 

**  Thou  gaVst  to-day  to  me  ; 
"  And  thou'rt  to  me  for  ever  wed, 

**  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  !  ** 

And  all  the  ni^t  the  demon  lay 

Cold-chilling  by  his  side. 
And  strain'd  him  with  such  deadly  grasp, 

He  thought  he  should  have  died. 

But  when  the  dawn  of  day  was  near. 

The  horrid  phantom  fled. 
And  left  th*  affirighted  youth  to  weep 

By  Isabel  in  bed. 

And  all  that  day  a  gloomy  dood 
Was  seen  on  Ruperfs  brows ; 

Fair  Isabel  was  likewise  sad. 
But  strove  to  cheer  her  spouse. 

And,  as  the  day  advanced,  he  thought 

Of  coming  ni^t  with  fear  : 
Alas,  that  he  should  dread  to  view 

The  bed  that  should  be  dear  I 

At  length  the  second  night  arriv'd. 
Again  their  couch  they  press'd  ; 

Poor  Rupert  hop*d  that  all  was  o'er. 
And  look'd  for  love  and  rest 

But  oh  I  when  midnight  came,  again 

The  fiend  was  at  his  side, 
And,  as  it  strain'd  him  in  its  grasp. 

With  howl  exulting  cried :  — 

**  Husband,  husband,  I've  the  ring, 
"  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me ; 

•*  And  thou'rt  to  me  for  ever  wed, 
*'  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  I " 

In  agony  of  wild  despair, 

He  started  fitmi  the  bed ; 
And  thus  to  his  bewilder'd  wife 

The  trembling  Rupert  said : 

**  Oh  Isabel  I  dost  thou  not  see 

**  A  shape  of  horrors  here, 
**  That  strains  me  to  its  deadly  kiss, 

**  And  keeps  me  from  my  dear  ?  " 

**  No,  no,  my  love  !  my  Rupert,  I 

**  No  shape  of  horrors  see ; 
**  And  much  I  mourn  the  phantasy 

**  That  keeps  my  dear  frx>m  me." 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Fhis  night,  just  like  the  night  before, 

In  terrors  pass'd  away. 
Sot  did  the  demon  vanish  thence 

Before  the  dawn  of  da j. 

Said  Rupert  then,  "  M7  Isabel, 

**  Dear  partner  of  my  woe, 
*  To  Father  Aastin*s  holy  cave 

"  ThU  instant  will  I  go.** 

!^ow  Austin  was  a  reverend  man. 

Who  acted  wonders  maint — 
Whom  all  the  country  round  believ*d 

A  devil  or  a  saint  I 

To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 

Then  Rupert  straightway  went ; 
knd  told  him  all,  and  ask'd  him  how 

These  horrors  to  prevent 

The  Father  heard  the  youth,  and  then 

Retir'd  awhile  to  pray ; 
Ind,  having  pray'd  for  half  an  hour 

Thus  to  Uie  youth  did  say : 

There  is  a  place  where  four  roads  meet, 
**  Which  I  will  tell  to  thee  ; 
Be  there  this  eve,  at  fall  of  night, 
**  And  list  what  thou  shalt  see. 

Thoult  see  a  group  of  figures  pass 
**  In  strange  disorder'd  crowd. 
Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the  roads, 
**  With  noises  strange  and  loud. 

And  one  that*s  high  above  the  rest, 
"  Terrific  towering  o'er. 
Will  make  thee  know  him  at  a  glance, 
'*  So  I  need  say  no  more. 

To  him  from  me  these  tablets  give, 

**  They'll  quick  be  understood  ; 

Thou  need'st  not  fear,  but  give  them  straight, 

**  I've  scrawl'd  them  with  my  blood ! " 

he  night-fidl  came,  and  Rupert  all 
In  pale  amazement  went 
0  where  the  cross-roads  met,  as  he 
Was  by  the  Father  sent 

nd  lo  I  a  group  of  figures  came 
In  strange  disorder'd  crowd, 
ravelling  by  torchlight  through  the  roads, 
With  noises  strange  and  loud. 


And,  as  the  gloomy  train  advanc'd, 

Rupert  beheld  from  fin* 
A  female  form  of  wanton  mien 

High  seated  on  a  car. 

And  Rupert,  as  he  gas'd  upon 

The  loosely  vested  dame. 
Thought  of  Uie  nuurble  statue's  look. 

For  hers  was  just  the  same. 

Behind  her  walk'd  a  hideous  form. 
With  eyeballs  fiashing  death ; 

Whene'er  he  breath'd,  a  sulphur'd  tmok 
Came  burning  in  his  breath. 

He  seem'd  the  first  of  all  the  crowd. 

Terrific  towering  o'er ; 
"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Rupert,  <«  this  is  he, 

*'  And  I  need  ask  no  more." 

Then  slow  he  went,  and  to  this  fiend 
The  tablets  trembling  gave. 

Who  look'd  and  read  them  with  a  yell 
That  would  disturb  the  grave. 

And  when  he  saw  the  blood-scrawl'd  ni 

His  eyes  with  fury  shine  $ 
**  I  thought,"  cries  he,  *^  his  time  was  ou 

**  But  he  must  soon  be  mine  I " 

Then  darting  at  the  youth  a  look 
Which  rent  his  soul  with  fiear. 

He  went  unto  the  female  fiend. 
And  whisper'd  in  her  ear. 

The  female  fiend  no  sooner  heard 

Than,  with  reluctant  look. 
The  very  ring  that  Rupert  lost, 

She  from  her  finger  took. 

And,  giving  it  unto  the  youth. 
With  eyes  that  breath'd  of  heO, 

She  said,  in  that  tremendous  voice, 
Which  he  remember'd  well : 

'*  In  Austin's  name  take  back  the  ring^ 

."  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me  ; 
**  And  thou'rt  to  me  no  longer  wed. 
Nor  longer  I  to  thee." 


u 


He  took  the  ring,  the  rabble  pasB'd, 
He  home  retum'd  again ; 

His  wife  was  then  the  happiest  ftfav 
The  happiest  he  of  men. 


MOOKE'S  WORKS. 


„ 

TO 

CABA, 

CARA, 

ER    AS    «TEBVAL    OF    ABSBNCB. 

ON   THE    DAWMIKC   Ot   A    NIW   TEAd'S   BlI. 

;»  within  the  shady  wood 

When  midnight  came  lo  cUwe  th«  yew. 

iher  left  her  sleeping  child. 

We  sigh'd  to  think  it  thus  should  lake 

^  lo  cuU  ber  rustic  food, 

The  boors  it  gave  ua  — honn  u  dew 

uitnge  of  the  foreit  wild. 

Ab  sympathy  and  lore  could  make 

Their  blessed  moments.  -  every  mm 

QS  upon  her  pnlhiraj  rue. 

Saw  us,  my  love,  more  closely  one. 

lolher  roams,  aslroj  and  weeping  ; 

L  the  weak  sppeoliog  cries 

Dul,  Cara,  when  the  dawn  was  nigh 

a  she  left  bo  sweetly  >lcepiag. 

Which  came  a  new  y«r-«  light  to  shed. 

That  smUe  wc  caught  from  eye  to  eye 

Ml,  she  feui ',  a  light  is  Ken, 

Told  ns,  those  moments  were  not  fled: 

enller  blows  the  night  wind'*  brealh; 

Oh.  no,  —  we  fell,  some  future  sod 

-  tia  gnne  —  the  slorou  are  keen. 

Should  see  us  still  more  cloael?  one. 

ifanC  may  be  chlli'd  to  death  • 

Thus  may  we  ever,  side  by  side, 

er'n  now,  in  darkness  shrouded, 

From  happy  years  to  happier  glide  ; 

lie  ejes  lie  cold  and  still;  — 
id  love  may  light  ihem  stilL 

And  still  thus  may  the  passing  ligh 
We  give  to  honre,  that  vanish  o'tT  VM, 

Be  foUow'd  by  the  smiling  eye, 
That  Hope  EhaU  shed  on  scenes  before  <u! 

.ra,  at  our  last  farewell. 

,  fear^l  ev'ti  thy  hiuid  lo  touch. 

ttsk'd  those  eyes  to  till 

ing  pain'd  thee  half  so  much  : 

t,  —  and,  oh '.  forgive  the  thought, 

laoi. 

rap  was  e"er  by  love  inapir'd 

ncy  had  not  also  taught 

To  be  the  theme  of  every  hour 

pe  the  bliss  his  soul  dssir'd. 

The  hean  devotes  to  Fancy's  power. 

\nen  her  prompt  magic  fills  the  mind 

dthink,  in  Cam's  mind. 

With  ftiends  and  joys  we've  left  behind, 

li  yet  to  that  sweet  mind  unknown. 

And  joys  return  and  ftiends  are  near. 

:  infant  wish  behind. 

And  all  ore  weicom'd  with  a  tear  :  — 

eling,  which  I  call'd  my  own. 

In  the  mind's  purest  seat  to  dwell. 

',  though  but  in  fancy  btest, 

By  one  whose  heart,  though  vain  and  wild, 

^id  I  aik  of  Pllj-s  care. 

By  passion  led,  by  youth  begnil'il. 

I  and  strengthen,  in  thy  breast. 

Can  proodly  still  aspire  lo  be 

ursUng  1  had  cradled  there. 

All  thai  may  yet  win  smiles  fh>m  Utee  ;  — 

If  thus  lo  live  m  every  part 

ny  an  hour,  beguil'd  hy  pleasorc. 

Of  a  lone,  weary  wanderer's  heart  i 

■any  on  hour  of  sorrow  numb'riog, 

If  thaa  to  he  its  sole  employ 

irgot  the  new-bora  treasure, 

Can  give  ihee  one  faint  gleam  of  joy. 

fithin  thy  bosom  Blumb'ring, 

Believe  it,  Mary,— oh  I  believe 

A  tongue  that  never  can  deceive. 

indifference  has  not  chUI'd  it, 

Though,  erring,  it  too  oft  betray 

it  yet  a  throb  may  give  — 

Kv'n  more  than  Love  should  dare  lo  t^y,- 

-perhaps,  ■  doubt  has  kill'd  it ; 

In  Pleasure's  dream  or  Sorrcnr-s  hour. 

■arest  —  doa  the  feeling  live  P 

In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower. 

.^^ 

/r>^           J 
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The  borineis  of  my  Ufis  dull  be. 

For  erer  to  remember  thee. 

And  thoog^  that  heart  be  deed  to  mine, 

Sinee  Loire  la  life  and  wakea  not  thine, 

rn  take  thj  image,  aa  the  fonn 

Of  one  whom  Love  had  fidl'd  to  warm. 

Which,  thoo^  it  yield  no  anawering  thrill, 

la  not  leaa  dear,  la  wonhipp'd  atill — 

rn  take  it^  whereaoe'er  I  atray. 

The  brig^  cold  burden  of  my  way. 

To  keep  tlda  aemUanoe  fteah  in  Uoom, 

My  heart  ahall  be  ita  laating  tomb, 

And  Memoiy,  with  wnbalming  care, 

Shan  keep  it  fteah  and  ihdeleaa  there. 


GENIUS  OF  HARMONY 

AX  ZBUOCLAR  ODE. 


Ad  bannoDiuii 


euere  mondmn. 

Cicno  dr  N«f.  Deor.  lib.  III. 


Thbbx  Ilea  a  ahell  beneath  the  wayes, 
In  many  a  hollow  winding  wreath'd. 
Such  aa  of  old 
Echoed  thebwath  that  warbling  aea-maida  breath'd ; 
Thia  magic  ahell. 
From  the  white  bosom  of  a  syren  fell. 
As  once  she  wander'd  by  the  tide  that  laves 
Sicilians  sands  of  gold. 

1  In  the  **  Hlf toira  Naturelle  del  Antillef,"  there  is  an  ac- 
coant  offome  cnrtoos  ahclk,  found  at  Curafoa,  on  the  back 
of  which  were  linet,  filled  with  motical  characters  so  distinct 
and  perfect,  that  the  writer  atturet  us  a  very  charming  trio 
was  snag  from  one  of  them.  **  On  le  nomme  musical,  parce- 
^11  poite  rar  le  dos  det  Ugnei  noiritres  pleines  de  notes,  qui 
eot  wie  capace  da  d6  poor  les  mettre  en  chant,  de  sorte  que 
Too  dlrolt  qa*ll  ne  manque  que  la  lettre  d  cette  tablature  na- 
turelle. Ce  corleux  gcntUhomme  (M.  du  Montel)  rapporte 
^HeaariiqalsTolentdnqlignetfUnecI^,  et  des  notes,  qui 
inmoieDt  on  accord  parfidt.  Que!qu*un  y  aroit  ajout^  la 
kttfv,  que  la  nature  a? olt  onblife.  et  la  faiaoit  chanter  en 
fDtme  de  trio,  dont  I'alr  ^olt  fort  agr^able."—  Chap.  xix. 
art  II.  The  author  adds,  a  poet  might  imagine  that  these 
ihrila  were  need  by  the  syrens  at  their  concerts. 

<  Aecordfaic  to  Cicero,  and  bis  commentator,  Macrobius, 
tbe  lunar  tone  Is  the  gravest  and  faintest  on  the  planetary 
bsptachord-  "  Quam  ob  eausam  sommus  ille  coeli  stellifer 
>.  ei^ua  cooTcrsio  est  concitatlor,  acuto  et  excltato 
etur  sooo ;  gravissimo  autem  hie  lunaris  atque  infimus.*' 
— SoMHs.  Sdf,  Beeaose,  says  Ifacrobius,  *'spirllu  ut  in 
cxtremitaCe  languescente  Jam  Tolrltur,  et  propter  angustias 
fribot  pcmiltimut  orbis  aretatur  Impeto  lenlore  convertitur." 
— b  fef  8eip.  lib.  II.  cap.  4.  In  their  musical  arrangement 
if  the  heavenly  bodies,  tbe  ancient  writers  are  not  very  Intel* 
]%Ua^  See  PloUm,  lib.  IIL 

Leone  Hrtireo,  In  pursuing  tbe  Idea  of  Aristotle,  that  the 
imtna  an  animal,  attrtbotea  their  harmony  to  perfect  and 
wripiiail  loTo.    **  Noo  pero  maaca  fra  loro  U  perfetto  et 


It  bears 
Upon  ita  shining  side  the  mystic  notea 

Of  those  entrancing  airs,  > 
The  genii  of  the  deep  were  wont  to  sweU, 
When  heaven's  eternal  orba  their  midnight  mnnc 
Oh!  seek  it,  whereaoe'er  it  floata;      [roll'd! 
And,  if  the  power 
Of  thrilling  numbers  to  thy  sonl  be  dear. 
Go,  bring  the  bright  ahell  to  my  bower. 
And  I  will  fold  thee  in  anch  downy  dreama 
As  lap  the  Spirit  of  the  Serenth  Sphere, 
When  Lnna's  distant  tone  fidla  faintly  on  his  ear  I  <i 
And  thou  shalt  own. 
That,  through  the  circle  of  creation's  aooe, 
Where  matter  slombera  or  where  spirit  beama ; 
From  the  pdlncid  tidea  \  that  whirl 
The  planets  through  their  maze  of  aong. 
To  the  small  rill,  that  weeps  along 
Mnrmnring  o'er  beda  of  pearl; 
From  the  rich  sigh 
Of  the  son's  arrow  through  an  CTcning  sky.^ 
To  the  fidnt  breath  the  tonefnl  osier  yields 

On  AfHc*s  homing  fields ;  * 
Thoolt  wondering  own  this  oniyerse  dirine 

Is  mine! 
That  I  respire  in  all  and  all  in  me, 
One  mighty  mingled  sool  of  boondless  harmony. 

Welcome,  welcome,  mystic  shell  I 
Many  a  star  has  ceas'd  to  bom,^ 
Many  a  tear  has  Satiim*s  urn 
0*er  the  cold  bosom  of  the  ocean  wept,7 

amore,  d  la  lor  amicitia  armonica  et  la  concordanza,  che 
perpetuamente  si  trora  in  loro."  —  Dialog,  ii.  di  Amore, 
p.  M.  This  *'  reclproco  amore  "  of  Leone  is  the  ^X«nK  of 
the  ancient  Empedocles,  who  seems,  in  his  Lore  and  Hate  of 
the  Elements,  to  hare  given  a  glimpse  of  the  principles  of 
attraction  and  repulsion.  See  the  fragment  to  which  I  allude 
in  Laertius,  AXA«fi  im»  ^Xtniri,  rwitDc»f***\  m.  r.  X.,  lib.  viii. 
cap.  %  n.  12. 

s  Leucipptu,  the  atomist,  imagined  a  kind  of  vortices  in 
the  heavens,  which  he  borrowed  from  Anaxagoras,  and  pos- 
sibly suggested  to  Descartes. 

«  HeraclidM,  upon  the  allegories  of  Homer,  conjectures 
that  the  idea  of  the  harmony  of  the  spheres  originated  with 
this  poet.  who.  in  representing  the  solar  beams  as  arrows, 
supposes  them  to  emit  a  peculiar  sound  in  the  air. 

&  In  the  account  of  Africa  which  D'Ablancourt  has  trans- 
lated, there  is  mention  of  a  tree  in  that  country,  whose 
branches  when  shaken  by  the  hand  produce  very  sweet 
sounds.  '*Le  mtme  auteur  (Abenz^gar)  dit,  qu'il  y  a  un 
certain  arbre,  qui  produit  des  gaules  comme  d'osier,  et  qu'en 
les  prenant  &  la  main  et  les  branUnt,  elles  font  une  espdce 
d'harmonie  fort  agr^able,"  &c.  &c.  —  VAJtique  de  Marmot. 

*  Alluding  to  the  extinction,  or  at  least  the  disappearance, 
of  some  of  those  fixed  stars,  which  we  are  taught  to  consider 
as  suns,  attended  each  by  its  system.  Descartes  thought  that 
our  earth  might  formerly  have  been  a  sun,  which  became  ob- 
scured by  a  thick  incrustation  over  iu  surCue.  This  probably 
suggested  the  idea  of  a  central  fire. 

'  Porphyry  says,  that  Pythagoras  held  the  sea  to  beatear, 
Tm  ^mXmm9  /u$  utmXu  utm  ^mi^imv  (De  VitA) ;  and  some 
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Ibe  song  to  Pajcbe  Aeai, 

;,  tthoie  gentle  yoicc  woi  giTCD 
pi  earth,  to  mortal  ear, 
o  of  her  own,  in  henven. 


I  HIGH  PRIEST  OF  APOLLO 

[GIN  OF  DELPHI.  1 

digm  dlfiu  .  r  '  ,  . 

I  the  maid,  with  golden  hair, 

■  of  fire,  and  foot  ot  air, 

I  harp  around  my  altar  swellii, 

at  a  ihoaiand  ibells  ?  " 

IS  the  deity,  who  ireada 

L  of  heaven,  and  proudly  shed* 

'  i  eyelids  —  ihut  he  apoke, 

Bgh  my  cell  his  glories  broke. 

lia  is  the  Delphic  (klr.^ 
■s  of  fire  and  golden  hair, 

■e  ihe  airj  feet, 
k  the  harp  dirinely  sweet  i 
o  light  has  never  trod 
el'd  caverns  '  of  the  god. 
soft  holh  ever  given 
\>  earth  or  bymn  to  heaven. 

la  tell  the  virgin  to  nnfold, 
'r  pomp,  her  locks  of  gold, 
■d  [hose  eyes  more  fo[idly  shine 


ill  ddcriptlan  toroitd 

I  pjlhk  or  Pindar,  •hwe  ApoIlD.  ta  Ae  iuoe 
-  Iron  wni*  intoonatloD  rnpocling  the 
r,  in  alirylag.  Hiy  P^^'if  ipologHni 


"  To  where  hii  KtliDg  qtlendonn  bnni 
"  Upon  the  veiteni  aea-maidi  nm  — 
"  Doth  not,  in  all  hii  course,  heboid 
"  Soch  eyes  of  Gre,  snch  hair  of  gold. 
"  Tell  her,  he  come*,  in  bliasfiil  pride. 
"  His  lip  yel  sparkling  with  Ihe  tide 
"  That  mantles  in  Olympian  bowls, — 
"  The  nectar  of  elemal  souls  1 
"  For  her,  for  ber  be  qniu  the  ikiea, 
"  And  (o  her  kiss  trora  nectar  ft'u^, 
"  Oh.  he  would  quit  his  star-tbroD'd  height, 
"  And  leave  ihe  world  to  pine  for  light, 
"  Might  be  but  pan  the  hours  of  shade, 
"  Beside  bis  peerless  Delphie  moid, 
"  She,  more  than  earthly  woDian  blest, 
"  He,  more  than  god  o[i  woman's  bream  I " 

There  in  a  cave  beneath  the  sleep,' 
Where  living  rills  of  crystal  weep 
O'er  herbage  otibe  loveUesl  hue 
That  ever  spring  begemm'd  with  dew  ; 
There  oft  the  greensward's  glossy  tint 
Is  brighlen'd  by  the  recent  print 
Of  many  a  fann  and  naiad's  feet, — 
Scarce  touching  earth,  their  step  so  fleet,— 
That  (here,  by  moonlight's  ray,  had  trod. 
In  light  dance,  o'er  the  verdant  sod. 
"  There,  there."  the  god,  impassion'd,  said, 
"  Soon  OS  the  twilight  tinge  is  fled, 
"  A  nd  the  dim  orb  of  lunar  souls  ' 
"  Along  ilB  shadowy  pathway  rolls — 
"  There  shall  we  meet, — and  not  eVn  He. 
"  The  God  who  reigns  immortally, 
"  Where  Babel's  turrets  paint  their  pride 
"  I'pon  th'  Euphrates'  sbiniog  tide", — 
"  Not  cv'n  irhea  to  bis  midnight  loves 
"  In  mystic  mujesty  be  moves, 
"  Lighted  by  many  an  odorous  fire. 
"  And  hymn'd  by  all  Chaldtta's  choir, — 


foh4bL[Kntt  ot  Pinujiiuft  livid  IE  ncnd  to  [^   t^ofjrt* 
nrnphin  who  *eTa  clilklTvi  otlbe  river  PlUtut. 

^  S«  ■  prEcedlng  Dote.  p.  25.  n- 3.   Ir  iriilillil  niUftTllnlliT 
iplfin  -ere  of  ■  purer  oidin-  thu  tplrlu  la 
PFthigoni  vm  laid  br  hli  nillairsn  Id  hm  doi 
tbe  niglDni  of  lhi>  moon.    The  hen>)ut:li  Muei.  tn  Ibeaa 


iroprluni  to  ■  ftn^vk^ 


^^ 
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"  E'er  yel^  </er  mortal  brow,  let  ihiiie 

**  Such  effliMiiee  of  Love  DiTine^ 

•*  Ai  shell  to-ni^  lileit  meid,  o'er  tiiine.' 

Happy  the  maid,  whom  bearen  allows 
To  break  for  heaven  her  Tfargm  towsI 
Happy  the  maid  I— her  robe  of  shame 
Is  wli^tea'd  by  a  heavenly  flame. 
Whose  i^ory,  with  a  lingering  traoe, 
Shines  throned  and  deifies  her  raoe  I  > 


FRAGMENT. 

Put  me,  love!  IHintythee, 
If  thon  indeed  has  Mt  like  me. 
AH,  all  my  bosom's  peace  is  o^er! 
At  ni^it,  which  wiu  my  boor  of  calm. 
When,  ftom  the  page  of  dassie  lore, 
From  the  pm  foont  of  ancient  ky 
My  sool  has  drawn  the  placid  balm. 
Winch  charm'd  its  every  grief  away, 
Ahl  then  I  find  that  balm  no  more. 
Tliose  tptSU,  which  make  as  oft  forget 
The  fleeting  tnmbles  of  the  day, 
In  deeper  aorrows  only  whet 
The  stings  they  cannot  tear  away 
When  to  my  pillow  rack'd  I  fly, 
Whh  wearied  sense  and  wakeM  eye: 
While  my  brain  maddens,  where,  oh,  where 
Is  that  serene  consoling  pray'r. 
Which  once  has  harbinger'd  my  rest, 
When  the  still  soothing  voice  of  Heaven 
Hath  seem'd  to  whisper  in  my  breast, 
**  Sleep  on,  thy  errors  are  forgiven ! " 
No,  thongb  I  still  in  semblance  pray, 
My  thoogfats  are  wand'ring  fax  away 
And  eVn  the  name  of  Deity 
Is  mnrmnr^d  ont  in  sighs  for  thee. 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

How  oft  a  clood,  with  envious  veil, 
Obecnres  yon  bashful  light. 

Which  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Along  the  waste  of  night  I 


Foateprilr,  ia  Ua  plajftil  rifiuimemlo  of  the  learned  ma- 
of  Taa-Dele.  has  rdated  In  bla  own  Inimitable  manner 
•iventara  of  tfaia  kind  wfcldi  vaa  detected  and  exposed  at 
8eeL*Hktolra  dea  Ond«t,dlMert. «.  chapi  tU. 


'TIS  thus  the  world's  obtrusive  wrongs 

Obscnre  with  malice  keen 
Some  timid  heart,  which  only  kmgs 

To  live  and  die  unseen. 


THE  KISa 


Grow  to  my  lip,  thon  sacred  kiss. 
On  which  my  soul's  beloved  sworo 
That  thero  should  come  a  time  of  bliss. 
When  she  would  mock  my  hopes  no  more. 
And  foncy  shall  thy  glow  renew, 
In  sighs  at  morn,  and  dreams  at  night, 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  holy  dew 
Till  thon'rt  absolVd  by  rapture's  rite. 
Sweet  hours  that  are  to  make  me  blest, 
Fly,  swift  as  breeses,  to  the  goal. 
And  let  my  love,  my  more  than  soul 
Come  blushing  to  this  ardent  breast         "* 
Then,  while  in  every  glance  I  drink 
The  rich  o'erflowings  of  her  mind, 
OhI  let  her  all  enamour'd  sink 
In  sweet  abandonment  resign'd. 
Blushing  for  all  our  struggles  past. 
And  murmuring,  **  I  am  thine  at  last  I" 


SONG. 

Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray 
For  one  sweet  moment  mix*d  with  mine, 

And  for  that  moment  seemed  to  say, 
**  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  be  thine ! " 

Think  on  thy  ev'ry  smile  and  glance, 
On  all  thou  hast  to  charm  and  move ; 

And  then  forgive  my  bosom's  trance. 
Nor  tell  me  it  is  sin  to  love. 

Oh,  not  to  love  thee  were  the  sin  ; 

For  sure,  if  Fate's  decrees  be  done, 
Thou,  thou  art  destin'd  still  to  win. 

As  I  am  destin'd  to  be  won  I 


CreblUoo,  too,  in  one  of  his  most  amnslng  little  stories,  has 
made  the  Gfote  Mange-Tuipes,  of  the  Isle  Jonqullle,  assert 
this  pririlese  of  spiritual  beings  in  a  manner  rather  formidable 
to  the  husbands  of  the  Island. 


A 
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THE  CATALOGUE, 

HI  me."  iBj-i  Robs,  as  kiuing  and  kbt, 

'  reclia'd  on  my  breait; 

e  tbe  number,  repeal  me  tbe  list 
■  nyiDpli*  jou  have  loT"d  and  carett."— 
Vivas  only  my  (anc j  thai  nued. 


is  Killy  ;  in  inftnc;  irild 
It  me  the  vsy  to  be  blest : 

"       "    iv'd  like  a  child, 
kf  could  ftmcy  the  rest 
I  of  dear  and  earapturiog  lore 
bver  forgot.  1  allows 

k  very  often  before, 

BeiU  and  my  soul  wai  all  flame, 
>  so  Ml  of 

into  iome  chivalry  dame. 
19  her  knight  of  the  lance. 
s  not  of  this  bacilli  school, 
!h*d  at  her  poor  liltli-  knight ; 
lij>li  t  htr  agiKldess.  she  Ihoughl  me  afbol, 
n  the  right. 

now  calm,  till,  by  Cloris's  looks, 
IS  tempted  to  rove  ; 
1  found,  was  so  learned  in  books 


Nor  vainly  think  thcM  Joyi  thine  own. 
Which  all.  alaa,  have  &laely  Bown. 
What  hoars,  Catullus,  once  were  ifciji^. 
How  &irly  leem'd  thy  day  to  shine. 
When  Ughtly  thou  didst  fly  to  meet 
The  girl  whose  smile  wa*  then  so  sweet — 
The  girl  ihon  lov'dsi  with  fonder  pain 
Than  e'er  thy  heart  can  feel  again. 

Ye  met — your  sonls  seem'd  all  in  one. 
Like  tapera  th&l  eommiogling  shonei 
Thy  heart  was  warm  enough  for  both. 
And  hers,  in  truth,  was  nothing  loath. 

Such  were  the  honrs  that  once  were  llaa 
But,  ah  !  those  hours  no  longer  shine. 
For  no*  the  nymph  delights  no  more 
In  what  ahe  lov'd  so  much  before; 
And  nil  Catullus  now  can  do, 
Is  to  be  proud  and  frigid  loo ; 
Nor  follow  where  the  wanton  flies. 
Nor  sue  the  bllsa  that  she  denie*. 
False  maid  I  he  bids  farewell  to  thee. 
To  love,  and  all  lore's  misery ; 
The  heyday  of  his  heart  is  o'er, 
Ifor  will  he  court  one  fevour  more- 
Fly,  perjur'd  girl  I— but  whither  fly? 
Who  now  will  praise  thy  cheek  and  eye? 
Who  now  will  drink  the  syren  tone, 
Which  tells  him  thon  art  ail  his  own? 
Oh.  none  :  —  and  he  who  lov'd  before 
Can  never,  never  love  thee  more. 


Os  woman,  if  through  sintol  wile 

Thy  soul  hath  stray'd  from  honoor'i  track, 

'Tis  mercy  only  can  beguile, 

By  geutle  ways,  the  wand'rer  back. 

The  Slain  that  on  thy  virtue  lie*, 

Wash'd  by  those  tears,  not  long  will  Kaj) 
As  clouds  that  Bully  n        ' 

May  all  be  wept  in 


Go,  go,  be  innocent,  —  and  live ; 

The  lODgnes  of  men  may  wound  thee  mm 
But  HcBv'n  in  pity  can  forgiv 

And  bid  thee  ■■  go,  and  sin 


^ 
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HE  BIRTHDAY  OF  MRS. 


UTTEN  IN  IRELAND.    1799. 

ippiest  hoon  of  joy, 
I  haye  had  my  measure, 
were  full,  and  ev*ry  eye 
led  with  the  light  of  pleasure, 
>  this  I  ne*er  was  given, 
rriendship's  purest  blisses ; 
himself  looks  down  fW>m  heayen, 
)n  such  a  day  as  this  is. 
>me,  my  friends,  this  hour  improye, 
feel  as  if  we  ne*er  could  sever ; 
ly  the  birth  of  her  we  love 
us  with  joy  remember*d  ever  I 

ev'ry  thought  to-night, 

old  disturb  our  soul's  communion ; 

hus  to  dear  delight, 

I  for  once  forget  the  Union  t 

statesmen  try  their  pow*rs, 

ble  o*er  the  righto  they'd  die  for ; 

f  the  soul  be  ours, 

'  union  else  we  sigh  for. 

Then  come,  my  fHends,  &c. 

around  I  mark 
igs  of  the  heart  o'erflowing ; 
soul  I  catch  the  spark 
thy,  in  friendship  glowing, 
uch  momento  ever  fly ; 
we  ne'er  were  doom'd  to  lose  'em ; 
tright  as  Charlotte's  eye, 
3  pure  as  Charlotte's  bosouL 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &c 

ite'er  my  span  of  years, 
'  sun  may  light  my  roving ; 
iraste  my  life  in  tears, 
s  now,  for  mirth  and  loving ; 
all  come  with  aspect  kind, 
:  fate  may  cast  your  rover ; 
of  those  he  left  behind, 
k  a  health  to  bliss  that's  over ! 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &c. 


SONG.  1 


believ'd  thee  true. 

was  blest  in  thus  believing ; 

>rds  were  written  to  the  pathetic  Scotch  air 
.  ** 


But  now  I  moom  that  e'er  I  knew 
A  girl  io  fair  and  so  deceiving. 
Fare  thee  welL 

Few  have  ever  lov'd  like  me, — 
Yes,  I  have  lov'd  thee  too  nncerely  I 

And  few  have  e'er  deceived  like  thee, — 
Alas  I  deceiv'd  me  too  severely. 

Fare  thee  well ! — yet  think  awhile 
On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doobt  thee; 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile, 
And  die  with  thee  than  live  without  thee. 

Fare  thee  welll  Fll  think  of  thee, 
Thou  leav'st  me  many  a  bitter  token ; 

For  see,  distracting  woman,  see, 
My  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  is  broken ! — 
Fare  thee  well! 


MORALITY. 

A  FAMIUAB  EFI8TUB. 
ADDEBSaiD  TO 

J.  AT— NS-N.  ESQ.  M.  R.  LA. 

Though  long  at  school  and  college  dosing^ 
O'er  books  of  verse  and  books  of  prosing^ 
And  copying  from  their  moral  pages 
Fine  recipes  for  making  sages  ; 
Though  long  with  those  divines  at  •choolf 
Who  think  to  make  us  good  by  rule ; 
Who,  in  methodic  forms  advancing, 
Teaching  morality  like  dancing. 
Tell  us,  for  Heaven  or  money's  sake. 
What  steps  we  are  through  life  to  take : 
Though  thus,  my  friend,  so  long  empk)jM» 
With  so  much  midnight  oil  dettroy'd, 
I  must  confess,  my  searches  past, 
Fve  only  leam'd  to  doubi  at  last 
I  find  the  doctors  and  the  sagea 
Have  differ'd  in  all  climes  and  agei» 
And  two  in  fifty  scarce  agree 
On  what  is  pure  morality. 
'Tis  like  the  rainbow's  shifting  soQe» 
And  every  vision  makes  ito  own. 

The  doctors  of  the  Porch  adviae» 
As  modes  of  being  great  and  wiae. 
That  we  should  cease  to  own  or  know 
The  luxuries  that  from  feeling  flow  :— 
**  Reason  alone  must  claim  direction, 
**  And  Apathy's  the  soul's  perfeetion. 
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«*  Like  a  dnU  lake  die  bevt  nmit  lie  I 
**  Nor  peerion'b  gale  nor  pieaenre'i 
**ThoiighHeeT*nt]iebreaie,tliebreetli,iiipplied, 
**  Most  eori  the  weire  or  fwdl  the  tide  1 " 

Soch  was  the  rigid  Zeno^i  plm 
To  form  his  philoeophie  man  i 
Such  were  the  modes  Ac  tanght  mankind 
To  weed  die  garden  of  the  mind ; 
The/ tore  ftoB  thenee  iome  weediy  til  tme, 
But  aU  the  HowVi  were  ra^ag^d  tool 

Now  liiten  to  die  wily  itraina, 
WUdi,  on  Cyren^'a  aandy  plains. 
When  Pleaaorc,  nymph  widi  looeen'd  lone, 
Usnrp'd  the  philoeophie  throne,— 
Hear  what  the  eomdy  aage'a  *  tongne 
To  his  smroonding  popils  svng:^ 
**  Plcasa«*s  the  only  noble  end 
"  To  which  all  hnman  pow*rs  should  tend, 
**  And  Virtne  giTes  her  heaT^y  lore, 
**  Bat  to  make  Plessore  plesse  as  more. 
**  Wisdom  and  she  were  both  design*d 
**  To  make  the  senses  more  refin'd, 
**  That  man  might  rerel,  free  from  doying, 
**  Then  most  a  sage  when  most  enjoying!** 

Is  dus  morality? — Oh,  no! 
Ei^  I  a  wiser  path  coold  show. 
The  flow'r  within  this  yase  confin'd, 
The  pore,  the  nnfiiding  ilowV  of  mind. 
Most  not  throw  all  its  sweets  away 
Upon  a  mortal  mould  of  clay : 
No,  no, — its  richest  breath  should  rise 
In  Tirtae*8  incense  to  the  skies. 

Bat  thns  it  is,  all  sects  we  see 
HsTe  watchwords  of  morality : 
Some  cry  oat  Venos,  others  Jotc  ; 
Here  'tis  Religion,  there  'tis  Lore. 
Bat  while  they  thos  so  widely  wander. 
While  mystics  dream,  and  doctors  ponder ; 
And  some,  in  dialectics  firm, 
Seek  Tirtoe  in  a  middle  term ; 
While  thus  they  strive,  in  Heayen's  defiance, 
To  chain  morality  with  science ; 
The  phdn  good  man,  whose  actions  teach 
More  Tirtoe  than  a  sect  can  preach, 
Pnrsnes  his  eoorse,  onsagely  blest. 
His  tntor  whisp*ring  in  his  breast ; 
Nor  coold  he  act  a  purer  part, 
Though  he  had  Tally  all  by  heart 
And  when  he  drops  the  tear  on  woe. 
He  little  knows  or  cares  to  know 


That  Epietetus  blam'd  that  tear. 
By  Heaven  ^pprov'd,  to  virtue  dearl 

Oh  I  when  Fve  seen  the  morning  beam 
Floating  within  the  dimpled  stream ; 
While  Nature,  wak'ning  from  the  night. 
Has  just  put  on  her  robes  of  light. 
Have  I,  with  cold  optician's  gase. 
Explored  the  dbdrtes  of  those  rays? 
No,  pedants,  I  have  left  to  yon 
Nicely  to  sep'rate  hue  from  hue. 
Go,  give  that  moment  up  to  art. 
When  Heaven  and  nature  claim  the  heart  $ 
And,  dull  to  all  their  best  attraction. 
Go — measure  angki  ofr^firactuM, 
While  I,  in  feeling's  sweet  romance. 
Look  on  each  daybsam  as  a  glance 
From  the  great  eye  of  Him  above, 
Wak'ning  his  world  with  looks  of  love! 


TELL-TALE  LTRE. 

FvB  heard,  there  was  in  ancient  days 

A  Lyre  of  most  melodious  spell ; 
'Twas  heav'n  to  hear  its  fairy  lays. 

If  half  be  true  that  legends  telL 

'Twas  play'd  on  by  the  gentlest  sighs. 
And  to  their  breath  it  breath'd  again 

In  such  entrancing  melodies 

As  ear  had  never  drank  till  then ! 

Not  harmony's  serenest  touch 
So  stilly  could  the  notes  prolong ; 

They  were  not  heavenly  song  so  much 
As  they  were  dreams  of  heavenly  song ! 

If  sad  the  heart,  whose  marm'ring  air 
Along  the  chords  in  languor  stole, 

The  numbers  it  awaken'd  there 
Were  eloquence  from  pity's  soul. 

Or  if  the  sigh,  serene  and  light. 
Was  but  the  breath  of  fancied  woes. 

The  string,  that  felt  its  airy  flight, 
Soon  whisper'd  it  to  kind  repose. 

And  when  young  lovers  talk'd  alone. 
If,  mid  their  bliss  that  Lyre  was  near. 

It  made  their  accents  all  its  own. 
And  sent  forth  notes  that  Heaven  might  hear. 


MOORE'S  WORK& 


tiere  was  a  nymph,  who  long  had  loVd, 
Bat  dar*d  not  tell  the  world  how  well : 
de  shades,  where  she  at  eyening  rov'd. 
Alone  coold  know,  alone  ooold  telL 

was  there,  at  twilight  time,  she  stole. 
When  the  first  star  annoonc'd  the  night, — 
ith  him  who  claim*d  her  inmost  soul. 
To  wander  hy  that  soothing  light 

chanc*d  that,  in  the  fidry  hower 
Where  hlest  they  woo*d  each  other's  smile, 
lis  Lyre,  of  strange  and  magic  power, 
Hung  whisp'ring  o*er  their  heads  the  while. 

id  as,  with  eyes  commingling  fire. 
They  listen'd  to  each  other's  tow, 
le  youth  ftill  oft  would  make  the  Lyre 
A  pillow  for  the  maiden's  hrow : 

id,  while  the  melting  words  she  hreath'd 
Were  by  its  echoes  wafted  round, 
iT  locks  had  with  the  cords  so  wreath'd. 
One  knew  not  which  gare  forth  the  sound. 

as,  their  hearts  but  little  thought. 
While  thus  they  talk'd  the  hours  away, 
lat  every  sound  the  Lyre  was  taught 
Would  linger  long,  and  long  betray. 

mingled  with  its  tuneful  soul 

Were  all  their  tender  murmurs  grown, 

lat  other  sighs  unanswer'd  stole, 

Nor  words  it  breath'd  but  theirs  alone. 

happy  nymph !  thy  name  was  sung 
To  every  breeze  that  wander'd  by ; 
e  secrete  of  thy  gentle  tongue 
Were  breath'd  in  song  to  earth  and  sky. 

e  fiital  Lyre,  by  Envy's  hand 
aung  high  amid  the  whisp'ring  groves, 
every  gale  by  which  'twas  fann'd, 
Pioclaim'd  the  mysfry  of  your  loves. 

T  long  thus  rudely  was  thy  name 
To  eitfth's  derisive  echoes  given ; 
ne  pitying  spirit  downward  came, 
\nd  took  the  Lyre  and  thee  to  heaven. 

ere,  fineed  firom  earth's  unholy  wrongs. 
Both  happy  in  Love's  home  shall  be ; 
ou,  uttering  nought  but  seraph  songs, 
A.nd  that  sweet  Lyre  still  echoing  theel 


PEACE  AND  GLORY. 

WBFITEir  ON  THB  APPBOACH  OF  '^ 

Where  is  now  the  smile,  that  light 

Every  hero's  couch  of  rest? 
Where  is  now  the  hope,  that  bri^t 

Honour's  eye  and  Pity's  breast  ? 
Have  we  lost  the  wreath  we  braidec 

For  our  weary  warrior  men? 
Is  the  faithless  olive  faded  ? 

Must  the  bay  be  plnck'd  again  ? 

Passing  hour  of  sunny  weather 

Lovely,  in  your  light  awhile. 
Peace  and  Glory,  wed  together, 

Wander'd  through  our  blessed  id' 
And  the  eyes  of  Peace  would  glistei 

Dewy  as  a  morning  sun. 
When  the  timid  maid  would  listen 

To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

Is  their  hour  of  dalliance  over? 

Must  the  maiden's  trembling  feet 
Waft  her  from  her  warlike  lover 

To  the  desert's  still  retreat? 
Fare  you  well !  with  sighs  we  banis 

Nymph  so  fair  and  gueste  so  brig 
Yet  the  smile,  with  which  you  vanii 

Leaves  behind  a  soothing  light;— 

Soothing  light,  that  long  shall  sparh 

O'er  your  warrior's  sangnin'd  waj 
Through  the  field  where  horrors  da 

Shedding  hope's  consoling  ray. 
Long  the  smile  his  heart  will  cherisl 

To  ite  absent  idol  true ; 
While  around  him  myriads  perish. 

Glory  still  will  sigh  for  you  I 


SONG. 


Take  back  the  sigh,  thy  lips  of  art 

In  passion's  moment  breath'd  to  m 
Yet,  no  —  it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
'Tis  now  the  life-breath  of  my  heart, 
And  has  become  too  pure  for  thee. 

Take  back  the  kiss,  that  fidthless  sig 
With  all  the  warmth  of  truth  impi 
Yet,  no—  the  fatal  kiss  may  lie, 
Upon  thy  lip  ite  sweete  would  die. 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  bleat 
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I  GRECIAN  GIRL'S  DRGAH 


Wi(  it  Ihe  moon,  or  vas  it  inoniing'i  nj, 
Tbal  c>I1*d  Ihee,  dearen,  from  ih«w  vnu  mj  ? 
Scarce  hnd'iit  tbou  left  me,  vheii  >  dream  of  oi^ 

(?  o'er  my  spirit  (o  dUtlncI  uid  bright. 
That,  while  I  yet  can  Tividlj  reckll 

r  itching  wonden,  thou  ihalt  heir  ihed  alL 
Melhought  I  aaw,  upon  the  laiur  boua. 
Two  vinged  boyi,  anch  aa  thy  mnae  migfat  dnais, 
Dcaccnding  th>m  above,  Bt  that  itill  hour, 

ad  gliding,  vilh  imooth  step,  into  my  bowtr. 
Fair  pa  the  beaalcoiu  apirila  that,  all  day. 
In  AniDllui'i  vanu  fouDts  impriaoo'd  aiay,  * 
~     riic  HI  midnight,  iima  th'  enchanted  rill. 
To  cool  their  pluniet  npoD  lome  moonlight  hiU 

Al  once  I  knew  their  nuBaioa ; —  'twaa  to  bear 
My  ipiril  upward,  through  the  patha  of  air. 
To  thut  elyiion  realm,  from  whence  stray  bcama 
So  oft.  in  sleep,  had  viiited  my  dreanu. 
Switt  at  ihuir  touch  distolT'd  the  ties,  that  clnog 
All  earthly  rtiund  me,  and  aloft  I  ipnutg  \ 
While,  hcav'nward  guides,  the  little  genii  flew 
Thro'  pnthi  of  light,  rcfreab'd  by  beaTen'aown  dew. 
And  fiuin'd  by  airs  ilill  fragrant  vith  the  breath 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  worlds  that  knownotdeath. 


Und 


Th..Q 


thai,  far  beyond  onr  nether  *ky. 
nd  shown  hul  dimly  lo  man's  erring  eye, 
%.  niighty  ocean  of  blue  ether  roUa.  > 
£einni'd  with  bright  islanda,  where  the choaensoolh 
mhoVe  paii'd  in  lore  and  love  their  earlhlj  boon, 
'ftepose  for  ever  in  unbding  boweii. 


rN 
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th  mj  fbnd  soul,  inspir'd  by  thee  and  lore, 
imber's  loom  hath  fimcifully  wore. 
10  ;  no  more — soon  as  to-morroVs  raj 
soft  nUssQS  shall  have  died  away, 
3me,  and,  while  loTe*s  planet  in  the  west, 
»  o*er  onr  meeting,  tell  thee  all  the  rest 


TO  CLOE. 

IMITATED  FBOX  MARTIAL. 

OULD  resign  that  eye  of  blue 
Bowe*er  its  splendour  nsed  to  thrill  me ; 
id  ey'n  that  cheek  of  roseate  hue,  — 
To  lose  it,  Cloe,  scarce  would  kill  me. 

lat  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  miss, 
Elowever  much  Fve  ray*d  about  it ; 
id  sweetly  as  that  lip  can  kiss, 
[  think  I  could  exist  without  it 

short  so  well  Fye  leam'd  to  ftst 
That  sooth  my  love,  I  know  not  whether 
light  not  bring  myself  at  last 
To — do  without  you  altogether. 


THE 

WREATH  AND  THE  CHAIN. 

:RiNO  thee,  love,  a  golden  chain, 
[  bring  thee  too  a  flowery  wreath ; 
e  gold  shall  never  wear  a  stain, 
rhe  flow'rets  long  shall  sweetly  breathe, 
me,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be, 
bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

e  chain  is  form'd  of  golden  threads. 
Bright  as  Minerva's  yellow  hair, 
tien  the  last  beam  of  evening  sheds 
[ts  calm  and  sober  lustre  there, 
e  Wreath's  of  brightest  myrtle  wove, 
With  sun-lit  drops  of  bliss  among  it 
id  many  a  rose-leaf,  cuU'd  by  Love, 
To  heal  his  lip  when  bees  have  stung  it 
me,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be, 
•  bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

s,  yes,  I  read  that  ready  eye. 

Which  answers  when  the  tongue  is  loath, 

lou  lik'st  the  form  of  either  tie, 

A.nd  spread'st  thy  playfiil  hands  for  both. 


Ah !  — if  there  were  not  something  wrong. 
The  world  would  see  them  blended  oft; 

The  Chain  would  make  the  Wreath  so  stronj 
The  Wreath  would  make  the  Chain  so  sof 

Then  might  the  gold,  the  flow'rets  be 

Sweet  fetters  for  my  love  and  me. 

But  Fanny,  so  unblest  they  twine. 

That  (Heaven  alone  can  tell  the  reason) 
When  mingled  thus  they  cease  to  shine. 

Or  shine  but  for  a  transient  season. 
Whether  the  Chain  may  press  too  much. 

Or  that  the  Wreath  is  slightly  braided. 
Let  but  the  gold  the  flow'rets  touch. 

And  all  their  bloom,  their  glow  is  fiided! 
Oh  I  better  to  be  always  free, 
Than  thus  to  bind  my  love  to  me. 


The  timid  girl  now  hung  her  head. 

And,  as  she  tum'd  an  upward  glance, 
I  saw  a  doubt  its  twilight  spread 

Across  her  brow's  divine  expanse. 
Just  then,  the  garland's  brightest  rose 

Gave  one  of  its  love-breathing  sighs— 
Oh  I  who  can  ask  how  Fanny  chose. 

That  ever  look'd  in  Fanny's  eyes? 
**  The  Wreath,  my  life,  the  Wreath  shall  be 
**  The  tie  to  bind  my  soul  to  thee." 


TO 


And  hast  thou  mark'd  the  pensive  shade. 
That  many  a  time  obscures  my  brow. 

Midst  all  the  joys,  beloved  maid. 
Which  thou  canst  give,  and  only  thou  ? 

Oh  I  'tis  not  that  I  then  forget 

The  bright  looks  that  before  me  shine} 
For  never  throbb'd  a  bosom  yet 

Could  feel  their  witchery,  like  mine. 

When  bashful  on  my  bosom  hid. 
And  blushing  to  have  felt  so  blest. 

Thou  dost  but  lift  thy  languid  lid. 
Again  to  close  it  on  my  breast ; — 

Tes,  — these  are  minutes  all  thine  own. 
Thine  own  to  give,  and  mine  to  feel  i 

Yet  ev'n  in  them,  my  heart  has  known 
The  sigh  to  rise,  the  tear  to  stctL 
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»VKE    OF    M0NTPEN3IER, 


I  the  tboDght,  b;  painting'g  spell, 

ole.  howe'er  refin'd, 
I  the  kindUng  ciuivisa  t«ll 
Ileal  ttory  ot  the  miod; 

't  form  to  glanee  the  eje, 
I,  by  mimic  light  and  ihade, 
liag  tinges,  ere  tliey  fly, 

ng  blushes,  ere  thej  fade  ;  — 

¥  PaintiDg's  proudcflt  po«i>n ; 
■ft,  by  irbicb  her  art  divine 
\l  others  proudly  towen. — 

(.'.  oh  Prince  t  are  richly  thine 

hen  Friendship  ».>c«  (hi>e  trace, 
.  living  tnitb  eipresl, 
memorial  of  a  face 
1  her  eye  delights  to  rest  -, 

?r  the  lovely  look  serene, 
le  of  peacp.  the  bloom  of  youth, 
Ik,  that  blushes  to  be  seen, 
'a  thiit  tells  the  bosom's  tmtb ; 

?r  «^acb  line,  so  brightly  trae, 
■s  with  ling'ring  pleasure  rove, 
I  the  touch  II  hose  various  hue 
lirings  to  mind  the  form  ire  love ; 


.  .Ul4Kt      1  thl 
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We  feel  the  magic  of  thy  art. 
And  aim  it  with  a  leat,  a  aval, 

A  plcasnre,  nearer  t»  the  heart 
Than  cntic  taste  can  ever  feeL 


THE  FALL  OF  HEBE. 


'TiTAB  on  a  day 
When  the  immonals  at  their  banquet  by ; 
The  bowl 
Sparkled  with  starry  dew. 
The  weeping  of  those  myriad  nrns  of  light. 
Within  whose  orbs,  the  almighty  Power, 
At  nature'i  dawDiDg  hoar, 
Stor'd  the  rich  Buid  of  ethereal  soul.' 

Around, 
Soft  odorous  clouds,  thai  upward  wiog  their  fli^ 

From  eastern  isles 
(Where  they  have  bath'dlhera  in  theoHsitny, 
And  with  rich  fragrance  all  their  bosom*  SU'd), 
In  circles  Sew,  und,  ineltiog  as  they  flew, 
A  liquid  daybreak  o'er  the  board  diitill'd. 

All,  all  was  luxury  I 

Ail  muil  be  luinr}',  where  Lyau*  imilea. 

His  locks  divine 

Were  crown'd 

With  a  bright  meteor-bnid, 

Whicli,  like  an  ever-springing  wreath  of  vine; 

Shot  into  brilliant  leafy  shapes, 
And  o'er  his  brow  in  lambent  tendril*  ptay'd : 


^r\ 
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ow  of  Juno  flnsh'd— 

less'd  the  breeze  I 

Muses  blush'd ; 

:heek  was  hid  behind  a  Ijre, 

y  eye  look*d  laughing  through  the 

ings. 

;ht  cap  ?  the  nectar'd  draught 

t  himself  was  to  have  quaffed? 

las,  uptum'd  it  lay 

tie  fall'n  Hebe's  side ; 

ow  lingering  drops,  th*  ethereal  tide, 

8  of  its  own  rich  essence,  ebVd  away. 

e  Spirit  that  remembered  Man, 
that  blest  hour, 
with  a  wing  of  love, 
I  off  the  goblet's  scatter'd  tears, 
•ling,  near  the  edge  of  heayen  they  ran, 
them  floating  to  our  orb  below  ?  i 
ice  of  immortality  I 

The  shower 
B;lowing  through  the  spheres ; 
dl  around  new  tints  of  bliss, 
odours  and  new  light, 
ih'd  its  radiant  flow. 
w,  with  a  liquid  kiss, 
le  along  the  thrilling  wire 
Heaven's  luminous  Lyre,* 
le  soul  of  music  in  its  flight : 
amid  the  breezes  bland, 
r  from  the  planets  as  they  roll, 
t  libation,  softly  fonn'd 
ir  sighs,  meandering  stole, 
ho,  from  Atlas'  height. 
Id  this  rosy  flame 
Ling  through  the  waste  of  night, 
18  some  planet,  whose  empyreal  frame 
ed,  as  it  rapidly  revolv'd 
ervid  axle,  and  dissolv'd 
0  a  flood  so  bright ! 

rid,  "  aiinui  portat  mysterla."  See  the  Divine 
ii.  sect.  4. 

x)nlca,  lib.  ii.  cap.  17.,  there  it  a  fkble  some- 
c»cent  of  the  nectar  to  earth.  Ei*  mifmf^  rm 
If,  Mt  r*v  ttmruftf  ircXXmt  r«e^«u/fU»«v,  «»«• 

mm  trtfirfio^mi  fUf  «vf«f *  rt  )i  ri»raf  ttt  m* 
•.  X.    Vid.  Autor.  de  Re  Rust  edit.  Canub. 

latlon  Lyra.  The  astrologers  attribute  great 
tgn  in  atcendenti,  which  are  enumerated  hy 
Urania: 

-  Ecce  norem  cum  pectlne  chordae 
3S,  mulcetque  noTo  Taga  tidera  cantu, 
e  naacentum  animae  concordia  ducunt 
fcc. 

ini  represented  the  dawn  of  day  by  a  young 


The  yoatfafld  Day, 
VHthin  bis  twilight  bower. 
Lay  sweetly  sleeping 
On  the  flush'd  bosom  of  a  loCoa-iknrer  ;> 
When  round  him,  in  profusion  weeping, 
Dropp'd  the  celestial  shower. 

Steeping 
The  rosy  cloods,  that  carl*d 
About  his  infimt  head. 
Like  myrrh  upon  the  locks  of  Cupid  shed. 

Butt«when  the  waking  boy 
Wav'd  his  exhaling  tresses  through  the  sky, 
O  mom  of  joy  I — 
The  tide  divine, 
All  glorious  with  the  vermil  dye 
It  drank  beneath  his  orient  eye« 
Distill'd,  in  dews,  upon  the  world. 
And  every  drop  was  wine,  was  heavenly  wdoe! 
Blest  be  the  sod,  and  blest  the  flower 
On  which  descended  first  that  shower. 
All  ft*esh  from  Jove's  nectareoos  springs ; — 
Oh  ftr  less  sweet  the  flower,  the  aod. 
O'er  which  the  Spirit  of  the  Rainbow  fli^gi 
The  magic  mantle  of  her  solar  Godl^ 


RINGS  AND  SEALS. 

AcHUxn  Tanuf,  Ub.fl. 

**  Go ! "  said  the  angary,  weeping  maid, 
**  The  charm  is  broken  t — once  betray'd, 
"  Never  can  this  wrong'd  heart  rely 
**  On  word  or  look,  on  oath  or  sigh.  ' 

"  Take  back  the  gifts,  so  fondly  given, 
"  With  promis'd  fidth  and  vows  to  heaven ; 
"  That  little  ring  which,  night  and  mora, 
"  With  wedded  truth  my  hand  hath  won ; 


boy  seated  upon  a  lotos.  Eirt  Ajyvrrmt  Imfumm  tHXm 
nAiif  wmiin  ft»ytf  yfm^$fTmt  lev  Xmrm  mm9i^tf»um  — 
tarcA.  irt^i  rtu  am)  xf*'  lAMMvf.  See  also  his  Treatiia 
et  Oslr.  Obserring  that  the  lotos  showed  Ha 
water  at  sunrise,  and  sanli  again  at  his  wtting. 
the  idea  of  consecrating  this  flower  to  Oshrlt,  or  tht 

This  symbol  of  a  youth  sitting  upon  a  lotos  ii 
on  the  Abraxases,  or  Basilidian  stones.     Set 
tom.  ii.  planche  156.,  and  the  **  SupplemanC,**  Ac  I 
lib.  vii.  chap.  6. 

*  The  ancients  esteemed  those  flowers  and  trws  thf 
est  upon  which  the  rainbow  had  appeared  to  mti 
wood  they  chiefly  burned  in  sacriflcet,  waa  that  vMdi 
smile  of  Iris  had  consecrated.     Plutardi.  ^fmpofr 
cap.  2.  where  (as  Vossius  remarks)  mmtmtn,  to 
is  undoubtedly  the  genuine  reading.    See  VomIm,  fcr 
curious  particularities  of  the  rainbow,  De  Origla. 
Idololat.  lib.  iii.  cap.  18. 
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<"  TlMft  Mtl  vkU  oft,  in  moMeBli  Uflft, 

**  TboQ  but  opoB  aj  lip  impreit, 

**  Andsvoni  iti  ncnd  tpriiig  dioald  be 

**  A  fiMntohi  aMTd  >  Ibr  only  tbee : 

"  Tike,  take  them  ba^  the  gift  and  toit, 

-  AU  aallied,  but  and  batefbl  now  1 " 

I  took  the  rag— te  leal  I  to(^ 
Wbile,  oh,  bar  efcry  tear  and  bMik 
Were  audi  m  aftgela  hMik  and  ibcd. 
When  BUB  if  bj  the  world  mided.-M 
Gcodj  I  wbiipei^d,  «*  Fnmy,  dear  1 
**  Not  half  tbj  brrer^i  gifta  are  here : 
^  Say,  where  are  aU  the  kiawa  given, 
"  From  mom  to  noon,  ftom  boob  to  eren, — 
**  Thoee  agaeli  of  tme  krpe,  worth  more 
«*  Hub  SoloaMB'a  owb  leal  of  yore, — 
"  Where  are  thooe  gifta,  io  aweet,  io  many? 
r»give  baek  all,  if  any." 


While  Am  I  wbiipefU  trembling  too, 
Leit  aO  tfM  aymph  bad  fwom  waa  true, 
I  amr  a  aaule  rdenting  riae 
ICd  Ae  moift  aanre  of  her  eyea. 
Like  dajliglit  o'er  a  tea  of  bloe, 
Wlule  yet  in  mid-air  baagi  the  dew. 
She  let  her  chedL  npooe  OB  mine, 
She  let  Biy  anna  aroond  her  twine ; 
One  kiai  waa  half  allowed,  and  then — 
The  ring  and  seal  were  ben  again. 


TO 

MISS  SUSAN  B— CKF— D  < 
oa  BXB  suraniG. 

I HOBB  than  onoe  hare  heard,  at  night, 
A  eong,  like  those  thy  lip  hath  giren. 

And  it  waa  song  by  shapes  of  light. 
Who  look*d  and  breath*d,  like  thee,  of  heaven. 

Bat  thia  was  aU  a  dream  of  sleep, 
And  I  have  said,  when  morning  shone, 

**  Why  shoold  the  night-witch.  Fancy,  keep 
"  These  wcmders  for  herself  alone  ?  ** 

I  knew  not  then  that  firte  had  lent 
Saeb  tonea  to  one  of  mortal  birth ; 


t  •• 


I 


I  knew  not  then  that  Heaven  bad  sent 
A  voice,  a  fbrm  like  thine  ob  eardi. 

And  yet,  in  all  that  ilowery  maae 
Throogh  whieb  my  path  of  life  has  led. 

When  I  have  beard  the  sweetest  lays 
From  Hps  of  ronest  Instre  shed ; 

When  I  have  iblt  the  warUed  word 
From  Beanty*s  lip,  in  sweetnem  vying 

With  mnsic's  own  mdodioos  bird. 
When  on  the  rooe*k  boaom  lying ; 

Thoogh  fbrm  and  song  at  onoe  oombin'd 
Their  loveliest  bloom  and  softest  thrill. 

My  heart  bath  sigb'd,  my  ear  bath  pin'd 
For  something  lovelier,  softer  still :— 


Oh,  I  have  fimnd  it  all,  at  laat, 
In  thee,  thoa  sweetest  living  lyre, 

Throogh  which  the  sool  of  song  e'er 
Or  feeling  breath'd  its  sacred  fire. 


An  that  I  e'er,  in  wildest  fli^ 
Of>fency's  dreams,  coold  hear  or  see 

Of  mnsic's  mfjtk  or  beauty's  light 
Is  realix'd,  at  once,  in  thee  I 


•d. 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON  LBAVINO   SOME  FBIEND8. 
O  dolces  comitum  TaleCe  coeCiu  ! 


CkTVLun. 


No,  never  shall  my  soul  forget 

The  friends  I  found  so  cordial-hearted ; 
Dear  shall  be  the  day  we  met. 

And  dear  shall  be  the  night  we  parted. 

If  fond  regrets,  however  sweet. 
Most  with  the  lapse  of  time  decay, 

Tet  still,  when  thus  in  mirth  you  meet,  ^ 
Fill  high  to  him  that's  &r  away  ! 

Long  be  the  light  of  memory  found 
Alive  within  your  social  glass ; 

Let  that  be  still  the  magic  round. 
O'er  which  Oblivion  dares  not  pass. 


taiilM 


firdcM,  wippotad  to  to  tboM  of  King  Solo- 
atlaiiboarlNMid  of  BeCblchem.  The  frfm  ihov 
vUeht  tbcf  i^j,  it  the  *  MftM  foontaiii' to  wfaleb 

to  the  CntidM  it  eomfnrad ;  aad  tfacy  pro. 

this  SoloBMm  that  19  Hmm  tpringt  and  pat 


tut  sf gnet  upon  the  door,  to  keep  them  for  his  own  drinkfof  .** 
—  MammdreB'i  TrtneU.    See  also  Uie  notes  to  Mr.  Good's 
Trtnsletlop  of  the  Soof  of  Solomoo. 
s  The  preaent  DodMM  of  HamiUoo. 
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A  WARNING. 

TO 


Oh  fiur  as  heayen  and  chaste  as  light! 
Did  nature  mould  thee  all  so  bright. 
That  thoa  shooldst  e*er  be  brought  to  weep 
0*er  languid  virtue's  fatal  sleep, 
0*er  shame  extinguish'd,  honour  fled. 
Peace  lost,  heart  wither'd,  feeling  dead? 

No,  no !  a  star  was  bom  with  thee. 
Which  sheds  eternal  purity. 
Thou  hast,  within  those  sainted  eyes. 
So  fair  a  transcript  of  the  skies. 
In  lines  of  light  such  heavenly  lore. 
That  man  should  read  them  and  adore. 
Yet  have  I  known  a  gentle  maid 
Whose  mind  and  form  were  both  array*d 
In  nature's  purest  light,  like  thine ;  — 
Who  wore  that  clear,  celestial  sign. 
Which  seems  to  mark  the  brow  that's  &ir 
For  destiny's  peculiar  care  : 
Whose  bosom  too,  like  Dian's  own. 
Was  guarded  by  a  sacred  zone. 
Where  the  bright  gem  of  virtue  shone ; 
Whose  eyes  had,  in  their  light,  a  charm 
Against  all  wrong,  and  guile,  and  harm. 
Yet,  hapless  maid,  in  one  sad  hour, 
These  spells  have  lost  their  guardian  power; 
The  gem  has  been  beguil'd  away ; 
Her  eyes  have  lost  their  chast'ning  ray; 
The  modest  pride,  the  guiltless  shame. 
The  smiles  that  from  reflection  came, 
A.11,  all  have  fled,  and  left  her  mind 
A.  faded  monument  behind ; 
The  ruins  of  a  once  pure  shrine, 
^o  longer  fit  for  guest  divine. 
3h !  'twas  a  sight  I  wept  to  see — 
leaven  keep  the  lost  one's  fiite  fhim  thee ! 


TO 


ris  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now. 
While  yet  my  soul  is  something  free ; 

^ile  yet  those  dangerous  eyes  allow 
One  minute's  thought  to  stray  from  thee. 


Oh !  thou  becom'st  each  moment  dearc 
Every  chance  that  brings  me  nigh  tl 

Brings  my  ruin  nearer,  nearer, — 
I  am  lost,  unless  I  fly  thee. 

Nay,  if  thou  dost  not  soom  and  hate  m( 
Doom  me  not  thus  so  soon  to  fail ; 

Duties,  fame,  and  hopes  await  me, — 
But  that  eye  would  blast  them  all ! 

For,  thou  hast  heart  as  fidse  and  cold 
As  ever  yet  allur'd  or  sway'd. 

And  couldst,  without  a  sigh,  behold 
The  ruin  which  thyself  had  made. 

Yet,—  could  I  think  that,  truly  fond. 
That  eye  but  once  would  smile  on  m 

Ev'n  as  thou  art,  how  fiur  beyond 
Fame,  duty,  wealth,  that  smile  would 

Oh  I  but  to  win  it,  night  and  day, 
Inglorious  at  thy  feet  reclin'd, 

I'd  sigh  my  dreams  of  fiune  away. 
The  world  for  thee  forgot,  resign'd. 

But  no,  'tis  o'er,  and — thus  we  part. 
Never  to  meet  again, — no,  never. 

False  woman,  what  a  mind  and  heart 
Thy  treach'ry  has  undone  for  ever  I 


WOMAN. 

Away,  away — you're  all  the  same, 
A  smiling,  flutt'ring,  jilting  throng ; 

And,  wise  too  late,  I  bum  with  shame. 
To  think  I've  been  your  slave  so  long 

Slow  to  be  won,  and  quick  to  rove, 
From  folly  kind,  from  cunning  loath. 

Too  cold  for  bliss,  too  weak  for  love, 
Yet  feigning  all  that's  best  in  both ; 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reign, — 
More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 
Than  one  trae,  manly  lover  blest 

Away,  away — your  smile's  a  curse — 
Oh  !  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men. 

Kind  pitying  Heaven,  by  death  or  won 
If  e'er  I  love  such  thhigi  agiin. 
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xo 


BuunDU* 


W 

Com,  take  fhy  liwp — *tis  Tain  to  muie 

Upon  the  gathering  ills  we  aee ; 
Oh!  take  tby  harp  and  let  me  loae 

AU  thon^ta  of  ill  m  hearing  thee. 

Sing  to  me,  lore  I-~thoa^  death  were  near. 
Thy  aoog  eoold  make  my  aool  fbrget — 

Nay,  nay,  m  pity,  dry  that  tear, 
AU  may  he  weD,  be  hi^^  yet 

Left  me  hot  aee  that  snowy  arm 
Onoe  more  npon  the  dear  harp  lie, 

And  I  win  oeaae  to  dream  of  harm. 
Will  amile  at  fhte,  while  thoa  art  nigh. 

Give  me  tiiat  strain  of  moomAil  touch. 

We  vs^d  to  lore  long,  long  ago^ 
BcfiMre  oar  hearts  had  known  as  much 

As  now,  alas  I   fhey  Ueed  to  know. 

Sweeft  notes  1  they  tell  of  fimner  peace, 
Of  an  that  kmk'd  so  smiling  then. 

Vow  fanish'd,  lost— oh  pray  thee,  cease, 
I  cannot  bear  those  sounds  again. 

Art  thou,  too,  wretched?  yes,  thou  art ; 

I  see  thy  tears  flow  fast  with  mine — 
Gome,  come  to  this  devoted  heart, 

Tis  breaking,  bat  itstill  is  thine  I 

■  lo  FlnUreh't  Enay  on  the  Decline  of  the  Oracles, 
ClcombioCaa,  one  of  the  interlocutors,  describes  an  extra- 
ordinary man  wtiom  be  had  met  with,  after  long  research, 
^ptm  the  banks  of  the  Red  Sea.    Once  in  erery  year  this 
<mtef  natural  personate  appeared  to  mortals,  and  conrersed 
With  tham  ;  the  rtit  of  his  time  he  passed  among  the  Genii 
tbd  tlM  Nymphs.    U»fi  «v  i<vfl(«r  ;^«JUe#rM  tiftt,  mS^mmt 
%<B  ««»  wns  kmmi  irrvyxAMrrw,  rmXXm  it  nw  rmt  »»A(^air, 
>aMtiw.  in  ifa^M.    He  spoke  in  a  tone  not  far 
flpom  sfngiog.  and  whenerer  he  opened  his  lips,  a 
ailed  the  place:  fftyy^MW*"  ^  *•*  ***•*  ivmim 
s.  Tm  ni^awf  <lirwi  mrmnutrH.    From  him  Cleom- 
hvocui. leaned  tfie  doctrine  of  a  plurality  of  worlds. 
*  The  celebrated  Jaans  Douaa,  a  little  before  his  death, 
that  be  beard  a  strain  of  music  in  the  air.    See  the 
of  Beinsioa,  **  In  barmoniam  quam  panlo  ante  obitum 
•IM  vlaas  est  Douaa.**    Page  501. 


9iftM  li  xcvrav  ^ik¥yu.  FlMDAB.  CNjpfiMp.  U. 

I,  the  aoD  of  Moab,  ii  supposed  to  have  taken  wHh 
the  ariilba  principal  docMnes  of  magfeal,  or  rather 
whidi  be  had  faiaciibed  upon  sone  very 
to  order  Chat  liMf  Bisht  nrist  the  lavages 


VISION  OP  PHILOSOPHY. 

*Twas  on  the  Bed  Sea  coast,  at  mom,  we  met 
The  TeneraUe  man  ^  $  a  healthy  bloom 
Ifing^ed  its  softness  with  the  yigorons  thong^it 
That  tower'd  upon  his  brow ;  and,  when  he  spoke, 
*Twas  hmgnage  sweeten*d  into  song— such  holy 

sonnds 
As  oft,  they  say,  the  wise  and  yirtnoos  hear, 
PrelusiTe  to  the  harmony  of  heaven. 
When  death  is  nigh< ;  and  still,  as  he  nndos'd 
His  sacred  lips,  an  odonr,  all  as  bland 
As  ocean-breezes  gather  from  the  flowers 
That  blossom  in  elysinm^,  breath'd  aroond. 
With  silent  awe  we  listen'd,  while  he  told 
Of  the  dark  yeil  which  many  an  age  had  hong 
0*er  Nature's  form,  till,  long  explored  by  man. 
The  mystic  shrood  grew  thin  and  Inminons, 
And  glimpses  of  that  heayenly  form  shone  thro' : — 
Of  magic  wonders,  that  were  known  and  tanght 
By  him  (or  Cham  or  Zoroaster  nam'd) 
Who  mns'd  amid  the  mighty  catadysm. 
O'er  his  rode  tablets  of  primeral  lore ;  ^ 
And  gath'ring  round  him,  in  the  sacred  ar. 
The  mighty  secrets  of  that  former  globe, 
Let  not  the  living  star  of  science*  sink 
Beneath  the  waters,  which  ingulph'd  a  world  1 — 
Of  visions,  by  Calliope  reveal'd 
To  him  ^,  who  traced  upon  his  typic  lyre 
The  diapason  of  man's  mingled  frame, 
And  the  grand  Doric  heptachord  of  heaven. 
With  all  of  pure,  of  wondrous  and  arcane, 
Which  the  grave  sons  of  Mochus,  numy  a  night, 

of  the  deluge,  and  transmit  the  secrets  of  antediluvian  know- 
ledge to  his  posterity.  See  the  extracts  made  by  Bayle,  in 
his  article,  Cham.  The  Identity  of  Cham  and  Zoroaster  de- 
pends upon  the  authority  of  Berosus  (or  rather  the  impostor 
Annius),  and  a  few  more  such  respectable  testimonies.  See 
Naude's  Apologie  pour  les  Grands  Hommes,  &c.  chap,  viii., 
where  he  takes  more  trouble  than  is  necessary  in  reftiting  this 
gratuitous  supposition. 

>  Chamum  k  posteris  hujus  artis  admiratoribus  Zoro- 
astrum,  seu  vivum  astrum,  proptcrea  fuisse  dictum  et  pro 
Deo  habitum —  Bochart.  Geograph.  Sacr.  lib.  ir.  cap.  1. 

*  Orpheus.  —  Paulinus,  in  his  Hebdomades,  cap.  S.  lib.  iii. 
has  endeavoured  to  show,  aiter  the  Platonists,  that  man  is  a 
diapason,  or  octave,  made  up  of  a  diatesseron,  which  is  his 
soul,  and  a  dlapente,  which  is  his  body.  Those  frequent  allu- 
sions to  music,  by  which  the  ancient  philosophers  illustrated 
their  sublime  theories,  miut  luve  tended  very  much  to  elevate 
the  character  of  the  art,  and  to  enrich  it  with  associations  of 
the  grandest  and  most  interesting  nature.  See  a  preceding 
note,  for  their  ideas  upon  the  harmony  of  the  spheres.  He- 
racUtus  compared  the  mixture  of  good  and  evil  in  this  world 
to  the  blended  varieties  of  harmony  in  a  musical  instrument 
(Plutarch,  de  Animc  Procreat.);  and  Euryphamus,  the 
Pythagorean,  in  a  fragment  preserved  by  Stolwus,  describes 
human  life,  in  iu  perfection,  as  a  sweet  and  well  tuned  lyre. 
Some  of  the  anctonts  were  so  Csndful  as  to  suppose  that  the 
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Told  Id  ibe  roang  lad  bri^l-hiir'd  viduai 
Of  CMnuTtMend  DovnL' — Tbn,  a  iflo* 
or  ateo-  MMmne,  fae  bcgml'd  u  on 


Pinto  phllwuiihiu  In  urb*  Ai1wil«i»l. 

nbim  mm 

IMcnniindlKliwll  nvMUl  M  pit  Innunoiit 


Throogb  mao  J  a  mate  of  Gudeo  md  of  Porch, 
Throa^  maaj  ■  ijvtexa,  «hiv«  the  KaOer^d  light 
Of  hemml;  truth  la;,  like  a  brokea  beam 
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From  Ae  pan  iiiii,  wlueli,  ihoa^  refraeted  all 

Into  ft  dioiiMad  Iniei,  IS  iDiiduiie  1101, 1 

And  brigbt  throng  ererj  ehange ! — be  ipoke  of 


The  loneS  elaniel  One,  who  dwells  abore, 

And  of  Ae  sodTs  uatnoeable  descent 

From  thsft  U^  Ibimt  of  qpirit,  throng  the 


Of  intdleciiislhehue.  tillitmuL 

^ntb  alomi  Ttgusb  oormptible,  and  dark  i 


b  flMa»  wiWMWi  woMflloBs  of  Ariitotte. ««  tnoe  the 

I  of  lkiSfln«al  MilMt  which  hbphflotopbjexperleneed 

tfM  mtif  CkdMung,    Fkto  b  MAdom  much  more 

eaCboilaim  of  bte  style  allowed 

■11  hit  floidei  to  their  own  porpote. 

I  wtnein|ymooided,«idPlatoolim  became 

ofthelhthert. 
fof  tiMStolei,to  Taonted  In  their  tdiod, 
■  1  iMrfiM|»tlWy  Ineffldent  a>  the  rert.  All  was 
lOfttMFoilko.  The  dafaii  of  destiny  were 
hhMsU;  and  their  deity  was  like  the 
retCMaretnlhU.**  Notevea 
i  can  fecoocne  this  degradatton  of  di- 
I  coodltoff  ao  rector  scrlpsltqnidem 
I  sMBpar  paret,  ssbmI  JiiisiL"— LA.  tfr 
S. 
;  to  the  dUhreaoa  between  the  Stoics,  Ferlpa- 
the  fbOowinc  words  of  doero  prove 
'  hat  Hide  to  disttaigtdsh  them  flrom  each  other :  ^ 
at  Aeadamleos,  noninlbiis  dUfcrentes,  re  coo- 
1 1  •  felbw  Scold  ipd  TorMs  magis  quam  sententiis 
;.llb.ll.5.;  and  perhaps  what  Beid 
,  open  one  of  thdr  points  of  cootroversy  might 
he  applied  as  eObetually  to  the  reconcilement  of  ail  the  rest. 
**  The  dispute  between  the  Stoics  and  Peripatetlci  was  pro- 
htfily,all  for  want  of  definition.  The  one  said  they  were  good 
'  tfM  eootrol  of  reason,  tite  other  that  they  should  be 
I,  Tol.  lii.  In  short.  It  appears  a  no  lets 
>  to  establish  the  boundaries  of  opinion  between 
any  two  of  Um  piillosophlea]  sects,  than  It  would  be  to  fix  the 
of  those  estates  in  the  moon,  which  Rlcciolus  so 
'  alloCted  to  his  brother  astronomers.  Accordingly 
aome  of  the  greatest  men  oi  antiquity  passing 
senile  from  sdiool  to  school,  according  to  the  fancy 
I  of  the  moment.  Cicero,  the  Esther  of  Roman 
pidoaophy.  Is  sometimes  an  Academician,  sometimes  a  Stoic ; 

9,  he  acknowledges  a  conformity  with 
1 1  **  HOB  sloe  causa  igitur  Epicurus  ausus  est  dicere 
is  pturlhos  bonis  esse  saplentem,  quia  semper  sit  in 
'  •.->  JWnitos.  Qiuett.  lib.  t.  Though  often  pore 
Ib  his  theology,  Cicero  sometimes  smiles  at  fhturity  as  a  fic- 
tfaa;  tkoa.  In  Ua  Oration  for  Clumtius,  speaking  of  punish- 
I  in  dM  life  to  come,  he  says,  **  Qusb  si  fUsasont,  id  quod 
Intalllgimt,  quid  si  tandem  aliud  mors  eripuit,  praeter 
1  dolorls  ?  ** — though  here  we  should,  perhaps,  do  him 
bf  agreeing  with  his  commentator  SyMus,  wiio 
1  BpoB  this  passage,  **  Hsbc  autem  dixit,  ut  causse  sue 
.**  The  poet  Horace  roves  like  a  botterfiy  through 
dw  adMMliyand  bow  wings  along  the  wails  of  the  Porch,  now 
hMfea  ainng  the  Aowcrs  of  the  Garden ;  while  Virgil,  with  a 
Iqaa  of  isiBd  strooi^y  philosophical,  has  yet  left  us  wholly 
I  as  to  the  sect  which  he  espoused.  The  balance  of 
him  to  have  been  an  Epicurean,  but  the 
'  of  Ms  Ufe  asserts  that  he  was  an  Academician ; 
■si  WW  traee  thnmgh  his  poetry  the  tenets  of  almost  all  the 
The  sane  kind  of  edeetle  indiflhrence  is  ob- 
ifaanttofthoBooMBwrtters.  Thus  Propertins,  in 
Um  §m  elaty  to  G^fBlhla,  oa  his  departore  fbr  AthoBs, 


Nor  yet  eren  then,  though  sunk  in  earthly  dross, 
Corrapted  all,  nor  its  etherial  touch 
Quite  lost,  hot  tastmg  of  the  fbnntain  stilL 
As  some  bright  riyer,  which  has  roll*d  along 
Throogfa  meads  of  flowery  light  and  mines  of 

gold,  • 
When  ponr'd  at  length  into  the  dosky  deep, 
Disdains  to  take  at  once  its  briny  taint. 
Bat  keeps  unchanged  awhile  the  Instroos  tinge. 
Or  bafany  freshness,  of  the  scenes  it  left* 


niie  vel  rtodlls  animnm  emendare  Platonls, 
Inripiam,  aot  hortis,  docte  ^dcore,  tnis. 

Ub.  ill.  Elef .  Sl. 
Thoogh  Broeddiastos  here  reads,  *'  dux  Epicure,**  whid 
seems  to  fix  the  poet  under  the  banners  of  Epicurus.  Even 
the  Stole  Seneca,  whoae  doctrines  have  hesn  eonsUared  so 
orthodox,  that  St  Jerome  has  ranked  him  amongst  tho  eccle- 
siastical writers,  while  Boocacdo  doubts  (In  eoosideratloa  of 
his  supposed  correspondence  with  St.  Paul)  whether  Daate 
should  have  phued  him  in  Limbo  with  the  rsst  of  the  Pagans 
~even  the  rigid  Seneca  has  bestowed  such  coBnaendattoos 
OB  Epicurus,  that  if  ooly  those  passages  of  his  worka  were 
preserved  to  us,  we  eouhl  not  hesitate,  1  think.  In  prmoundng 
him  a  confirmed  Epicurean.  Whh  similar  faieonsistency,  we 
find  Porphyry,  hi  his  work  upon  abstinence,  referring  to 
Efricums  as  an  example  of  the  Biost  strict  Pydiagorcaa  tem- 
perance I  and  I,anceiotH  (the  author  of  **  Farfelkmi  degU 
andd  Istorld**)  has  been  seduced  by  this  grave  reputation  of 
Bpicuras  faito  the  absurd  error  of  assodatlng  him  with  Chiy- 
sippos,  as  a  chief  of  the  Stoic  school.  There  Is  no  doobt. 
Indeed,  that  however  the  Epicurean  sect  might  have  rdaxed 
from  its  original  purity,  the  morals  of  lu  founder  were  as 
correct  as  those  of  any  among  the  ancient  philosophers ;  and 
his  doctrines  upon  pleasure,  as  explained  in  the  letter  to 
MenoBceus,  are  rational,  amiable,  and  consistent  with  our 
nature.  A  late  writer,  De  Sablons,  in  his  Grands  Hommes 
veng^s,  expresses  strong  indignation  against  the  Encycio- 
p^distes  for  their  just  and  animated  praises  of  Epicurus,  and 
ditcuMing  the  question,  **  li  ce  philosophe  ^it  vertueux," 
denies  it  upon  no  other  authority  than  the  calumnies  collected 
by  Plutarch,  who  himself  confesses  that,  on  this  particular 
subject,  he  consulted  only  opinion  and  report,  without  pausing 
to  investigate  their  truth.— AXA«  np  itftt*,  m  rqr  mkifittm* 
eutrmtfu*.  To  the  factious  seal  of  hit  illiberal  rivals,  the 
Stoics,  Epicurus  chiefly  owed  these  gross  misrepresentations 
of  the  life  and  opinions  of  himself  and  his  associates,  which, 
notwithstanding  the  learned  exertions  of  Gassendi,  have  still 
left  an  odium  on  the  name  of  his  philosophy ;  and  we  ought 
to  examine  the  ancient  accotmts  of  this  philosopher  with 
alMut  the  same  degree  of  cautious  belief  which,  in  reading 
ecclesiastical  iiistory,  we  yield  to  the  invectivei  of  the  fathers 
against  the  heretics,— trusting  as  little  to  Plutarch  upon  a 
dogma  of  Epicunu,  as  we  would  to  the  vehement  St.  Cjrril 
upon  a  tenet  of  Nestorius.    ( 1 801 . ) 

The  preceding  remarks.  I  wish  the  reader  to  observe,  weie 
written  at  a  time,  when  I  thought  tlie  studies  to  which  tiiey 
refer  much  more  important  as  well  as  more  amusing  than,  I 
fkeely  confess,  they  appear  to  me  at  present. 

1  Lactantius  asserts  that  all  the  truths  of  Christianity  may 
be  found  dispersed  through  the  ancient  philosophical  sects, 
and  that  any  one  who  would  collect  these  scattered  fragments 
of  orthodoxy  might  form  a  code  in  no  respect  differing  flrom 
that  of  the  Christian.  "  Si  extitissct  aliquis.  qui  veriutem 
sparsam  per  singulos  per  sectatque  dilTusam  colligeret  In 
unum,  ac  redigeret  in  corpus,  is  profccto  non  dissentiret  a 
nobis.'*— /iss<.  lib.  vi.  c.  7. 

S  Ts  t»mm  tuu  i^iiamv. 

*  This  bold  Platonic  hnage  I  have  taken  from  a  passage  In 
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e  the  old  man  ceat'd — a  winged  tnin 
and  genii  bore  him  from  oar  eyes. 
Qsion  fled !  and,  as  I  wak'd, 
that  my  rapt  aool  had  roam*d  the  while, 
;bt  realm  of  dreams,  that  spirit- world, 
tala  know  by  its  long  trabk  of  light 
;ht's  iky,  and  call  the  Galaxy,  i 


TO 


MR& 


ee  erery  day  that  came, 
thee  still  each  day  the  same; 
re's  smile,  or  sorrow's  tear 
ill  ever  kind  and  dear; — 
thee  early,  leave  thee  late, 
so  long  my  bliss,  my  fate, 
without  this  cheering  ray, 
me,  like  sunshine,  every  day, 
ly  pain,  my  sorrow  chas'd, 
lone  and  loveless  waste. 

are  the  chords  she  ns'd  to  touch  ? 

the  songs  she  lov*d  so  much  ? 

igs  are  hush*d,  those  chords  are  still, 

erhaps,  will  every  thrill 

:  soon  be  lulfd  to  rest, 

te  I  wak'd  in  Anna's  breast. 

the  simple  notes  I  play'd 

nory's  tablet  soon  may  fade ; 

(,  which  Anna  lov'd  to  hear, 

sh  from  her  heart  and  ear ; 

Iship's  voice  shall  ever  find 

n  that  gentle  mind, 

iry  lose  nor  time  impair 

tathies  that  tremble  Uiere. 


TO 

LADY  HEATHCOTE, 

ON  AN 
0  FOUND  AT  TUNBRIDOE-WELLS. 

^  est  i  la  takme  distance  de  Londret,  que 
[•••t  de  Parii.    Ce  qu'il  jr  a  de  beau  et  de  ga- 
t  dans  I'AUtre  sexe  s'jr  rauemble  au  tems  det 
pafpiie,"  &c.  &c. 
tmoires  de  Granmomt,  Second  Part,  chap.  ill. 

Tuubridge  WelU. 

ammont  grac*d  these  happy  springs, 
inbridge  saw,  upon  her  Pantiles, 

I's  letter  upon  the  MetempsychotU,  inserted 

^m.  Rellg.  torn.  ir. 

o  Pythagoras,  the  people  of  Dreams  are  souls 


The  merriest  wigfat  of  an  tlie  kinga 
That  ever  nil*d  these  gay,  gallant  isles; 

Like  us,  by  day,  they  rode,  they  walked. 

At  eve,  they  did  as  we  may  do, 
And  GrammoDt  just  like  Spenoer  talk'd, 

And  lovely  Stewart  smii'd  like  yoo. 

The  only  different  trait  b  this, 
That  woman  then,  if  man  beset  her. 

Was  rather  given  to  saying  **  yes,** 
Because, — as  yet,  she  knew  no  better. 

Each  night  they  held  a  coterie. 
Where,  every  fear  to  slumber  charm'd. 

Lovers  were  all  they  ought  to  be. 
And  husbands  not  the  least  alarm'd. 

Then  call'd  they  up  their  school-day  pranks, 
Nor  thought  it  much  their  sense  beneath 

To  play  at  riddles,  quips,  and  cranks. 
And  lords  show'd  wit,  and  ladies  teeth. 

As — **  Why  are  husbands  like  the  mmt?" 
Because,  forsooth,  a  husband^  dnty 

Is  but  to  set  the  name  and  print 
That  give  a  currency  to  beauty. 

**  Why  is  a  rose  in  nettles  hid 

**  Like  a  young  widow,  fresh  and  fiur?** 
Because  'tis  sighing  to  be  rid 

Of  weeds  J  that  **  have  no  business  there ! " 

And  thus  they  miss'd  and  thus  they  hit^ 
And  now  they  struck  and  now  they  parried; 

And  some  laid  in  of  full  grown  wit, 
While  others  of  a  pun  miscarried. 

Twas  one  of  those  facetious  nights 
That  Grammont  gave  this  forfeit  ring 

For  breaking  grave  conundrum-rites. 
Or  punning  ill,  or — some  such  thing : — 

From  whence  it  can  be  fairly  trae'd. 
Through  many  a  branch  and  many  a  boii|^ 

From  twig  to  twig,  until  it  grac'd 
The  snowy  hand  that  wears  it  now. 

All  this  m  prove,  and  then,  to  yon. 
Oh  Tuubridge  !  and  your  springs  a 

I  swear  by  Heathcote's  eye  of  blue 
To  dedicate  the  important  chronide. 


collected  together  in  the  Galaxy 

Porphyr.  de  Antra  Ngmpk. 
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Loog  may  yov  neiait  hmiatet  gm 
llieiriiittiClet  to  jour  modem  lodgers, 

And  GhariMTo  lom  in  Hesthoote  U^e, 
And  GhariMTo  bvdt  rerm  in  Rogen. 

Let  no  pfdiwtift  fooli  be  liiere; 

For  ever  be  tlioie  Ibpt  aboiish'd. 
With  beode  •■  wooden  ae  fby  ware. 

And,  HeaTon  knowa  I  not  half  ao  poliah'd. 

But  still  reod:TO  Ae  yonng,  die  ga j. 
The  fcw  who  know  the  rare  deHght 

Of  rea^Ung  Ctrammont  every  da j. 
And  aetiqg  Grammont  erery  night 


THE  DEVIL  AMONG  THE  SCHOLARS, 

A  vnimmiT. 

TtmmmmlytXmi 


But,  whither  have  theae  gentle  ones. 
These  rosy  i^mphs  and  Uaok-eyed  nnns, 
"With  all  of  Cupid's  wild  romahc'mg, 
Led  my  tmant  brains  a  dancing  ? 
Instead  of  studying  tomes  scholastic. 
Ecclesiastic,  or  monastic. 
Off  I  fly,  careering  fiur 
In  chase  of  Pollys,  prettier  fiur 
Than  any  of  their  namesakes  are,  — 
The  Polymaths  and  Polyhistors, 
Polyglots  and  all  their  sisters. 


1  Mimiimu  a  dognutic  philotopber,  who  nerer  doubted 
about  aoj  thfaig,  «LC«pC  who  wu  hla  (kther.**— "  Nulli  de  re 
w«»T«^*p  pneterquam  de  patre  dobitaTit."  —  In  Vit.  He  was 
venr  leurned— "  Li-dedans,  (that  it,  in  hii  bead  when  it  was 
opened.)  le  Pnniqne  Iwarte  le  Penan,  l*H^breu  choqoe 
rArabiqoe,  pour  ne  pohit  parier  de  la  maaraise  intelligence 
da  Latin  arcc  la  Grac,"  kic.—^etVHUtoire  de  Montnumr^ 
i.li.p  91. 

*  Bomhartm  was  one  of  the  names  of  that  great  tcholar 
qaadL  Paraoeliat. — "  Pbilippos  Bombastos  ktet  sob 

iplmdMo  tcfmlne  Anreoli  Theophrasii  Paraeelsi,**  si^s  Sta- 
ddiuB  de  drctimforaneS  Literatomm  ranitate.  <—  He  used  to 
Cffat  the  dctil  eterf  night  with  a  broadsword,  to  the  no 
terror  of  hia  popQ  Oporlnua,  who  has  recorded  the  cfar- 
(  VUe  Oporto.  Vit.  apod  Ghrittian.  Chypb.  Vit. 
qponndain  Broditistlmonmi,  ftc.)  Faracdsos  had 
bat  a  poor  optnlon  of  Galen  t^"  My  rerjr  beard  (si^s  he  to 
Wa  IParagnaatmi)  haa  mora  learning  to  ft  than  either  Galen 

*  Tlw  anffel,  who  teolded  St.  Jerom  for  readhig  Cicero,  as 
tiila  tba  storj  to  bis  **  Coocordaatia  diaeordantiom 

■ad  Mftfthat  for  tUs  ranoo  bishops  were  not 
to  read  the  GtaMks :  **  Bplseopns  GaotiUum  Ubros 


So  haye  I  known  a  hopeftal  youth 
Sit  down  in  qoest  of  lore  and  tmth. 
With  tomes  soffioient  to  con£Mmd  him. 
Like  Tohn  Bohn,  he^>*d  aroond  him, — 
Mamnrrai  stack  to  Theophrastns, 
And  Galen  tombling  o'er  Bombastos.  ^ 
When  lo  I  while  all  that's  leam'd  and  wise 
Absorbs  the  boy,  he  lifts  his  eyes. 
And  throngh  the  window  of  his  study 
BelMdds  some  damsel  fkir  and  mddy. 
With  eyes,  as  brightly  tom'd  upon  him  as 
The  angel's'  wore  on  Hieronymns. 
Quick  fly  the  folios,  widely  scatter'd. 
Old  Homer's  lanrel'd  brow  b  battered, 
And  Sappho,  headlong  sent,  flies  just  in 
The  reTorend  eye  of  St  Augusdn. 
Raptur'd  he  quits  each  dosing  sage. 
Oh  woman,  fbr  thy  lovelier  page : 
Sweet  book! — unlike  the  books  of  art,— 
Whose  errors  are  thy  fiurest  part  s 
In  whom  the  dear  errata  oolumn 
Is  the  best  page  in  all  the  volume  !< 

But  to  begin  my  suljeet  rhyme — 
Twas  just  about  this  devilbh  time. 
When  scarce  there  hi4>pen*d  any  frolica 
That  were  not  done  by  Diabolics, 
A  cold  and  loveless  son  of  Lucifbr, 
Who  woman  scom'd,  nor  saw  the  use  of  her, 
A  branch  of  Dagon's  &mily, 
(Which  Dagon,  whether  He  or  She, 
Is  a  dispute  that  vastly  better  is 
Referred  to  Scaliger  *  et  cateris,) 
Finding  that,  in  this  cage  of  fools. 
The  wisest  sots  adorn  the  schools. 
Took  it  at  once  his  head  Satanic  in. 
To  grow  a  great  scholastic  manikin,  — 

non  Irgat .' ' — Distinct.  37.  But  Gratian  is  notorious  for  lying 
— besides,  angels,  as  the  illustrious  pupil  of  Pantenus  atiuret 
us,  have  got  no  tongues.  Ovx*  m  ^n**9  f  *r«,  mtrmt  utiiMv 
ii  yXmrrmr  mti'  tu  «f>«Ni  rn  Itin  frnnf  uyytXmi.—  Clem.  AleS' 
and.StronuU. 

*  The  idea  of  the  Rabbins,  respecting  the  origto  of  woman, 
is  not  a  little  singular.  They  think  that  man  was  originally 
formed  with  a  tail,  like  a  monkey,  but  that  the  Deity  cot  off 
this  appendage,  and  made  woman  of  it.  Upon  this  extra- 
ordinary supposition  the  following  reflection  is  founded:  — 

If  such  is  the  tie  between  women  and  men. 

The  ntony  who  weds  is  a  pitiAil  elf. 
For  he  takes  to  his  tail  like  an  idiot  again. 

And  thus  makes  a  de]4orable  ape  of  himself. 

Yet,  if  we  may  Judge  as  the  fashions  prerail, 
Erery  hustMuid  remembers  th*  original  plan. 

And.  knowing  his  wife  is  no  more  than  his  tail. 
Why  he— Ittres  her  behind  him  as  much  as  he  can. 

*  Scaliger.  de  Emendat.  Tempor.  — .  Dagon  was  thought  by 
others  to  be  a  certain  sea-monster,  who  came  every  day  out 
of  the  Bed  Sea  to  teach  the  Syrians  husbandry.  —  See  Jarquei 
Oaflhrd  (Curfoaitfs  Inooiea,  chap.  i.).  who  says  he  thinks 


.( 
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Were  bj  lie  doctor*  look'd,  in  common,  on, 

As  ■  more  rare  sod  rich  pluinomenon. 

He  viselj  siud  that  the  seasDriam 

Is  for  Ibe  cjea  s  great  Ginporiam, 

To  whicU  Ihcse  noted  pietnre-iiteiilen 

Scad  all  ibej  csn  uid  met^t  with  dvalers. 

In  nukaj  on  optical  proceediog 

The  bniin.  be  taid,  ihov'd  {:reat  good-breeding 

For  instance,  when  we  ogle  women 

{A  trick  which  Barbara  tntor'd  him  in), 

Although  the  dean  are  apt  to  get  in  a 

Sliange  poiitioa  on  the  retina 

Yet  instantly  the  modest  brain 

Dotb  Ml  them  on  their  legu  again  !  i 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  "  sinfFd  «nffidenc)'" 
Of  oil  omoigenoDi  omoisciencf , 
Began  (as  wbo  would  not  begin 
Tlrat  bad,  like  bim,  m  mncb  within  ?) 
To  let  it  out  in  booke  of  all  sorts, 
Folios,  quarto*,  large  and  imall  sorts  ; 


Poema,  eo  very  deep  and  seiuiblc 

That  the  J  were  quite  incomprehensible' 

Prose,  which  had  been  at  learaiag'a  Fair, 

And  boagbt  ap  all  the  trumpery  there. 

The  tatter'd  rags  of  every  vest, 

lu  which  the  Greeks  and  Romans  drest. 

And  o'er  her  fignre  bwoII'd  and  antic 

Seatler'd  them  all  with  iiirs  so  fnmlic, 

Thai  those,  who  saw  what  Sta  she  had, 

Declor'd  unhappy  Prose  was  mad ! 

Epics  be  wrote  and  scores  of  rebosses,  , 

All  as  neat  an  old  Tumebus's ; 

Eggs  and  altars.  cyclopiediDa, 

Grammara,  prayer-books — oh  !  'twere  tedious. 

Did  I  but  tell  the  half,  lo  follow  nie  ; 

Not  the  scribbling  bard  of  Ptolemy, 

No — nor  theboary  Trismegistus, 

(\VbosewTitingsall,  thank  heaven  t  have  miss'dus,) 

E'er  till'd  with  lumber  snch  a  wareroum 

As  this  great  "  porctis  litcrarum  I" 


lo  (quod  Inter  ODi  IkMl  likere)  nllJi-ilmaiD  puuin  y(ii  tr- 
lUlgn."  Lita.  U.  i!]lUl.  1.  Andirckiu>irtliiitATlcenna.llH 
voed  ArUilui,  rr^  Aiiilolle'i  MtUphjrtJn  timjtSmnnirr 
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■ancis,  earl  of  hoira. 


impouibU  to  tbinli  of  addreuing  a 
j-nur  Lurdtibip  vithciut  calling  lo 
known  reply  of  tbe  Spartan  to  ■  ' 
J  «h«  proposi-d  to  proDDunce  an  ea- 
Plvrcales.  "  On  Herculia  I  "  laid  the  | 
,  "  who  ever  ihonght  of  blaming  , 

in  has  Itft  to  Ibi'  pantgyrist  of  your 
I  very  sujivrtluou*  task.  I  shall,  there- 
the  iubjtct,  and  merely  entreat ' 
lo  the  very  bumble  tribute  ofi 
Ihirb  I  hove  here  the  honour  to  pre-  | 

With  every  feeling  of  nllachment 
and  reipvct, 
p  l*nlslii|i'«  very  dcvolcd  Si'rvant,         1 
THOMAS  MOOUE.'i 


I'RKFACR,! 


■ndi 


pal  poema  in  the  fullnwing  colleetion 
rinKBti  abu'nce  uf  fourteen  iiiiinthi 
']'hou(!li  euriobity  was  eertuinly  not 
luy  vnyujfElo  America,  yet  it  happened 
ificatiiM  <)f  cnriiwity  «u  the  only  ad- 
ib  1  derived  from  it.  Finding  my- 
iinlry  of  a  new  |iet>ple,  ivhiiw  influiey 


1  obje 


:  of  81 


■   imigi 


J  period  of  time,  whicb  my  plan  of  return  to 
I  Europe  afforded  me,  in  travelling  through  a  few 
I  of  the  Stale*,  and  acquiring  aome  knowledge  of 
I  the  inhabitant!. 

The  impreMLon  which  my  miod  received  fRHD 
,  the  character  and  nuuinerv  of  Ibeie  rupnblicaai, 
Buggened  the  Epiatlei  which  are  written  from  the 
city  of  Washington  and  Lake  Erie.*  How  fa  I 
wu  right,  in  Ihiu  aHuming  the  tone  of  a  ndriM 
agsinn  a  people  whom  I  viewed  hut  ai  a  nrcngtr 
and  a  visiter,  ii  a  doabt  which  my  feeliogi  did 
not  allow  me  time  lo  investigate.  All  I  prenmie 
to  answer  for  is  the  fidelity  of  the  picture  which 
I  have  given ;  and  though  prudence  mighl  have 
dictated  gentler  language,  troth,  I  tbink,  wonld 
have  justified  severer. 
I  went  to  America  with  prepoueasioiu  by  iw 
I  means  uufavoarable.  and  indeed  rather  iodnlged 
in  many  of  those  illusive  ideas,  with  respect  to  the 
purity  of  the  gocenunent  and  the  primitive  h^ipi- 
ness  of  the  people,  which  T  had  early  imbibed  ia 
my  native  country,  where,  nnfartiiiiBtety,  diacoB- 
I  tent  atbome  enhances  every  distant  tumptatioD.  and 
I  the  western  world  has  long  been  looked  to  aianc- 
'  treat  from  real  or  imaginary  oppranoD ;  tM,  b 
short,  the  e1ysianAtlantis,«here  persecuted  p«triM 
might  find  their  visions  realised,  and  be  welecBMd 
by  kindred  spirits  to  liberty  and  repoM.  In  all 
these  flattering  expectations  I  fbond  mjtelf  con- 
plctely  disappointed,  and  felt  inclined  to  ny  la 
I  Amerim.  as  Horace  says  to  hi*  miMrcB,  "  fai- 
I  tcDtata  nilcB."  IJrisHt,iatbe  pretheetohistnTdfc 
)  observes,  that  "  fi^iedom  in  that  conntrj  is  caitM 
I  to  10  high  a  degree  as  lo  border  upon  ■  H 
I  nuliire  ; "  and  there  certainly  it  ■  cloae  Kj 
'  iuiatioD  to  savage  life,  not  only  in  the  libnlj 
whicli  they  ei^oy,  but  in  the  violence  of  ptf? 
I  spirit  and  of  private  animosity  whicb  remits  Sm 
1  it.  This  illiberal  leol  imbitters  all  •ocial  fa 
I  coane ;  and,  though  I  scarcely  coold  bcdW 
I  selecting  the  party,  whose  views  appeared  Ic 
I  Ihr  more  pure  and  rational,  yet  I  wia  aonj  Id  cb- 


I 


urIsliMllr  ta  Ihf  mlmlUnnnu  vulu 


^^ 


Id  KplMlH,"  d 
•  Kl^.lWVI.Vll.u 
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TO 

THE  FLYING  FISH. » 

Whkn  I  have  seen  thy  snow-white  wing 
From  the  blue  wave  at  evening  spring, 
And  show  those  scales  of  silvery  white. 
So  gaily  to  the  eye  of  light. 
As  if  thy  frame  were  form'd  to  rise, 
And  live  smid  the  glorioos  skies ; 
Oh !  it  has  made  me  proudly  feel. 
How  like  thy  wing's  impatient  zeal 
Is  the  pore  sool,  that  rests  not,  pent 
Within  this  world's  gross  element. 
But  takes  the  wing  that  God  has  given. 
And  rises  into  light  and  heaven ! 

But,  when  I  see  that  wing,  so  bright, 
Grow  langnid  with  a  moment's  flight. 
Attempt  the  paths  of  air  in  vain. 
And  sink  into  the  waves  again ; 
Alas !  the  flattering  pride  is  o'er ; 
like  thee,  awhile,  the  sool  may  soar. 
But  erring  man  must  blosh  to  think, 
lake  thee,  again  the  sool  may  sink. 

Oh  yirtae !  when  thy  clime  I  seek. 
Let  not  my  spirit's  flight  be  weak : 
Let  me  not,  like  this  feeble  thing. 
With  brine  still  dropping  from  its  wing, 
Jost  sparkle  in  the  solar  glow 
And  plunge  again  to  depths  below  ; 
Bat,  when  I  leave  the  grosser  throng 
With  whom  my  soul  hath  dwelt  so  long, 
Let  me,  in  that  aspiring  day, 
Cast  every  lingering  stain  away, 
And,  panting  for  thy  purer  air, 
Fly  up  at  once  and  fix  me  there. 


TO 

MISS  MOORE. 

TWDU  NOKTOLK,  IM  VIlOnnA,  NOVEMBER,  1803. 

In  days,  my  Kate,  when  life  was  new. 
When,  lull'd  with  innocence  and  you, 
I  heard,  in  home's  beloved  shade, 
The  din  the  world  at  distance  made ; 
When,  every  night  my  weary  head 
Sunk  on  its  own  unthomed  bed. 
And,  mild  as  evening's  matron  hour. 
Looks  on  the  fiuntly  shutting  flower, 

>  It  it  the  opizilon  of  St.  Austin  upon  Genesis,  and  I  be- 
eve  of  aflu-ly  all  the  Fathers,  that  birds,  like  fish,  were  ori- 
aaBf  produeed  from  the  waters ;  In  defence  of  which  idea 
try  haw  collected  every  firndful  circumstance  which  can 
■d  t»  prove  »  kindred  limiUtada  between  them ;  nyyttMu 


A  mother  saw  our  eyelids  close. 
And  bless'd  them  into  pure  repose ; 
Then,  haply  if  a  week,  a  day, 
1  linger'd  from  that  home  away. 
How  long  the  little  absence  seem'd  t 
How  bright  the  look  of  welcome  beam'd. 
As  mute  you  heard,  with  eager  smile. 
My  tales  of  all  that  pass'd  the  while  t 

Tet  now,  my  Kate,  a  gloomy  sea 
Rolls  wide  between  that  home  and  me ; 
The  moon  may  thrice  be  bom  and  die, 
Ere  ev'n  that  seal  can  reach  mine  eye. 
Which  used  so  ofr,  so  quick  to  come. 
Still  breathing  all  the  breath  of  home, — 
As  i^  still  6*6811,  the  cordial  air 
From  lips  beloVd  were  lingering  there. 
But  now,  alas, — far  difierent  fate ! 
It  comes  o'er  ocean,  slow  and  late. 
When  the  dear  hand  that  fill'd  its  fold 
With  words  of  sweetness  may  lie  cold. 

But  hence  that  gloomy  thought !  at  last 
Beloved  Kate,  the  waves  are  past : 
I  tread  on  earth  securely  now, 
And  the  green  cedar's  living  bough 
Breathes  more  refreshment  to  my  eyes 
Than  could  a  Claude's  divinest  dyes. 
At  length  I  touch  the  happy  sphere 
To  liberty  and  virtue  dear, 
Where  man  looks  up,  and,  proud  to  claim 
His  rank  within  the  social  frame, 
Sees  a  grand  system  round  him  roU, 
Himself  its  centre,  sun,  and  soul ! 
Far  from  the  shocks  of  Europe — far 
From  every  wild,  elliptic  star 
That,  shooting  with  a  devious  fire. 
Kindled  by  heaven's  avenging  ire. 
So  oft  hath  into  chaos  hurl'd 
The  systems  of  the  ancient  world. 

The  warrior  here,  in  arms  no  more. 
Thinks  of  the  toil,  the  conflict  o'er, 
And  glorying  in  the  freedom  won 
For  hearth  and  shrine,  for  sire  and  son, 
Smiles  on  the  dusky  webs  that  hide 
His  sleeping  sword's  remember'd  pride. 
While  Peace,  with  sunny  cheeks  of  toil< 
Walks  o'er  the  free,  unlorded  soil, 
Effacing  with  her  splendid  share 
The  drops  that  war  had  sprinkled  there. 

Ttif  mT»tJUt»t(  ir^H  ret  »«!«rai.  With  this  thought  in  our 
minds,  when  we  first  see  the  Flying-Fisii,  we  could  almost 
fancy,  that  we  are  present  at  the  moment  of  creation,  and 
witness  the  birth  of  the  first  bird  Hrom  the  waves. 
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Thrice  happy  land !  where  he  who  flies 

From  the  dark  ills  of  other  skies, 

From  scom,  or  want's  unnerving  woes, 

May  shelter  him  in  proud  repose : 

Hope  sings  along  the  yellow  sand 

His  welcome  to  a  patriot  land ; 

The  mighty  wood,  with  pomp,  receives 

The  stranger  in  its  world  of  leaves. 

Which  soon  their  barren  glory  yield 

To  the  warm  shed  and  cultured  field ; 

And  he,  who  came,  of  all  bereft, 

To  whom  malignant  fate  had  left 

Nor  home  nor  friends  nor  country  dear, 

Finds  home  and  friends  and  country  here. 

Such  is  the  picture,  warmly  such. 
That  Fancy  long,  with  florid  touch. 
Had  punted  to  my  sanguine  eye 
Of  man*s  new  world  of  liberty. 
Oh  I  ask  me  not,  if  Truth  have  yet 
Her  seal  on  Fancy's  promise  set ; 
If  ev'n  a  glimpse  my  eyes  behold 
Of  that  imagin'd  age  of  gold ;  — 
Alas,  not  yet  one  gleaming  trace !  ^ 
Never  did  youth,  who  lov'd  a  face 
As  sketch'd  by  some  fond  pencil's  skill. 
And  made  by  fancy  lovelier  still. 
Shrink  back  with  more  of  sad  surprise. 
When  the  live  model  met  his  eyes, 
Than  I  have  felt,  in  sorrow  felt, 
To  find  a  dream  on  which  I've  dwelt 
From  boyhood's  hour,  thus  fade  and  flee 
At  touch  of  stem  reality  ! 

But,  courage,  yet,  my  wavering  heart ! 
Blame  not  the  temple's  meanest  part,^ 
Till  thou  hast  trac'd  the  fabric  o'er :  — 
As  yet,  we  have  beheld  no  more 
Than  just  the  porch  to  Freedom's  fane ; 
And,  though  a  sable  spot  may  stain 
The  vestibule,  'tis  wrong,  'tis  sin 
To  doubt  the  godhead  reigns  within ! 
So  here  I  pause  —  and  now,  my  Kate, 
To  you,  and  those  dear  friends,  whose  fate 
Touches  more  near  this  home-sick  soul 
Than  all  the  Powers  from  pole  to  pole. 
One  word  at  parting — in  the  tone 
Most  sweet  to  you,  and  most  my  own. 

luch  romantic  works  as  **  The  American  Farmer's  Let- 
'  and  the  account  of  Kentucky  by  Imlay,  would  seduce 
to  a  belief,  that  Innocence,  peace,  and  freedom  had  de- 
d  the  rest  of  the  world  for  Martha's  Vineyard  and  the 
s  of  the  Ohio.  The  French  travellers,  too,  almost  all 
reYolutlooary  motiTes,  have  contributed  their  share  to 
iflUslon  of  thto  flattering  misconception.  A  visit  to  the 
try  is,  however,  quite  suffldent  to  correct  even  the  most 
isiastic  prepocsessioii. 


The  simple  strain  I  tend  you  here,^ 
Wild  though  it  be,  would  charm  your  ei 
Did  you  but  know  the  trance  of  thought 
In  which  my  mind  its  numbers  caught 
'Twas  one  of  those  half-waking  dreams, 
That  haunt  me  oft,  when  music  seems 
To  bear  my  soul  in  sound  along. 
And  turn  its  feelings  all  to  song. 
I  thought  of  home,  the  according  lays 
Came  full  of  dreams  of  other  days ; 
Freshly  in  each  succeeding  note 
I  found  some  young  remembrance  float. 
Till  following,  as  a  clue,  that  strain, 
I  wander'd  back  to  home  again. 

Oh !  love  the  song,  and  let  it  oft 
Live  on  your  lip,  in  accents  soft. 
Say  that  it  tells  you,  simply  well. 
All  I  have  bid  its  wild  notes  tell, — 
Of  Memory's  dream,  of  thoughts  that  ye 
Glow  with  the  light  of  joy  that's  set. 
And  all  the  fond  heart  keeps  in  store 
Of  friends  and  scenes  beheld  no  more. 
And  now,  adieu ! — this  artless  air. 
With  a  few  rhymes,  in  transcript  fidr, 
Are  all  the  gifts  I  yet  can  boast 
To  send  you  from  Columbia's  coast ; 
Rut  when  the  sun,  with  warmer  smile. 
Shall  light  me  to  my  destin'd  isle,** 
You  shall  have  many  a  cowslip-bell. 
Where  Ariel  slept,  and  many  a  shell. 
In  which  that  gentle  spirit  drew 
From  honey  flowers  the  morning  dew. 


A  BALLAD. 
THE  LAKE  OF  THE  DISMAL  SWAMP. 

WRITTBN  AT  NOarOLK,  IN  VIBOIKU. 

"  They  tell  of  a  young  man,  who  loat  his  mind  1901 
death  of  a  girl  he  loved,  and  who,  suddenly  disappeariaf 
his  friends,  was  never  afterwards  heard  of.  As  he  had 
quently  said,  in  hts  ravings,  that  the  girl  was  noC  dni 
gone  to  the  Dismal  Swamp,  it  is  suppoaed  hm  had  wmi 
into  that  dreary  wilderness,  and  had  died  of  biaqger,  or 
lost  in  some  of  its  dreadiUl  morasses.'* Amom. 

"  La  Poesie  a  ses  monstres  comme  la  nature.** — D*! 
BsaT. 


u 


Thet  made  her  a  grave,  too  oold  and  damp 
**  For  a  soul  so  warm  and  true; 


s  Norfolk,  it  must  be  owned,  preaents  an  mifliviri 
specimen  of  America.  The  characteriatlcs  of  Vbr|M| 
general  are  not  such  as  can  delight  either  the  |intiS 
the  moralist,  and  at  Norfolk  they  are  exhlMtod  Int*^ 
attractive  form.  At  the  time  when  ««  UThrad  tl 
fever  had  not  yet  disappeared,  and  every  odoar  thil 
us  in  the  streeu  very  Htrongly  accounted  Ibr  Its  vWl 

3  A  trifling  attempt  at  musical  r^wnHftHIm  MO 
this  Epistle.  4 


MOORE'S  WOBK& 


re  me.  Lady,  when  the  zeph  jn  bland 
oar  bark  to  this  enchanted  land, — 
safy  isles  upon  the  ocean  thrown, 
ds  of  emerald  o'er  a  silver  zone, — 
he  charm,  that  ethnic  fancy  gave 
ed  arbours  o'er  the  western  wave, 
ake  a  dream,  more  soothing  or  sublime, 
rs  ethereal,  and  the  Spirit's  clime. 

t  rose  the  morning,  every  waye  was  still, 

le  first  perfume  of  a  cedar  hill 

awak'd  us,  and,  with  smiling  charms, 

T  harbour  woo'd  us  to  its  arms.i 

we  stole,  before  the  whisp*ring  wind, 

1  plaintain  shades,  that  round,  like  awnings, 

irin'd 

s'd  on  either  side  the  wanton  sails, 

ig  our  welcome  to  these  vernal  vales ; 

ar  reflected  o*er  the  wave  serene, 

Kxled  island  shed  so  soft  a  green 

i  enamour*d  keel,  with  whisp'ring  plaj, 

1  liquid  herbage  secm*d  to  steal  its  way. 

'  did  weary  bark  more  gladly  glide, 
its  anchor  in  a  lovelier  tide ! 
le  margin,  many  a  shining  dome, 
9  the  palace  of  a  Lapland  gnome, 
I'd  the  wave ;  —  in  every  myrtle  grove 
I  bashful,  like  a  shrine  of  love. 
In  mansion  sparkled  through  the  shade ; 
lilc  the  foliage  interposing  play'd, 
the  scene  an  ever-changing  grace, 
oiild  love,  in  glimpses  vague,  to  trace 
rcry  ca[)ital,  the  shaft,  the  porch,  < 
am  of  temples,  till  her  kindling  torch 
nil*  1>ack  to  all  the  glorious  days 
genius  ;  and  I  seem'd  to  gaze 
»1(',  from  the  rich  Pcntelic  mount, 
tlie  umbrage  of  some  Naiad's  fount 

thought  r,  too,  of  thee,  most  sweet  of  all 
it  nice  that  come  at  poet's  call, 

IK  I'Nii  IH*  mnri!  romantic  than  the  little  harbour  of 
•'■.  TIk*  iiiimlM'r  of  brautiful  idets,  the  singular 
•r  Ihn  w.itiT,  nnil  the  animated  play  of  the  graceAil 
.  Kli<llnK  fur  ever  b(*twron  the  Iflamli,  and  teeming 
I  niii<  riHl:ir-Krovo  into  anotlier,  formed  altogether 
«  nilnintiire  of  nature's  beauties  as  can  well  be 

■  nil  nllii^lon  which,  to  the  few  who  are  fancifiil 
ImiIiiIhi*  In  It,  rrndcrs  the  scenery  of  Bermuda  par- 
itrtfviliig.  In  the  short  but  beautiful  twilight  of 
H  i«vitiiliirs,  thii  whitn  cottages,  scattered  orcr  the 
<1  litit  iMirtlally  Be«*n  through  the  trees  that  sur- 
M.  iiaiiiinr  niton  the  appearance  of  little  Credan 
tiHl  a  vItIiI  fnnry  may  embellish  the  poor  fisher- 
yn\\\\  iHihimns  such  as  the  |Nrncil  of  a  Claude  might 
liMil  ntip  AiTOurlto  object  of  this  kind  In  my  walks. 
lioiplUllty  of  its  owner  robbed  me  of.  by  asking 
liim.    Up  was  a  plain  good  man,  and  rccoivod  me 


T 


I 


Delicate  Arid !  who,  m  brighter  hoon, 
Liv'd  on  the  perfnme  of  these  honied  bowen; 
In  velvet  bodi,  at  evening,  ior'd  to  lie. 
And  win  with  music  ereiy  rose's  ligfa. 
Though  weak  the  magic  of  my  hnmble  stnin 
To  charm  your  wpait  from  its  orb  egmin. 
Yet,  oh,  for  her,  beneath  whose  smile  I  sing; 
For  her  (whose  pencil,  if  yoor  ninbow  wing 
Were  dimm'd  or  raffled  by  a  wintzy  sky. 
Could  smooth  its  ftather  and  lelame  its  dye,) 
Descend  a  moment  fhnn  yonr  starrj  sphete, 
And,  if  the  lime-tree  grove  that  onee  was  dea 
The  sunny  wave,  the  bower,  the  breesy  hiH 
The  sparkling  grotto  can  delight  yon  still. 
Oh  cull  their  choicest  tints,  ther  aoAest  light. 
Weave  all  these  spells  into  one  dream  of  nighl 
And,  while  the  lovely  artist  shnnbering  lies, 
Shed  the  warm  picture  o*er  her  mental  eyes ; 
Take  for  the  task  her  own  creative  spells. 
And  brightly  show  what  song  bat  fiuntly  tells 


TO 

GEORGE   MORGAN,   ESQ. 

or  NOBrouc,  Tiaoticu.* 

FBOX  BERMUDA,  JAXUART,  1804. 

Riir«i  3*  t:nftM0Vm  *m  mr^avH,  tm  3'*  mXtmla^ 
AiAmik  mm*  /*MXk»t  iwiifa/Mg  «(Wi{  inrmtt 
II«rrw  I»irr«{i4mu. 

Calumacb.  Hjfam  as  Dd.  r.  II. 

Oh,  what  a  sea  of  storm  weVe  pa8s*d ! — 
High  mountain  waves  and  foamy  showers, 

And  battling  winds  whose  savage  blast 
But  ill  agrees  with  one  whose  hours 
Have  passed  in  old  Anacreon*8  bowerL 

Yet  think  not  poesy^s  bright  charm 

Forsook  me  in  this  rude  alarm  :^— 

well  and  warmly,  but  I  could  nerer  torn  his  boow  Mi* 
Grecian  temple  again. 

'  This  gentleman  is  attached  to  th*  Britisli  eaatdm  S 
Norfolk.  His  talents  are  worthy  of  a  modi  bl^ir  iphw: 
but  the  excellent  dispositions  of  the  fkmlly  with  wbM  k* 
resides,  and  the  cordial  repose  he  ei^}oyt  amongitNBerfttt 
kindest  hearts  in  the  world,  should  be  ahnott  enoo^  toSMH 
to  him  for  the  worst  cq>rice(  of  fortone.  TheeonsriM^ 
self.  Colonel  Ilamiiton,  is  one  among  the  vary  Aw  iaasHa 
of  a  man,  ardently  loyal  to  his  king,  and  yet  belored  If  i^ 
Americans.  His  house  is  the  rery  temple  of  hcMpltaBtf.ai 
I  sincerely  pity  the  heart  of  that  stranger  wboi,  wmm  Ha 
the  welcome  of  such  a  board,  could  tit  down  to  witosHM 
his  host,  in  the  true  spirit  of  a  modern  phDoia|ihlit.  fleti 
Travels  of  the  Duke  dc  la  Rouchefoucault  Lkneovt,  kL 

*  We  were  sercn  days  on  our  puasage  Ikxim  MerMk 
Bermuda,  during  three  of  which  we  were  fbivei  to  lif^i 
a  gale  of  wind.    The  Driver  sloop  of  wur,  hi  lAlch  I  •■ 
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Ill 


WlwB  doM  Aty  VMTd  die  tnnd  nil, 

WiMSOy  cnmy  pink  coroplinmiy  loud. 
We  hboor^d  m  tiie  addnigkl  giAeb 

And  er^  ov  iMBf^btj  auiii-aiaft  bow'd. 
Even  diBB,  m  tfun  mkrrely  hour. 
The  Kue  flill  broni^  her  toodiiiig  power, 
And,  midM  the  war  of  waves  and  wind. 
In  iooe^  Htyum  ]app*d  mj  mind. 
Ni^,  wbfli  no  nnnben  of  m j  own 
Beepoiided  to  her  wakening  tone, 
She  opn'd,  with  her  golden  key. 

The  reekwl  wheie  nij  memory  layi, 
Thoee  gemt  of  chmir  poeey, 

Whidi  time  haa  mv'd  fkom  ancient  days. 

Tske  one  of  these,  to  Lais  sanfr— 
I  wiote  it  while  mj  hsmmork  swang^ 
As  one  might  write  adissertation 
Upon^'Sospended  Animation!* 


Sweet  1  is  yoor  kiss,  m  j  Lais  dear. 
Bat,  with  that  kirn  I  fSeel  a  tear 
Gash  fkom  yoor  eyelids,  snch  as  start 
When  fhooe  who've  detfiy  loy'd  most  part 
Ssdly  yoQ  lean  yoor  head  to  mine, 
And  mote  those  arms  aroond  me  twine, 
Toor  hair  adown  my  bosom  spread, 
AH  glittering  with  the  tears  yon  shed. 
In  vain  Vwe  luss'd  those  lids  of  snow. 
For  still,  like  ceaseless  fbunts  they  flow, 
Bsthing  oar  cheeks,  whene'er  they  meet 
Why  b  it  thus  ?  do,  tell  me,  sweet  I 
Ah,  Lais !  are  my  bodings  right  ? 
Am  I  to  lose  yon  ?  is  to-night 
Oar  lait         go,  fiUse  to  heaven  and  me ! 
Toor  very  tears  are  treachery. 


Such,  while  in  air  I  floating  bang, 
Sach  was  the  strain,  Morgante  mio ! 

bailt  at  Bermuda  ot  cedar,  and  Ii  accounted  an  excellent 

She  was  then  commanded  by  my  very  much  re> 

Srrttad  McDd  Captahi  CompCon,  who  in  July  last  was  killed 

aboard  the  Lilly  in  an  action  with  a  French  prirateer.    Poor 

Conftam  1  he  fell  a  Tictim  to  the  strange  impolicy  of  allowing 

a  mlasndile  thing  as  the  Lilly  to  remain  in  the  service ; 

snail*  crank,  and  unmanageable,  that  a  well-manned 

iihaiaiiiin  was  al  any  time  a  match  for  her. 

TUa  epigram  b  by  Paul  the  Silentiary.  and  may  be  found 

dw  Aaaleeta  of  Brunck,  toI.  ill.  p.  72.    As  the  reading 

la  WWII  what  different  from  what  I  hare  followed  in  this 

I  siiall  give  it  as  I  had  it  in  my  memory  at  the 

aa  it  is  in  llelnsius,  who,  I  believe,  first  produced 

thecsignn.    See  his  Poemata. 


'lU*  tUf  im  fiXnfMi  n  Amiin'  nip  ^ 
y  ifiX^sw*  vw  3'  ^.  Ifssifur 


The  nrase  and  I  together  snng^ 

With  Boreas  to  make  oat  the  trio. 
Bat,  Uess  the  little  fiuiy  isle  I 

How  sweetly  after  all  oor  ills. 
We  saw  the  sonny  morning  smile 
Serenely  o*er  its  ftagrant  hills ; 
And  felt  Uie  pore,  delieioos  flow 
Of  airs,  that  roand  this  Eden  blow 
Freshly  as  ev'n  the  gales  that  come 
O'er  oar  own  healthy  hills  at  home. 

Coold  yoa  bat  view  the  scenery  ftir. 

That  now  beneath  my  window  lies, 
Yoa'd  thmk,  that  natnre  lavish'd  there 

Her  paiest  wave,  her  softest  skies, 
To  make  a  heaven  for  love  to  sigh  in. 
For  bards  to  live  and  saints  to  die  in. 
Close  to  my  wooded  bank  below, 

In  ^assy  calm  the  waters  sleep, 
And  to  the  snnbeam  proodly  show 

The  coral  rocks  they  love  to  steep.ft 
The  fainting  breese  of  morning  fitils ; 

The  drowsy  boat  moves  slowly  psst, 
And  I  can  almost  touch  its  sails 

As  loose  they  flap  aroond  the  mast 
The  noontide  snn  a  splendour  poors 
That  lights  op  all  these  leafy  shores ; 
While  his  own  heav'n,  its  donds  and  beams, 

So  pictar*d  in  the  waters  lie. 
That  each  small  bark,  in  passing,  seems 

To  float  along  a  burning  sky. 

Oh  for  the  pinnace  lent  to  thee,  ^ 

Blest  dreamer,  who,  in  vision  bright, 
Didst  sail  o*er  heaven's  solar  sea 

And  touch  at  all  its  isles  of  light 
Sweet  Venus,  what  a  clime  he  found 
Within  thy  orb*8  ambrosial  round  !  *  — 
There  spring  the  breezes,  rich  and  warm. 
That  sigh  around  thy  vesper  car ; 

Eict  V  •tufofjsp^,  n»«r  tutuim  imitfim  kuCti< ; 

*  The  water  is  so  clear  around  the  island,  that  the  rocks 
are  seen  beneath  to  a  very  great  depth ;  and,  as  we  entered 
the  harbour,  they  appeared  to  us  so  near  the  surface  that  it 
seemed  impossible  we  should  not  strike  on  them.  There  is 
no  necessity,  of  course,  for  heaving  the  lead ;  and  thi>  negro 
pilot,  looking  down  at  the  rocks  fk-om  the  bow  of  the  ship, 
takes  her  through  this  difficult  navigation,  with  a  skill  and 
confidence  which  seem  to  astonish  lome  of  the  oldest  sailors. 

'  In  Kircher's  "  Ecstatic  Journey  to  Heaven,"  Cosmiel, 
the  genius  of  the  world,  gives  Theodidactus  a  boat  of  asbestos, 
with  which  he  embarks  into  the  regions  of  the  sun.  "  Vides 
(says  Cosmiel)  banc  asbcstinam  naviculam  commoditati  tuc 
prseparatam."— //(iwrar.  I.  Dial.  i.  cap.  5.  This  work  of 
Kircher  abounds  with  strange  landes. 

«  When  the  Genius  of  the  world  and  his  fellow^aveller 
arrive  at  the  planet  Venus,  they  find  an  island  of  loveliness, 
fbll  of  odour*  and  intelligences,  where  angels  preside,  who 
shed  the  ooemetic  inAuence  of  this  planet  over  the  earth ; 
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angels  dwell,  so  pore  of  fmn 
lat  each  appears  a  living  star.  > 
e  are  the  sprites,  celestial  queen  I 
lou  sendest  nightly  to  the  bed 
iT  I  love,  with  touch  unseen 
ly  planet's  brighfning  tints  to  shed ; 
tnd  that  eye  a  light  still  clearer, 
give  that  cheek  one  rose-blush  more, 
bid  that  blushing  lip  be  dearer, 
tiich  had  been  all  too  dear  before. 

whither  means  the  muse  to  roam  ? 

ime  to  call  the  wand'rer  home. 

could  have  thought  the  nymph  would  perch  her 

1  the  clouds  with  Father  Kircher  ? 

ealth  and  love  to  all  your  mansion  ! 

ng  may  the  bowl  that  pleasures  bloom  in, 

flow  of  heart,  the  soul's  expansion, 

rth  and  song,  your  board  illumine. 

1  your  feasts,  remember  too, 

hen  cups  are  sparkling  to  the  brim, 

here  is  one  who  drinks  to  you, 

id,  oh  I  as  warmly  drink  to  him. 


LINES, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  STORM  AT  SEA. 

That  sky  of  clouds  is  not  the  sky 
To  light  a  lover  to  the  pillow 

Of  her  he  loves — 
Fhe  swell  of  yonder  foaming  billow 
Resembles  not  the  happy  sigh 

That  rapture  moves. 

fet  do  I  feel  more  tranquil  tar 
\mid  the  gloomy  wilds  of  ocean. 

In  this  dark  hour. 
Than  when,  in  passion's  young  emotion, 
[*ve  stolen,  beneath  the  evening  star, 

To  Julia's  bower. 

3hl  there's  a  holy  calm  profound 
Ln  awe  like  this,  that  ne'er  was  given 

To  pleasure's  thrill ; 
Tis  as  a  solemn  voice  fh)m  heaven, 
A.nd  the  soul,  listening  to  the  sound, 

Lies  mute  and  stilL 

leing,  aoeording  to  utrologen,  the  "  rU  influxlTa*'  of 
I.  When  thef  are  in  thU  put  of  the  hesTens,  a  casoif- 
iiestion  oecon  toTbeodtdactai,a]idheaaks,  **  Whether 
m  may  be  perfonnad  with  the  watcn  of  Veout?'*— 


Tis  true,  it  talks  of  danger  nig^ 

Of  slumb'ring  with  the  dead  to-morrow 

In  the  cold  deep. 
Where  pleasure's  throb  or  tears  of  sorrow 
No  more  shall  wake  the  heart  or  eye. 

But  all  must  sleep. 

Well  I  — there  are  some,  thou  stormy  bed. 
To  whom  thy  sleep  would  be  a  treasure ; 

Oh  I  most  to  him. 
Whose  lip  hath  drain'd  life's  cup  of  pleasure, 
Nor  left  one  honey  drop  to  shed 

Round  sorrow's  brimu 

Yes — he  can  smile  serene  at  death : 

Kind  heaven,  do  thou  but  chase  the  weeping 

Of  friends  who  love  him ; 
Tell  them  that  he  lies  cahnly  sleeping 
Where  sorrow's  sting  or  envy's  breath 

No  more  shall  move  hhn. 


ODES  TO   NEA; 


WaETTKN   AT  BBKMUDA. 


NEA  rvfatnt — Edripio.  Medem,  t.  967. 


Nat,  tempt  me  not  to  love  again. 

There  was  a  time  when  love  was  sweet ; 
Dear  Nea  1  had  I  known  thee  then. 

Our  souls  had  not  been  slow  to  meet 
But,  oh,  this  weary  heart  hath  run. 

So  many  a  time,  the  rounds  of  pain, 
Not  ev'n  for  thee,  thou  lovely  one, 

Would  I  endure  such  pangs  again. 

If  there  be  climes,  where  never  yet 
The  print  of  beauty's  foot  was  set. 
Where  man  may  pass  his  loveless  nights, 
Unfever'd  by  her  false  delights, 
Thither  my  wounded  soul  would  fly. 
Where  rosy  cheek  or  radiant  eye 
Should  bring  no  more  their  blin,  or  p*i«, 
Nor  fetter  me  to  earth  again. 
Dear  absent  girl  I  whose  eyes  of  light. 

Though  little  priz'd  when  all  my  own, 

*'  An  aquif  globi  Veneris  baptiimiu  iattltid  poedt?"  Isi 
the  GeniiM  answers,  "  Certainly.'* 

I  This  idea  is  Father  Kircher*a.   '*  Tot 
dlzisiet."»/MBerar.  I.  DlaL  i.  cap.  6. 
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Now  flott  before  me,  soft  and  bright 

At  when  thej  first  enamouring  shone, — 
What  hoars  and  days  hare  I  seen  glide, 
While  fiz*d,  enchanted,  by  th  j  side, 
Unmindftd  of  the  fleeting  day, 
Tft  let  life's  dream  dissolve  awaj. 
O  bloom  of  youth  proftisely  shed  ! 
O  momenta!  sim|dy,  Tainly  sped, 
Tet  sweetly  too — for'LoYe  perfiun'd 
The  flame  which  thos  my  life  consom'd ; 
And  brilliant  was  the  chain  of  flowers. 
In  which  he  led  my  rictim-hoors. 

Say,  Nea,  say,  cooldst  thou,  like  her, 
When  wann  to  feel  and  qnick  to  err. 
Of  hrnng  ibnd,  of  roving  fender. 
This  thooghtlcas  sool  might  wish  to  wander,- 
Conldst  thon,  like  her,  the  wish  reclaim. 

Endearing  still,  reproaching  never. 
Till  ev'n  this  heart  riioold  bun  with  shame, 

And  be  thy  own  more  fix'd  than  ever  ? 
No,  no — on  earth  there's  only  one 

Coold  bind  snch  feithless  folly  fest ; 
And  sore  on  earth  bat  one  alone 

Coold  make  soch  virtoe  fSalse  at  last ! 

Nca,  the  heart  which  she  forsook. 

For  thee  were  bat  a  worthless  shrine — 
Go,  lovely  giri,  that  angel  look 

Most  thrill  a  sool  more  pore  than  mine. 
<Hi !  thoo  shalt  be  all  else  to  me, 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongae  can  feign ; 
111  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee. 

Bat  must  not,  dare  not,  love  again. 


— -  Tale  iter  omne  cave. 

Propbbt.  lib.  !▼.  eleg.  6. 

I  POAT  yon,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Where  late  we  thoughtless  stray*d ; 
'Twas  not  for  os,  whom  heaven  intends 
To  be  no  more  than  simple  friends, 

Such  lonely  walks  were  made. 

That  little  Bay,  where  taming  in 
From  ocean's  rude  and  angry  din. 

As  lovers  steal  to  bliss, 
The  billows  kiss  the  shore,  and  then 
Flow  back  into  the  deep  again. 
As  thougfa  they  did  not  kiss. 


Remember,  o'er  its  circling  flood 

In  what  a  dangerous  dream  we  stood  — 

The  silent  sea  before  us. 
Around  us,  all  the  gloom  of  grove. 
That  ever  lent  its  shade  to  love. 

No  eye  but  heaven's  o'er  us  I 

I  saw  you  blush,  you  felt  me  tremble. 
In  vain  would  formal  art  dissemble 

All  we  then  look'd  and  thought ; 
'Twas  more  than  tongue  could  dare  reveal, 
'Twas  evVy  thing  that  young  hearts  feel. 

By  Love  and  Nature  taught 

I  stoop'd  to  cull,  with  feltering  hand, 
A  shell  that,  on  the  golden  sand. 

Before  us  feintly  gleam'd ; 
I  trembling  rais'd  it,  and  when  you 
Had  kist  the  shell,  I  kist  it  too— 

How  sweet,  how  wrong  it  seem'd ! 

Oh,  trust  me,  'twas  a  place,  an  hour, 
The  worst  that  e'er  the  tempters  power 

Could  tangle  me  or  you  in ; 
Sweet  Nea,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Such  walks  may  be  our  ruin. 


You  read  it  in  these  spell-bound  eyes. 
And  there  alone  should  love  be  read  ; 

Yea  hear  me  say  it  all  in  sighs, 
And  thus  alone  should  love  be  said. 

Then  dread  no  more ;  I  will  not  speak  ; 

Although  my  heart  to  anguish  thrill, 
I'll  spare  the  burning  of  your  cheek. 

And  look  it  all  in  silence  still. 

Heard  you  the  wish  I  dar'd  to  name. 
To  murmur  on  that  luckless  night, 

When  passion  broke  the  bonds  of  shame. 
And  love  grew  madness  in  your  sight? 

Divinely  through  the  graceful  dance, 
You  seem'd  to  float  in  silent  song, 

Bending  to  earth  that  sunny  glance, 
As  if  to  light  your  steps  along. 

Oh  !  how  could  others  dare  to  touch 
That  hallow'd  form  with  hand  so  free. 

When  but  to  look  was  bliss  too  much, 
Too  rare  for  all  but  Love  and  me  I 


J 
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Wilh  nulling  eya,  ibU  lictle  Ihoaght 
Ho-w  fsMl  were  the  beams  tbej  Ihrcw, 

ifty  trambling  hands  fOD  lightly  caught, 
Aod  roond  me,  like  a  epirit,  Be«. 

Heedless  of  ail,  bnl  jon  alone, — 
And  yw,  at  least,  should  Dot  cundemn, 

If,  vhen  taeh  eyes  before  me  ihone. 
My  aool  forgot  all  eyes  but  them. — 

I  dar'd  to  whisper  pasaion's  yow,  — 

For  love  bad  er'n  of  thought  bereft  mp, — 

Hay,  half-way  bent  to  kiss  that  brow. 
But,  with  a  bound,  jou  blnabing  left  me. 

Forget,  forget  that  night's  offence, 

Forgive  it,  it  alas  1  yon  can  ; 
'Twaa  loi^,  'twas  passion — sonl  and  sense — 

'TwB»  all  thol'a  best  and  worst  in  oibd. 

That  moment,  did  th'  assembled  eyes 
Of  heaven  and  earth  my  madnesB  view, 

I  should  have  seen,  through  earth  and  skies. 
Bui  you  alone — bnt  only  you. 

Kd  not  a  frown  thini  yoo  reprove. 
Myriads  of  eyes  to  me  were  none ; 

Enough  for  me  to  win  your  love. 
And  die  opon  Ibe  spot  when  won. 


A  DREAM  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

I  JUST  bad  lum'd  the  classic  page. 

And  irac'd  thai  happy  period  over. 
When  blest  alike  were  youth  and  age. 
And  love  inspir'd  the  wisest  sage. 

And  wiidom  grac'd  Ibe  lenderest  lover. 

Before  I  kid  me  down  lo  sleep. 
Awhile  1  from  the  lattice  gaz'd 

Upon  that  still  and  moonlight  deep. 
With  isles  like  flooting  gardens  rais'd 

For  Ariel  there  his  sports  to  keep ; 

While,  gliding  'Iwizt  their  leafy  shores. 

The  lone  Dight-Gsbcr  plied  his  oars. 


KepDltOr  the  Gjtnlvot  4  juhI  AmirtlDi  K*pai,t 
len :  bhcM  wvre  probublf  Ibe  iirdetii  fl 


I  ftlt,  — so  strongly  Euey's  power 
Came  o'er  me  in  that  witching  hoar,' 
As  if  the  whole  bright  scenery  there 

Were  lighted  by  a  Grecian  sky. 
And  I  then  breath'd  the  blissFiil  air 

That  hue  had  thriU'd  to  Sappho's 

Thus,  waking,  dreamt  I. — and  when : 

Came  o'er  my  sense,  the  dream  wa 
Nor,  through  her  curtain  dim  and  de 

Hath  ever  lovelier  vision  shone. 
I  thought  that,  all  eorapt,  I  stray'd 
Through  that  serene,  luxnriDos  si 
Where  Epicums  taught  the  Love* 

To  polish  virtue's  native  brightne* 
As  pearls,  we're  told,  that  fondling  di 

Hove  play'dwith,  vearasmootberi^ 
'Twas  one  of  those  delicious  nights 

"  .  common  ia  the  climes  of  GteeOi) 
When  day  withdraws  but  half  its  li^ 

And  all  is  moonshine,  balm,  ■ 
And  (hoD  vert  there,  my  own  belov'd, 
And  by  Ihy  side  I  fondly  rov'd 
Through  many  a  temple's  reverend  ^ 
And  many  a  bower's  seductive  bloom, 
Where  Beauty  leam'd  what  Wisdom! 
And  sages  sigh'd  and  lovers  ihonght ;. 
^~liere  schoolmen  conn'd  do  mwTiiTu 

Bat  all  was  form'd  to  soothe  or  ma 
To  moke  the  dnilest  love  10  lenni. 

To  make  Ibe  coldest  learn  tu  love. 

And  now  the  fairy  pathway  scem'd 

To  lead  us  through  eucbanled  groi 
Where  all  that  bard  bos  ever  inam't 

Uf  love  or  luxury  hloooi'd  around. 
Oh '.  'twas  a  bright,  bewild'ring  Keu 
Along  the  alley's  deep'niag  green 

ft  lamps,  that  hung  like  bnming  fli 
And  scented  and  illom'd  the  bowen, 
I'd,  as  lo  him,  who  darkling  riyn 
Amid  the  lone  Hercynian  grovei, 
Appear  those  countless  birds  of  iigh^ 
That  sparkle  in  Ibe  leaves  at  mght 
from  their  wings  diffusa  ■  nj 
Along  the  traveller's  weary  way.s 
'Twos  light  of  that  mysterious  kind, 

Throngb  which  the  soul  perchance 
When  it  bos  left  this  world  behind. 

And  gone  to  seek  its  heavenly  hoB 
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Oh !  bend  not  o*er  the  water's  brink. 
Give  not  the  wave  that  odorous  sigh. 

Nor  let  its  burning  mirror  drink 
The  soft  reflection  of  thine  eye. 

That  glossy  hair,  that  glowing  cheek, 
So  pictured  in  the  waters  seem. 

That  I  could  gladly  plunge  to  seek 
Thy  image  in  the  glassy  stream. 

Blest  &te !  at  once  my  chilly  grave 
And  nuptial  bed  that  stream  might  be ; 

I'll  wed  thee  in  its  mimic  wave, 
And  die  upon  the  shade  of  thee. 

Behold  the  leafy  mangrove,  bending 
O'er  the  waters  blue  and  bright, 

Like  Nea's  silky  lashes,  lending 
Shadow  to  her  eyes  of  light 

Oh,  my  belov'd  I  where'er  I  turn. 
Some  trace  of  thee  enchants  mine  eyes  ; 

In  every  star  thy  glances  bum  ; 
Thy  blush  on  every  flow'ret  lies. 

Nor  find  I  in  creation  aught 
Of  bright,  or  beautiful,  or  rare, 

Sweet  to  the  sense,  or  pure  to  thought. 
But  thou  art  found  reflected  there. 


THE 

SNOW  SPIRIT. 

,  ne'er  did  the  wave  in  its  element  steep 
Ln  island  of  lovelier  charms  ; 
tlooms  in  the  giant  embrace  of  the  deep, 
ake  Hebe  in  Hercules'  arms. 
i  blush  of  your  bowers  is  light  to  the  eye, 
Lnd  their  melody  balm  to  the  ear ; 
the  fiery  planet  of  day  is  too  nigh, 
Lnd  the  Snow  Spirit  never  comes  here. 

!  down  from  his  wing  is  as  white  as  the  pearl 

'hat  shines  through  thy  lips  when  they  part, 

1  it  falls  on  the  green  earth  as  melting,  my  girl, 

Ls  a  murmur  of  thine  on  the  heart 

!  fly  to  the  clime,  where  he  pillows  the  death, 

Ls  he  cradles  the  birth  of  the  year; 

^ht  are  your  bowers  and  balmy  their  breath, 

lut  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  come  here. 

rhe  leaaide  or  mangroTe  grape,  a  natire  of  the  West 

es. 

rhe  Agave.    This,  I  am  aware,  is  an  erroneous  notion. 


How  sweet  to  behold  him,  when  bom  on  the  j 

And  brightening  the  bosom  of  mom. 
He  flings,  like  {he  priest  of  Diana,  a  veil 

O'er  the  brow  of  each  virginal  thorn. 
Tet  think  not  the  veil  he  so  chillin^y  casts 

Is  the  veil  of  a  vestal  severe  ; 
No,  no,  thou  wilt  see,  what  a  moment  it  lasts, 

Should  the  Snow  Spirit  ever  come  here. 

But  fly  to  his  region — lay  open  thy  sone, 

And  hell  weep  all  his  brilliancy  dim. 
To  think  that  a  bosom,  as  white  as  his  own, 

Should  not  melt  in  the  daybeam  like  him. 
Oh  I  lovely  the  print  of  those  delicate  feet 

O'er  his  luminous  path  will  appear — 
Fly,  fly,  my  beloved  !  this  island  is  sweet. 

But  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  come  here. 


.— PmuMn 


EvTBvfo  )i  mmBm^tumu  4/fM.  mm  i,  n  fan 
Jam.  17.  lib.  U. 


I  STOLE  along  the  flowery  bank. 
While  many  a  bending  seagrape  >  drank 
The  sprinkle  of  the  feathery  oar 
That  wing'd  me  round  this  fiuiy  shore. 

'Twas  noon  ;  and  every  orange  bod 
Hung  languid  o'er  the  crystal  flood. 
Faint  as  the  lids  of  maiden's  eyes 
When  love-thoughts  in  her  bo8(»n  rise. 
Oh,  for  a  naiad's  sparry  bower. 
To  shade  me  in  that  glowing  hour! 

A  little  dove,  of  milky  hne, 
Before  me  from  a  plantain  flew. 
And,  light  along  the  water's  brim, 
I  steer'd  my  gentle  baik  by  him ; 
For  fimcy  told  me.  Love  had  sent 
This  gentle  bird  with  kind  intent 
To  lead  my  steps,  where  I  should  meet— 
I  knew  not  what,  but  something  sweet 

And — bless  the  little  pilot  dove! 
He  had  indeed  been  sent  by  Love, 
To  guide  me  to  a  scene  so  dear 
As  fate  allows  but  seldom  here  ; 
One  of  those  rare  and  brilliant  hoiiii^      , 
That,  like  the  aloe's  >  lingering  flowefS,  :; 
May  blossom  to  the  eye  of  man  J 

But  once  in  all  his  wearj  tpBn»  I 

but  it  ii  quite  true  enoogfa  for  poetry.    Plato,  I  ttdi 
a  poet  to  be  "  three  ranoret  fton  tntii ;  '* 
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Just  irliere  the  margin's  op^mng  shade 
A  Tista  from  tbe  waters  made. 
My  bifd  repot'd  his  sUver  plume 
Upon  a  rieh  banana*^  Uoom. 
Oh  Tision  bright  I  oh  qpiiit  hir  I 
What  spell,  what  magic  rais'd  her  there  ? 
Twas  Neal  shmiVring  cahn  and  mild. 
And  bloomy  as  the  dimpled  child. 
Whose  i^nrit  in  elysiam  keeps 
Its  plmyfbl  sabbath,  while  he  sleeps. 

The  broad  banana's  green  embrace 
Hnng  shadowy  xoond  each  tranquil  grace  ; 
One  little  beam  alime  coold  win 
The  leaves  to  let.it  wander  in. 
And,  stealing  orer  all  her  charms, 
From  lip  to  cheek,  from  neck  to  arms. 
New  lostre  to  each  beanty  lent, — 
fiself  all  treml^mg  as  it  went ! 

Dark  lay  her  eyelid's  jetty  fringe 
Upon  that  cheek  whose  roseate  tinge 
ICx'd  with  its  shade,  like  erening's  light 
Jnst  fonching  on  the  Terge  of  night 
Her  eyes,  though  thns  in  dumber  hid, 
Seem'd  growing  through  the  ivory  lid. 
And,  aa  I  though  a  lustre  threw 
Upon  her  lip*s  reflecting  dew, — 
Sadi  as  a  mg^lamp,  left  to  shine 
Alone  on  some  secluded  shrine, 
May  shed  upon  the  votive  wreath, 
Wl^ch  pious  hands  have  hung  beneath. 

Was  ever  vision  half  so  sweet  I 
Think,  think  how  quick  my  heart-pulse  beat, 
As  o*er  the  rustling  bank  I  stole  ; — 
Oh !  ye,  that  know  the  lover's  soul. 
It  is  for  you  alone  to  guess. 
That  moment's  trembling  happiness. 


T 


A  STUDY  FROM  THE  ANTIQUE. 

Bkhoxa,  my  love,  the  curious  gem 
Within  this  simple  ring  of  gold  ; 

T\m  hallow'd  by  the  touch  of  them 
Who  liv'd  in  classic  hours  of  old. 

Some  fiur  Athenian  girl,  perhaps. 
Upon  her  hand  this  gem  display'd. 


Uke  Am  lyinpl^ma  of  Capid  and  Piyche  at 
vUdi  the  potUIoD  of  Ptjrche'i  hand  ii  finely  and 
of  aJfcetkm.    See  the  Muieum  Floren- 


Nor  thought  that  time's  succeeding  U^we 
Should  see  it  grace  a  lovelier  maid. 

Look,  dearest,  what  a  sweet  design  I 
The  more  we  gaze,  it  charms  the  more ; 

Come — closer  bring  that  cheek  to  mine, 
And  trace  with  me  its  beauties  o'er. 

Thou  seest,  it  is  a  simple  youth 
By  some  enamour'd  nymph  embrac'd — 

Look,  as  she  leans,  and  say  in  sooth. 
Is  not  that  hand  most  fondly  plac'd? 

Upon  his  curled  head  behind 
It  seems  in  careless  play  to  lie,  i 

Tet  presses  gently,  half  inclin'd 
To  bring  the  truant's  lip  more  nigh. 

Oh  happy  maid  I  too  happy  boy  I 
The  one  so  fond  and  little  loath. 

The  other  yielding  slow  to  joy— 
Oh  rare,  indeed,  but  blissftil  both. 

Imagine,  love,  that  I  am  he. 
And  just  as  warm  as  he  is  chilling ; 

Imagine,  too,  that  thou  art  she. 
But  quite  as  coy  as  she  is  willing  : 

So  may  we  try  the  graceftil  way 
In  which  their  gentle  arms  are  twin'd. 

And  thus,  like  her,  my  hand  I  lay 
Upon  thy  wreathed  locks  behind: 

And  thus  I  feel  thee  breathing  sweet. 
As  slow  to  mine  thy  head  I  move  ; 

And  thus  our  lips  together  meet. 
And  thus, — and  thus, — I  kiss  thee,  love. 


AaiBTOT.  Rhetor,  lib.  ill.  cap.  4. 

There's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine. 

My  soul  hath  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  bast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  giv'n  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine 

Which  I  remember  not 

There  never  yet  a  murmur  fell 

From  that  beguiling  tongue. 
Which  did  not,  with  a  ling'ring  spell, 
Upon  my  charmed  senses  dwell, 

Like  songs  from  Eden  sung. 


ttnum,  torn.  ii.  tab.  43,  44.  There  are  few  gubject*  on  which 
poetry  could  be  more  Interestingly  employed  than  in  iUuttrat- 
ing  some  of  these  ancient  itatues  and  gems. 


Ah  i  that  I  could,  M  once,  forget 

Ail,  all  ihal  bannts  me  to — 
And  yel,  Ihoa  witching  girl,  —  and  yel. 
To  die  were  sweeter  (hnn  to  let 
The  lov'd  remembrance  go. 

Nn  I  if  thii  s1i)chl«l  heart  miut  K« 

Its  Taithrul  pulae  duciy, 
Oh  lei  il  die,  rememb'ring  thee, 
Aad,  like  the  burnt  aromi.  be 

C-oaBum'd  in  Ewect«  airij. 


JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 


"  Thk  duflight  is  gone — bat.  before  ve  depsrl, 
"  Our  cup  ahull  go  ronnd  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
"  The  kindest,  the  dcnreW — oh  I  jndge  by  the  tear 
"  I  DOW  shed  while  I  mime  hiln,  how  kind  atid  how 


'Twm  thus  in  the  shade  of  the  Calabasli-Tree, 
With  D  few,  who  could  feel  and  remeiuber  like  mc. 
The  charm  that,  I«  sweeten  my  goblet,  I  threw 
Was  a  sigh  to  the  putt  and  a  blessing  on  you. 


Oh  I  lay,  it  il  thai,  in  the  mirth-bringisg  hour, 
^^'ben   friends   are  asaenibled,  when  sit.  in  l«li 

Shooti  forth  trma  the  lip,  imder  Baechnt'i  dew. 
In  blossoms  of  (hongbl  erer  springing  and  new — 
Do  you  Kometiiaes  remember,  and  hallow  the  brim 
Of  your  cup  with  a  sigh,  us  yoo  crown  it  to  hnn 
Who  is  lonely  and  sad  iu  these  valleys  to  Isii. 
And  would  pine  b  elysiuin,  if  (rieods  woe  not 

Last  night,  when  we  came  fiwii  the  Cakluh. 
Tree, 

When  my  limbswereatreatandmy  spirit  was  ftw. 
The  glow  of  thv  grape  and  the  dminE  of  the  dsy 
Set  the  magical  springs  of  my  fancy  in  play, 
id  oh.  —  such  a  vision  has  haunted  me  tbeu 
tould  slumber  for  ages  to  witness  again. 
The  many  I  like  and  the  few  I  ndore, 
The  friends  who  were  dear  and  beloved  before, 
Il  never  till  now  so  beloved  and  dear, 
.  the  call  of  my  fancy,  surrounded  me  here ; 
id  BOOH,  —  oh.  at  once,  did  the  light  of  their  sniilei 
To  a  paradise  brigblen  Ibis  region  of  isles  i 
More  lucid  the  wave,  as  tbey  look'd  on  it,  flow'd. 
And  brighter  the  rose,  as  they  gather'd  it,  glow'd. 
Not  the  valleys  Heirean  (though  waler'd  by  rills 
Of  the  pearliest  flow,  from  those  pastoral  hiUi.< 
Where  the  Song  of  the  Shepherd,  primeval  and  wild. 
Was  taught  to  the  nympbsby  their  mystical  child.) 
Could  boost  such  a  lustre  o'er  land  and  o'er  wave 
Ai  the  magic  of  lore  to  this  paradise  gave. 


itluid  iDme  f  etn 


Ti>  wing  'M  way  iuigiiid«l  and  alotur, 
The  IHituri^  tmlling  and  the  past  unkuovn  -, 
Tbi-n  urdenl  m&Q  would  lo  himself  be  acw, 
Gnrtli  al  hit  fc»t  and  heaven  'AJtliin  bis  Tii'w  : 
Well  luighl  llie  novice  hope,  the  sungnine  scheme 
Of  full  perfection  prompt  his  daring  dreont, 
Ere  cold  eiperienre,  with  her  reteran  lore, 
Could  teU  him,  foob  had  dreaml  aa  much  before. 
B^^  iraciog  aa  we  do,  through  age  and  clime. 
The  plana  of  virtue  midst  the  deeds  of  crime, 
The  tbinking  follies  and  the  reasoning  rage 
Of  man,  at  once  the  idiot  and  the  sage ; 
When  Btill  we  see.  lhroai;h  everj  varjing  frame 
Of  art!  and  polil;,  his  courte  the  aame. 
And  know  that  ancient  fooli  but  died,  to  male e 
A  ipace  on  earth  for  modem  fools  in  take  i 
Tia  alrange,  how  quickly  tie  the  pail  forget ; 
TluU  Wisdum's  self  should  not  be  tutor'd  yet, 
Nor  tire  of  watching  for  the  monstrous  birth 
Of  pure  perfection  midat  the  bods  of  earth  ! 

Oh!  nothing  but  that  Eoul  which  God  lias  given. 
Could  lead  us  thus  lo  look  on  earth  ibr  heaven  i 
U'er  dn»8  without  to  shed  the  light  within, 
And  dream  of  virtue  while  we  toe  but  sin. 

Even  here,  beside  the  proud  Polowinae's  stream, 
Might  sages  still  pursue  the  flatfring  theme 
or  days  lo  come,  when  man  shall  conquiir  fate, 
Rile  o'er  the  level  of  his  mortal  atate. 
Iklic  the  mDnumenls  of  fmilty  past. 
And  plant  perfection  in  this  world  at  last  1 
"  Here,"  might  tbej  say,  "  shall  power's  divided 

reign 
"  Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
*•  Here  godlike  liberty's  herculean  yoath, 
"  Cradled  in  peace,  and  uurtnr'd  up  by  irnlh 
"  To  full  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
■'  Shall  crush  the  gionls  that  bestride  nuuikiud. ' 
••  Here  shall  religion's  pure  and  balmy  draught 
■■  In  fonn  no  mors  from  cups  of  itate  he  quaffd, 
"  But  flow  for  til.  througli  nation,  rank,  and  sect, 
"  Free  as  that  heaven  its  tranqnil  waves  reflecL 
'■  Around  the  columns  of  the  public  shrine 
"  Shall  growing  arts  their  gradual  wreath  intwine, 
■■  Nor  breathe  corruption  from  theflow'ringbniid, 
■■  Nor  mine  that  fhbrie  which  they  bloom  to  shade. 


1 


No  longer  here  shall  jnnice  bound  her  virt 
"  Or  wrong  the  many,  while  she  rights  the  trnr  f 

"    ,  take  her  range  through  all  the  social  frame, 
"  Pore  and  pervading  as  thai  vital  flame 

Which  warms  at  once  our  best  and  meant 

And  thrills  a  hair  while  It  expands  a  heart  1^ 

Oh  golden  dream  1  what  soul  that  )i 
The  bright  disk  rather  than  the  dark 
That  owns  the  good,  while  smarling  with  the 
And  loves  the  world  with  all  ils  frailly  still,— 
What  ardent  bosom  does  not  spring  to  meet 
The  generona  hope,  with  all  that  heavenly  heal, 
Which  makes  the  aoul  unwilling  to  resign 
The  thoughts  of  growing,  even  on  ewth,  dirinc 
Yes.  dearest  friend,  I  >ee  thee  glow  to  think 
The  chain  of  ages  yet  may  boast  a  link 
Of  purer  icitare  than  the  world  has  known. 
And  fit  lo  bind  us  to  a  Godhead's  ihrone. 


ut.  is  it  thus  ?  doth  even  the  glorious 

-ow  from  tTQth  that  dim,  i 
Which  tempts  us  still  to  give  sucb  fimcies 
As  shock  not  reason,  while  they  nourish 


D.  beliei 
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While  yet  upon  Columbia's  ri 
The  showy  smile  of  young  preanmplioD  ptaji. 
Her  bloom  is  poison'd  and  her  heart  decays. 
Even  now,  in  dawn  of  life,  her  sickly  breath 
Bums  with  the  taint  of  empires  near  their  death ; 
And,  like  the  nymphs  of  her  own  with'ring  elime, 
She's  old  in  yoath,  she's  blasted  in 

Already  has  the  child  of  Gallufs  schotd 
The  foul  Philosophy  that  sins  by  rule, 
With  all  her  train  of  reasoning,  damn! 
Begot  by  brilliant  heads  on  worthless 
Like  things  ibut  qnickeo  after  Nilus'  flood, 
The  venom'd  birth  of  sunshine  and  of  mud. — 
A  Iready  has  she  pour'd  her  poison  here 
O'er  every  charm  that  mokes  existence  dear : 
Already  blighted,  with  her  black'ning  trace. 
The  op'ning  bloom  of  every  socisl  gtaci;, 
And  all  those  courtesies,  that  lure  to  shoot 
Round  virtne's  stum,  the  flow'rets  of  her  ttwii. 

And  were  these  errors  but  the  wanton  tide 
Of  young  luiurianoe  or  unchuslen'd  piide  i 


a,       ' 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


1  him,  with  flattery  welcome  and  dear, 
fouid  in  his  heart  something  hetter 
tame, 

man — oh  woman!  whose  form  and 

i  sool 

tell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we  pur- 

m*d  in  the  tropics  or  chill'd  at  the 

be  there,  there  is  happiness  too : — 

her  enamouring  magic  deny, — 
c  his  heart  had  relinquish'd  so  long, — 
t  had  loy*d  was  her  eloquent  eye, 
.  did  it  soften  and  weep  at  his  song. 

the  tear,  and  in  memory  oft 
urkle  be  shed  o'er  the  wand'rer's  dream ; 
be  that  eye,  and  may  passion  as  soft, 
sm  a  pang,  ever  mellow  its  beam ! 

r  is  gone — bat  he  will  not  forget, 
lome  he  shall  talk  of  the  toils  he  has 

a  sigh,  what  endearments  he  met, 
r'dby  the  wave  of  the  Schnylkill  alone. 


LINES 

WmTTBH  AT 

>R  FALLS  OF  THE  MOHAWK  RIVEB.  ^ 

•re  in  loco  ore  i*  udia  *1  limbombo 

acqua  — .  Dante. 

se  of  mom  till  set  of  son 
1  the  mighty  Mohawk  run ; 
I  mark'd  the  woods  of  pine 
is  mirror  darkly  shine, 
I  and  gloomy  forms  that  pass 
he  wizard's  midnight  glass ; 
[  view'd  the  hurrying  pace 
lich  he  ran  his  turbid  race, 


dreary  and  tarage  character  in  the  country 
Nit  these  Falli,  which  U  much  more  in  har- 
vildneu  <tf  inch  a  acene  than  the  cultivated 
Shbourhood  of  Niagara.  See  the  drawing  of 
eld*i  tnck.  According  to  him,  the  perpen- 
f  the  Cohoa  Fan  is  fifty  feet ;  but  the  Marquia 
lakes  it  lerenty-aiz. 
bow,  which  is  oootinuaUy  forming  and  dis* 


Rushing,  alike  nntir'd  and  wild. 

Through  shades  that  fh>wn*d  and  flowers  that 

smil'd. 
Flying  by  every  green  recess 
That  woo'd  him  to  its  calm  caress. 
Yet,  sometimes  turning  with  the  wind. 
As  if  to  leave  one  look  behind,  <^ 
Oft  have  I  thought,  and  thinking  sigh'd. 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide, 
May  be  the  lot,  the  life  of  him 
Who  roams  along  thy  water's  brim ; 
Through  what  alternate  wastes  of  woe 
And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go  ; 
How  many  a  shelter'd,  calm  retreat 
May  woo  the  while  my  weary  feet. 
While  stiU  pursuing,  still  nnblest, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  to  rest ; 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destin'd  £b11s, 
I  feel  the  world's  bewild'ring  force 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done. 
And  the  spent  current  cease  to  nm. 

Chie  only  prayer  I  dare  to  make. 
As  onward  thus  my  course  I  take  ;— 
Oh,  be  my  fidls  as  bright  as  thine! 
May  heaven's  relenting  rainbow  shine 
Upon  the  mist  that  circles  me, 
As  soft  as  now  it  hangs  o'er  thee ! 


SONG 

OP 

THE  EVIL  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WOODS.* 

Qua  via  difflcUis,  quaque  est  ria  nulla. 

Ovid.  Metam.  lib.  UL  v.  tST. 

Now  the  vapour,  hot  and  damp. 
Shed  by  day's  expiring  lamp, 
Through  the  misty  ether  spreads 
Every  ill  the  white  man  dreads ; 
Fiery  fever's  thirsty  thrilL 
Fitful  ague's  shivering  chill ! 


solring,  as  the  sprey  rises  into  the  light  of  the  aoB,  Is 
the  most  interesting  beauty  which  these  wuiMki-iUl 
exhibit. 

*  The  idea  of  this  poem  occurred  to  me  in , 
the  very  dreary  wilderness  between  BataTla,  a 
in  the  midst  of  the  woods,  and  the  little  Tillag»  ef 
upon  Lake  Erie.    This  is  the  roost  fhtigntag  part  •f 
route,  in  travelling  through  the  Genesee  comitiy  to 
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Hark  1 1  hear  the  traveller's  song, 
As  he  winds  the  woods  along  ; — 
Christian,  'ds  the  song  of  fear  ; 
Wolves  are  roond  thee,  night  is  near, 
And  the  wild  thoa  dar'st  to  roam- 
Think,  twas  ODce  the  Indian's  home  1 1 

Hither,  sprites,  who  love  to  harm, 
Wheresoe'er  yon  work  your  charm. 
By  the  creeks,  or  by  the  brakes. 
Where  the  pale  witch  feeds  her  snakes, 
And  the  cayman  ^  lores  to  creep. 
Torpid,  to  his  wintry  sleep  : 
Where  the  bird  of  carrion  flits. 
And  the  shuddering  murderer  sits,' 
Lone  beneath  a  roof  of  blood ; 
While  upon  his  poison'd  food. 
From  the  corpse  of  him  he  slew 
Drops  the  chill  and  gory  dew. 

Hither  bend  ye,  turn  ye  hither. 
Eyes  that  blast  and  wings  that  wither ! 
Cross  the  wand'ring  Christian's  way. 
Lead  him,  ere  the  glimpse  of  day. 
Many  a  mile  of  mad'ning  error. 
Through  the  maze  of  night  and  terror. 
Till  the  mom  behold  him  lying 
On  the  damp  earth,  pale  and  dying. 
Mock  him,  when  his  eager  sight 
Seeks  the  cordial  cottage-light ; 
Gleam  then,  like  the  lightning-bug, 
Tempt  him  to  the  den  that's  dag 
For  the  foul  and  famish'd  brood 
Of  the  she-wolf,  gaunt  for  blood  ; 
Or,  unto  the  dangerous  pass 
O'er  the  deep  and  dark  morass, 
Where  the  trembling  Indian  brings 
Belts  of  porcelain,  pipes,  and  rings. 
Tributes,  to  be  hung  in  air, 
To  the  Fiend  presiding  there !  ^ 

Then,  when  night's  long  labour  past, 
Wilder'd,  faint,  he  falls  at  last. 


>  **  The  F1?e  Confederated  Nationi  (of  Indians)  were 
tUed  along  the  banks  of  the  Susquehannah  and  the  adjacent 
mntrj,  until  the  year  1779,  when  General  Sullivan,  with  an 
vj  of  4000  men,  drore  them  from  their  country  to  Niagara, 
here,  being  obliged  to  live  on  salted  provisions,  to  which 
ley  were  onaceustomed,  great  numbers  of  them  died.  Two 
nndrcd  of  them,  it  is  said,  were  buried  in  one  grave,  where 
icy  had  encamped."  —  Morse^i  Amrrican  Geography. 

*  The  alligator,  who  is  supposed  to  lie  in  a  torpid  state  all 
w  winter,  in  the  bank  of  some  creek  or  pond,  having  pre- 
boaly  swallowed  a  large  number  of  pine-knots,  which  are 
Is  only  sustenance  during  the  time. 

*  This  was  the  mode  of  punishment  for  murder  (as  (^arle- 
ofz  tdli  OS)  among  tha  Borons.   "  They  laid  the  dead  body 


Sinking  where  the  causeway's  edge 
Moulders  in  the  slimy  sedge. 
There  let  every  noxious  thing 
Trail  its  filth  and  fix  its  sting ; 
Let  the  bull-toad  taint  him  over. 
Round  him  let  mosquitoes  hover. 
In  his  ears  and  eyeballs  tingling. 
With  his  blood  their  poison  mingling. 
Till,  beneath  the  solar  fires. 
Rankling  all,  the  wretch  expires  I 


TO 

THE  HONOURABLE  W.  R.  SPENCER. 

FBOH  BUFFALO,   UPON  LAKE  EBIB. 

Nee  renlt  ad  doros  musa  vocata  Getas. 

Ovid,  e*  Fomto,  lib.  1.  ep.  5. 

Thou  oft  hast  told  me  of  the  happy  hours 
Enjoy'd  by  thee  in  fiedr  Italia's  bowers. 
Where,  ling'ring  yet,  the  ghost  of  ancient  wit 
Midst  modem  monks  profimely  dares  to  flit. 
And  pagan  spirits,  by  the  pope  unlaid. 
Haunt  every  stream  and  sing  through  every  shade. 
There  still  the  bard  who  (if  his  numbers  be 
Histongue^s  light  echo)  must  have  talk'd  like  thee, — 
The  courtly  bard,  from  whom  thy  mind  has  caught 
Those  playful,  simshine  holidays  of  thought. 
In  which  the  spirit  baskingly  reclines, 
Bright  without  effort,  resting  while  it  shines,- 
There  still  he  roves,  and  laughing  loves  to  see 
How  modem  priests  with  ancient  rakes  agree  ; 
How,  'neath  the  cowl,  the  festal  garland  shines, 
And  Love  still  finds  a  niche  in  Christian  shrines. 

There  still,  too,  roam  those  other  souls  of  song, 
With  whom  thy  spirit  hath  commun'd  so  long. 
That,  quick  as  light,  their  rarest  gems  of  thought. 
By  Memory's  magic  to  thy  lip  are  brought 


upon  poles  at  the  top  of  a  cabin,  and  the  murderer  was  obliged 
to  remain  several  days  together,  and  to  receive  all  that  dropped 
from  the  carcass,  not  only  on  himself  but  on  his  food." 

*  "  We  find  also  collars  of  porcelain,  tobacco,  ears  of  maiie, 
skins,  Ac.  by  the  side  of  diflBcult  and  dangerous  ways,  on 
rocks,  or  by  the  side  of  the  falls ;  and  these  are  so  many  of- 
ferings made  to  the  spirits  which  preside  in  these  places."  — 
See  CharUvoix's  Letter  on  the  Tradition*  and  the  Religion  qf 
the  Savages  qf  Canada. 

Father  Hennepin  too  mentions  this  ceremony ;  he  also  says, 
"  We  took  notice  of  one  barbarian,  who  made  a  kind  of 
sacrifice  upon  an  oak  at  the  Cascade  of  St.  Antony  of  Padua, 
upon  the  river  Mississippi."— See  Hennepin'*  Voyage  into 
North  America. 
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Bat  here,  alu  1  by  Erie's  storm)'  lake. 
Aa,  (to  fnnn  lach  bright  haunu  mj  course  1  take, 
Ko  pnnul  remembtaDce  o'er  thu  liiiii:f  pluj'E. 
No  cbutic  dresin,  no  KUr  of  olber  days 
Bnlh  left  thai  Tiaiannry  light  behind. 
That  ling'riQg  radiaace  of  iuunort^  miivl, 
Which  gilds  and  hallowB  even  the  mdvst  iccDe, 
The  biunblett  shed,  where  genius  once  his  hevn  ! 

All  that  creation's  Tarying  masK  osiuniei 
or  grand  or  lovelj.  here  aspires  und  hlooois  ; 
Said  rise  the  mountains,  rich  the  eardens  glow. 
Bright  lakes  expand,  and  conquering'  rivers  flow; 
But  mind,  immortal  mind,  without  whose  ray, 
This  world's  a  wilderness  and  man  but  clay. 
Mind,  mind  alone,  m  buren,  still  repose, 
Nor  blooms,  nor  rises,  nor  expands,  nor  flows. 
Take  Chriitiani,  Mohawks,  democrats,  and  all 
From  ibc  mde  wig-wam  lo  the  congress-hall. 
From  man  the  ssrage,  whether  alav'd  or  free, 
To  man  the  civiliz'd,  less  lame  than  he, — 
'Tis  one  dull  chaos,  one  onff  rtile  strife 
Betwixt  bslf-polish'd  and  half  barbarotu  life; 
Where  every  ill  the  ancient  world  could  brew 
Ii  mix'd  with  every  grossness  of  the  new; 
Where  all  corrupts,  though  little  can  entice, 
And  nought  is  known  of  luxury,  but  its  vice  1 

I>  this  the  region  then,  is  this  the  clime 
For  soaring  fancies?  for  those  dreams  sublime, 
Which  all  their  miracles  of  light  reTeal 
To  beads  that  meditate  and  hearts  that  feel? 
Alas  1  not  so— the  Muse  of  Nature  lights 
Her  glories  ronnd  -,  she  scales  the  mountain  heights. 
And  roams  the  forests  -,  every  wondroos  spot 
Bums  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  not 
She  whispers  round,  her  words  are  in  the  air. 
But  lost,  unheard,  they  linger  freesing  Ihere,^ 
Witbont  one  breath  of  soul,  divinely  strong, 
One  ray  of  mind  to  thaw  them  into  song. 

Tet,  yet  fcrgive  me,  oh  ye  sacred  few, 
Whom  Ute  by  Delaware's  green  bonks  I  knew : 
Whom,  known  and  lov'd  through  many  a  social  eve, 
'Twos  bliss  to  lire  with,  and  'twas  pun  to  leave. ' 


A  ene«T  tbfl  UtttllBlppl  Uka  s  eanqueror.  throDfti  til 


with  more  joy  the  lonely  exile  scuin'd 
The  writing  trac'd  upon  the  desert's  sand. 
Where  his  lone  heart  hat  little  hop'd  to  find 
One  trace  of  life,  one  stamp  of  human  kind. 
Than  did  I  hail  the  part,  th'  enlighten'd  xcat. 
The  strength  to  reason  and  the  warmth  to  feel. 
The  nuinly  polish  and  the  illumin'd  taste. 
Which,  —  'mid  the  nielancholy,  hi^rtleai  waste 
My  foot  has  tmvers'd,  —  oh  you  sacred  few  I 
I  found  by  Delaware's  green  banks  with  you. 

Long  may  you  loathe  the  Gallic  drocx  thai  runt 
Through  your  fair  country  and  corrupts  its  sous : 
Long  love  the  arts,  the  glories  which  adorn 
Those  fields  offrtedom.whereyoarBitvs  were  bom. 
Oh  I  if  America  can  yet  be  great, 

either  chain 'd  by  choice,  nor  doom'd  by  ftUt 
To  the  mob-mania  which  imbrutet  ber  now. 
She  yet  can  raise  the  rrawn'd,  yet  civic  brow 

ingle  majesty, — can  aild  the  grace 

Of  Rank's  rich  apUl  to  Freedom's  base, 

Nor  fear  the  mighty  shaft  will  feebler  prove 

r  the  fair  ornament  that  flowers  above ; — 
If  yet  releas'd  fVom  all  that  pedant  throng, 
tin  of  error  and  so  pledg'd  to  wrung. 
Who  hourly  teach  her,  like  themselves,  to  luds 
Weakness  in  vaunt  and  barrenness  ui  pride. 
She  yet  catt^ise,  can  wreathe  the  Atlic  ehsnns 
Of  soft  refinement  round  the  pomp  of  arms. 

see  her  poets  flJab  the  fires  of  song. 
To  light  her  warriors'  thuDderbolts  along  ; — 

to  you,  lo  souls  that  (hvooring  heaven 
Has  made  like  yours,  the  glorious  task  is  givrn:— 
Oh  I  hut  for  nek,  Columbia's  dsj-s  were  dont  i 
Rank  without  ripeness,  qnicken'd  witliout  sun. 
Crude  at  the  snrrnce,  rotten  at  the  corp, 
Her  fruits  would  fall,  befbre  hw  spring  were  o'er. 

Believe  me,  Spencer,  while  I  wing'd  the  bonis 
Where  Schuylkill  wmds  his  way  through  banks  o" 

flowers. 
Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  f(«. 

arm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew 
That  my  eluirm'd  soul  forgot  its  wish  lo  nxun. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  of  hoiD«. 

dfllpbla.  J  pKbKd  tbB  tew  sttrprstile  iPDin0nti  vhich  mi  t^i 

Chiiusli  Iht  SUI«  illbrdAl  nw,    Nr.  Dcnoi 

In  diniilnt  Ibrnnili  tbli  cultlrUnl  unl?  r .-. 
good  Uleriturr  jind>DiindpDtlMci,«liLcti  li.  ' 

couDITTUHD.  Thtf  wLlliMt.  I  truat.  Bcru> 


tfa  itlilcli  thej  lUtj  It ;  ait4  tn 


>  Id  Iht  wdK)  of  Mr,  l>(iinl(  uiil  1>U  ft 
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of  this  green  xsk !  hear  uar  pnjtn, 
znni  Of  cool  hcarens  and  &Toarmg  m1t%. 
.  breeiesi,  blov,  the  stream  nms  fiut. 
Ib^ids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  pasL 


TO  THX 


.ADY  CHARLOTTE  RAWDON. 


rmoii  m  bawks  or  tbi  rr.  law 


iny  months  hare  now  been  dream'd  away 
Mider  son,  beneath  whose  erening  ny 
a  glides  swiftly  past  these  wooded  shores, 

where  Trent  his  maxy  current  poors, 
nington's  old  oaks,  to  every  breeze, 
r  the  tale  of  by-gone  centuries ; — 
aks,  to  me  as  sacred  as  the  grores, 
.  whose  shade  the  pions  Penian  roves, 
ITS  the  spirit-voice  of  sire,  or  chiefs 
1  mistress,  sigh  in  every  lead  i 
yfi,  dear  Lady,  while  thy  lip  hath  song 
I  nnpolish'd  lays,  how  prood  I've  hong 
y  tuneful  accent!  proud  to  feel 
tes  like  mine  should  have  the  fiite  to  steal, 
thy  hallowiDg  lip  they  sigh*d  along, 
rrath  of  jiah^ion  and  such  soul  of  song. 

have  won4er*d,  like  some  peasant  boy 
ig«,  on  Sahbatb-eve,  his  strains  of  joy, 
i'.n  he  hfars  the  wild,  untutored  note 
his  ear  on  8f>Aening  echoes  float, 

it  still  hftme  answering  spirit's  tone, 
nks  it  all  Ujtf  sweet  to  be  his  own ! 

lint  ikH  thfn  that,  e*cr  the  rolling  year 

d  it*  rrirchr,  f  should  wander  here 

itr  a«e;  should  trearl  this  wondrous  world, 

is  hUtro.  of  inland  waters  hurKd 

ast  volume  down  Niagara*s  steep, 

iMrhold  them,  in  transparent  sleep, 

nAo  n«l  per  rottiimf?  di  averi;  in  lenenzloae  gli 
ttill  H  antlrlit,  i|uul  <-he  %\ano  tprito  ricetUccoli  dl 
ti'."^tMro  drlia  Volte,  part.  Mcond.,  letters  16 
lit  «li  .H«-l ru. 

fjr,  In  lilt  TravcU,  liai  iioclrml  tiili  fthouting  illii- 
iriiW-.h  |i«frp<ilMM  A\ttu%K  at  night  through  the  river 
nrr.— Vol.1,  p. 'Mi. 
U«i-inak«i  li  brittle  ami  transparent. 
di^artM  Mplrlt  goi*s  Into  the  ('(juntrj  of  Souli, 
'ording  t«i  •'!»!«.  It  !■  tramrormed  Into  a  doTe."  — 
r,  uptm  iMr  TradHiant  and  the  lieligion  itftke  Savage* 
.    Hmtt  the  nirluui  fkble  of  the  American  Orpheus 
.  totn.i.  p.  403. 
•  mountalua  appeared  to  be  iprinkled  with  white 


Where  the  bhie  kins  of  old  Tofodo  shed 
Their  evening  shadows  o'er  Ouario^s  bed ; 
Should  tnce  the  grand  Cadanqni,  and  glide 
Down  the  while  rapids  of  hit  lordl j  tido 
Through  oiasy  wooda,  mid  iilcCi  flowering  finr, 
And  biooHiing  ^bdca,  where  the  fint  aiidU  pair 
For  coosolatioii  night  haTs  weeping  trod. 
When  banish'd  from  the  garden  of  thor  God. 
Oh.  L^y !  these  are  mindei,  which  man, 
Cag'd  in  the  boonds  of  Earope  s  pigmy  ipaa, 
Can  scarcely  dream  oC — which  hii  eye  nrart  le 
To  know  how  wondeiftal  this  worid  can  he! 


But  Iol— the  hst  tintt  of  the  wert  dedine. 
And  night  fidls  dewy  o*cr  these  hanka  of  pine. 
Among  the  feeds,  in  whidi  our  idle  boat 
b  rock'd  to  rest,  the  wind's  ^''fflpphining  note 
Dies  like  a  half-breath'd  whispering  of  Antes ; 
Along  the  wave  the  gleaming  porpoise  shoots, 
And  I  can  tnce  him.  like  a  watery  star,* 
Down  the  steep  current,  till  he  ihdcs  a&r 
Amid  the  foaming  brcaken*  sihrery  light. 
Where  yon  roogh  rapids  ^arUethroogh  the  ajglu 
Here,  as  along  this  shadowy  bank  I  stray, 
And  the  smooch  glass-snake  ^  gliding  o*er  my  war. 
Shows  the  ^m  moonlight  throogh  his  aealy  farm, 
Fancv,  with  all  the  scene's  enchantment  warm. 
Hears  in  the  murmur  of  the  niglitlj  hneae 
Some  Indian  Spirit  warble  wofds  like  theK  :— 

From  the  land  beyond  the  sea, 
Whither  happy  spirits  flee ; 
Where,  transform'd  to  sacred  doTei»* 
Manv  a  blessed  Indian  roves 
Through  the  air  on  wing,  as  while 
As  those  wondrous  stones  of  light,* 
Which  the  eye  of  morning  eoonta 
On  the  Apallachian  mounia,  — 
Hither  oft  my  flight  I  take 
Over  Huron's  lucid  lake. 
Where  the  wave,  as  clear  as  dew. 
Sleeps  beneath  the  light  canoe. 
Which,  reflected,  floating  there. 
Looks  as  if  it  hung  in  air.^ 

stones,  which  glistened  in  the  sun,  aod  wen  caUti  bf  tti 

Indians  manetoe  asenlah,  or 

Jourmai. 

*  These  lines  were  suggested  by 
of  the  American  lakes.  "  When  it  waa  calaa,' 
the  sun  shone  bright.  I  could  sit  In  mj 
was  upwards  of  six  fathoms,  and  pUlnlj 
at  the  bottom,  of  different  sh^ies,  knim 
if  they  had  been  hewn ;  the  water  was  at  tUa  tbwi 
transparent  as  air,  and  my  canoe  seemed  Bs  If  It 
in  that  element   It  was  imposaible  to  look 
this  limpid  medium,  at  the  nxte  below,  wIclMMit 
fore  many  minutes  were  eUpaed,  your  hend 
eyea  no  longer  able  to  behold  the  '*f  rihif 
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Then,  when  I  hsve  stray'd  a  while 
Through  the  llanataulin  isle,  < 
Breathing  all  its  holy  hloom. 
Swift  I  mount  me  on  the  plume 
Of  my  Wakon-Bird«,  and  fly 
Where,  beneath  a  homing  sky, 
0*cr  the  bed  of  Erie's  hike 
Slombers  many  a  water-snake, 
Wrapt  within  the  web  of  leaves, 
Which  the  water-lily  weaves.' 
Next  I  chase  the  floVret-king 
Thrcmgh  hu  rosy  realm  of  spring ; 
See  him  now,  while  diamond  hues 
Soft  his  neck  and  wings  suffuse. 
In  the  leafy  chalice  sink, 
Thirsting  for  his  balmy  drink  ; 
Now  behold  him  all  on  fire, 
Lorely  in  his  looks  of  ire, 
Breaking  erery  iD&nt  stem, 
Scattering  every  yeWet  gem. 
Where  his  little  tyrant  lip 
Had  not  found  enough  to  sip. 

Then  my  playful  hand  I  steep 
Where  the  gold-thread^ loves  to  creep, 
Cull  fttxm  thence  a  tangled  wreath, 
Words  of  magic  round  it  breathe. 
And  the  sunny  chaplet  spread 
O'er  the  sleeping  fly-bird's  head,* 
Till,  with  dreams  of  honey  blest, 
Haunted,  in  his  downy  nest. 
By  the  garden's  fairest  spells, 
Dewy  bods  and  fragrant  bells, 
Fancy  all  his  soul  embowers 
In  the  fly-bird's  heaven  of  flowers. 

Oft,  when  hoar  and  silvery  flakes 
Melt  along  the  ruffled  lakes. 
When  the  gray  moose  sheds  his  horns, 
When  the  track,  at  evening,  warns 


'  Apris  aToIr  trsTen^  plufieun  isles  peu  considerables, 
oas  en  trotrrimes  le  quatridme  jour  une  fameuse  nommoe 
Isle  de  Mankoualin.—  Vojfaget  du  Baron  de  LuMontan, 
no.  i.  let.  15.  ManaUuIln  signifies  a  Place  of  Spirits,  and 
lis  island  in  Lake  Huron  is  held  sacred  by  the  Indians. 
'  **  The  Wakon-Bird,  which  probably  is  of  the  same 
wdc«  with  the  Bird  of  Paradise,  receives  its  name  from  the 
iaM  tbe  Indians  have  of  its  superior  excellence ;  the  Wakon- 
M  being,  in  Uieir  knguage,  the  Bird  of  the  Great  Spirit." 


'  The  islands  of  Lake  Erie  are  surrounded  to  a  conslder- 
lla  dhtaiice  by  the  large  pond-lily,  whose  leaves  spread 
itUf  orer  the  surface  of  the  lake,  and  form  a  kind  of  bed 
r  tiM  vaier.4nakes  in  suiKner. 

*  **  Tba  gold  thread  is  of  the  vine  kfaid,  and  grows  in 
nape.  Tlie  roots  spread  themselves  Just  under  the  surface 
'  Iha  ■wrasses,  and  are  easily  drawn  out  by  handfuls.  They 
a  large  entangled  skein  of  silk,  and  are  of  a  bright 
."— Jforsr. 


Weary  hunters  of  the  way 
To  the  wig-wam's  cheering  ray. 
Then,  aloft  through  freezing  air. 
With  the  snow-bird* soft  and  fair 
As  the  fleece  that  heaven  flings 
O'er  his  little  pearly  wings. 
Light  above  the  rocks  I  play, 
Where  Niagara's  starry  spray. 
Frozen  on  the  clifi^  appears 
Like  a  giant's  starting  tears. 
There,  amid  the  island-sedge. 
Just  upon  the  cataract's  edge. 
Where  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  trod  since  time  began. 
Lone  I  sit,  at  close  of  day, 
While,  beneath  the  golden  ray, 
Icy  columns  gleam  below, 
Feather'd  round  with  falling  snow. 
And  an  arch  of  glory  springs. 
Sparkling  as  the  chain  of  rings 
Round  the  neck  of  virgins  hung, — 
Virgins?,  who  have  wander'd  young 
O'er  the  waters  of  the  west 
To  the  land  where  spirits  rest ! 

Thus  have  I  charm'd,  with  visionary  lay, 
The  lonely  moments  of  the  night  away; 
And  now,  fresh  daylight  o'er  the  water  beams! 
Once  more  embark'd  upon  the  glitt'ring  streams, 
Our  boat  flies  light  along  the  leafy  shore, 
Shooting  the  falls,  without  a  dip  of  oar 
Or  breath  of  zephyr,  like  the  mystic  bark 
The  poet  saw,  in  dreams  divinely  dark, 
Borne,  without  sails,  along  the  dusky  flood,® 
While  on  its  deck  a  pilot  angel  stood, 
And,  with  his  wings  of  living  light  unfurl'd. 
Coasted  the  dim  shores  of  another  world  I 

Yet,  oh !  believe  me,  mid  this  mingled  maze 
Of  nature's  beauties,  where  the  fancy  strays 

^  **  L'oiseau  mouche,  gros  comme  un  hanneton,  est  de 
toutes  couleurs,  vives  et  changeantrs :  il  tire  sa  subsistence 
des  fleurs  comme  lea  abeilles ;  son  nid  est  fait  d'un  cotton 
trds-fin  suspendu  i  une  branche  d'arbre."  —  Voyages  aux 
Indes  Occidentalett  par  M.  Bossu,  scconde  part,  lett.  xx. 

^  Emberiza  hyemalis.  —  See  Imlay's  Kentucky,  p.  2H0. 

7  Lafitau  supposes  that  there  was  an  order  of  vestals  esta- 
blished among  the  Iroquois  Indians.  —  Mentrs  des  Sauvages 
Amiricains,  ifc.  torn.  i.  p.  173. 

*  Vedl  che  sdegna  gll  argomenti  umanl ; 
Si  che  remo  non  vuol,  ne  altro  vclo, 
Che  r  ale  sue  tra  liti  si  lontani. 

Vedi  come  1'  ha  dritte  verso  '1  cielo 
Trattando  1'  acre  con  I'  eterne  penne ; 
Che  non  si  mutan,  come  mortal  pelo. 

Dantb,  Purgator.  cant.  ii. 


K. 
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clurm  to  chann,  wbere  every  flow*rec*f  hne    Oh !  eoold  ve  hvrebonw'd  from  Time  but  adi 


lomethxBg  ftnnge,  and  ererT  leaf  it 
er  feel  a  jor  lo  pore  and  still, 
It  felt,  as  when  some  brook  or  hill, 
iteran  oak,  like  those  remember'd  weO, 
moantain  echo  or  some  vild-flower's  smelL 
who  can  sar  bj  what  small  fainr  ties 
nem'rj  clings  to  pleasure  as  it  Hie* ':) 
nds  my  heart  of  many  a  silvan  dream 
e  indulged  by  Trent's  inspiring  stream ; 
1  my  sonny  moms  and  moonlight  nights 
kHmington*s  green  lawns  and  breexy  heights. 

bether  I  trace  the  tranquil  moments  o'er 
D  I  have  seen  thee  coll  the  fruits  of  lore, 
him,  the  polish*d  wairrior,  by  thy  side, 
ter* s  idol  and  a  nation's  pride! 
D  thoa  hast  read  of  heroes,  trophied  high 
tcient  £une,  and  1  have  seen  thine  eve 
1  to  the  living  hero,  while  it  read, 
>ure  and  brightening  comments  on  the  dead ; — 
hether  memory  to  my  mind  recalls 
festal  grandeur  of  those  lordly  halls, 
D  guests  have  met  around  the  sparkling  boan!. 
welcome  warm'd  the  cup  that  luxury  pour'd ; 
n  the  bright  future  star  of  England's  throne, 
,  magic  smile,  hath  o'er  the  banquet  shone, 
ling  respect,  nor  claiming  what  he  won, 
empering  greatness,  like  an  evening  sun 
Re  light  the  eye  can  tranquilly  admire, 
ant,  but  mild,  all  swiftness,  yet  all  fire ;  — 
U'ver  hue  my  rewUections  take, 
I  till!  regret,  the  very  pain  they  wake 
ix'd  with  happiness;  —  but,  ah!  no  more  — 
!  suWfii  —  my  heart  has  lingered  o'er 
4;  v&niMh'd  timcfi,  till  all  that  round  me  lies, 
ni,  ImnkM,  and  lowers  have  faded  on  my  eyes! 


To  renew  soA  imprf  winni  s^gmin  and  again. 
The  things  we  simald  hwk  and  imagine  and  sa; 
Would  be  wortli  all  the  life  we  hnd  wasted  i 


IMPROMPTU. 

ny.H  A  VIHIT  TO  MBS. ,  OP  MONTREAL. 

\n  liut  for  a  moment — and  yet  in  that  time 
r  rrowd(*fl  th'  impressions  of  many  an  hour  : 
171*  hiwl  n  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  clime, 
hich  wak'd  every  feeling  at  once  into  flower. 


liU  U  onu  of  the  Magdalra  IiUndf,  and,  singularlf 
It,  la  I  hi*  prtipertj  of  8lr  Imm  Coflln.  The  above  Unet 
iiilSMtiHl  by  ■  luperitltlon  very  common  among  sailora, 
Nil  tliU  Klio«t-shlp,  I  think,  **  the  flying  Dutchman." 
wnri«  thirlemi  dajrt  on  our  passage  from  Quebec  to 
i«i  Hiiil  t  had  been  10  spoiled  by  Che  truly  splendid  bos- 


What  we  had  not  the  leisore  or  language  to  spa 
We  should  find  aoiBe  more  spiritual  mode  of  i 
Tealingr 
And,  between  us,  simuld  fed  jnrt  as  much  in 


I 


As  others  would  take  a  millenninm  in  feeling 


OX  PASSIXG  DEADMAITS  ISLAM),  > 

GULF  OF  ST.  LAWRENCE, 
LATE  IX  THE  EVEStUCG,  8EPTKMBEB,  1804. 


See  yoo,  beneath  yon  cloud  so  dark. 
Fast  gliding  along  a  gloomy  bnk  ? 
Her  sails  are  fuU, — though  the  wind  is  stiD, 
And  there  blows  not  a  breath  her  aaib  to  fiUl 

Say  what  doth  that  ressel  of  darkness  bear  ? 
The  silent  calm  of  the  grare  is  there, 
Save  now  and  again  a  death-knell  mng, 
And  the  flap  of  the  sails  with  ni^it-fog  hung^ 

There  lieth  a  wreck  on  the  dismal  shore 
Of  cold  and  pitiless  Labrador; 
Where,  under  the  moon,  upoo  mounts  of  froi 
Full  many  a  mariner's  bones  are  tost 

Ton  shadowy  bark  hath  been  to  that  wreck, 
And  the  dim  blue  fire,  that  lights  her  deck. 
Doth  play  on  as  pale  and  UTid  a  crew 
As  ever  yet  drank  the  chorchyard  dew. 

To  Deadman*s  Isle,  in  the  eye  of  the  blast* 
To  Deadman*8  Isle,  she  speeds  her  fast ; 
By  skeleton  shapes  her  sails  are  ftiri*d. 
And  the  hand  that  steers  is  not  of  this  woM 


pitallty  of  my  friends  of  the  Phafdoa  and  BoMou,  thift 
but  ill  prepared  for  the  miserict  of  a  fi««««»fl»^  mm 
weather,  however,  was  pleasant,  and  the  aecMiy  sA 
riTer  delightful.  Oar  passage  through  the  Out  of 
with  a  bright  sky  and  a  bir  wind,  waa  yirtlmhriy  i 
and  romantic 


i 


\ 
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COKRUPTION,   AND   INTOLERANCEi 


TWO  POEMS; 


Tbe  practice  which  bu  been  lately  introdnced 


DQg  not 


B<T«ry  iodiSerent  Tenea,  appears  to  me  rather 

invenlion;  bs  il  eupplies  ua  with  a  mode 
ling  dull  poelrj'  to  Bccoimt:  and 
I  loo  hesTj  for  the  saddle  may  jet  ft 
enough  to  draw  lumber,  sa  Poemg  of  this  kind 
~  e  excellent  beasts  of  burden,  and  Till  bear 
notes,  though  they  may  not  bear  rending.  Be- 
sides, the  cumments  in  such  cnsel  are  so  little 
under  the  necessity  of  paying  any 
ference  to  the  text,  that  they  may  even  adopt 
that  Socratic  dogiua,  "  Quod  supra  noi  nihil  ad 

In  the  first  of  the  two  following  Poems,  I 
havtf  Tenlnred  to  speak  of  the  Revolution  of 
IG8S,  in  language  which  has  sometimes  been  em- 
ployed by  Tory  writers,  and  which  is  therefore 
oelliier  Tery  new  nor  populsr.  But  however  an 
Igtiihuian  might  be  reproached  with  ingniti- 
fbr  depreciaUng  the  merits  and  resuhs  of 
which  he  is  taught  to  regard  la  the 
of  hie  liberties — however  ungralefol  it 
might  appear  in  Alderman  6 — rch  to  question 
the  parity  of  that  glorious  era,  to 
which  he  is  indebted  (br  the  seasoning  of  so 
lions — yet  an  Irishman,  who  has  none 
obligations  to  acknowledge;  to  whose 
ilry  the  Revolution  brought  nothing  but  in- 
and  iniult,  and  who  recollects  that  the  book 
was  burned,  by  order  of  William's 
lig  Parliament,  for  daring  to  extend  to  unfortu- 
Ireland  those  principles  on  which  the  Revo- 
I  wsi  professedly  founded — an  Irishnum  iflu; 
lowed  to  criticise  freely  the  measures  of  that 
d,  without  exposing  himself  either  to  the  im- 
of  ingratitude,  or  to  the  auspieion  of  being 
.ueuced  by  any  Popish  remains  of  Jacobitism. 
tme,  was  ever  blessed  with 


golden  opportunity  of  establishing  and  H 
liberties  for  ever  than  the  conjuncture  o 
eight  presented  to  the  people  of  Grval  B 
But  the  disgraceful  reigns  of  Charles  and 
bad  weakened  and  degraded  the  national  ehsJ 
The  bold  notions  of  popuhir  right,  which  bad 
out  of  the  struggles  between  Charles  the  Fit 
his  Parliament,  were  gradnall j  supplanted  bj 
slavish  doctrines  for  whicb  Lord  H — kcsb — 
logiaes  the  churchmen  of  that  period  ;  and  i 
Reformuion  had  happened  too  soon  for  the 
of  religion,  so  the  Revalution  came  too  \ale  I 
spirit  of  liberty.  Its  advantages  accordiaglj 
for  the  moat  part  apeciona  and  transitory,  wfa 
evils  which  it  entailed  are  still  feh  and  tt 
creasing.  By  rendering  unnecessary  the  fn 
eirrciae  of  Prerogative, — that  unwieldly 
which  cannot  move  a  step  without  aUrm,— 
miniflhed  the  only  interference  of  the  Crown, 
is  singly  and  independently  exposed  beCu 
people,  and  'whoiu  ahuacs  thereTnre  an  d 
their  senses  and  capacities.  Like  the  ■ 
a  celebrated  statue  in  Minerva's  lemph 
it  skilfoUy  veiled  from  the  public  e; 
obtnuive  feature  of  royally.  At  the  M 
however,  that  the  Revolution  abrid 
popular  attribute,  it  amply  c 
substitution  of  a  new  power,  a«  much  n 
in  its  efiect  as  it  is  more  sc 
In  the  disposal  of  an  imo 
extensive  patronage  annexed  to  it,  the  first  fo 
tions  of  this  power  of  the  Crown  were  Lud 
iuDovBlion  of  a  standing  army  >l  once  inci 
and  strengthened  it,  and  the  few  slight  ba 
which  the  Act  of  Settlement  opposed  loitajm 
have  all  been  gradually  remored  during  the 
gish  reigns  that  sacceeded ;  till  at  length  thii 
if  influence  has  become  the  vital  principle 
tale, — an  agency,  subtle  and  unseen,  wbiet 
vades  every  part  of  the  Constitution,  loilui 
1  forms  and  reguhUes  all  its  m 
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TurD,  vbile  I  tell  ho«  England's  frefnlom  fbund. 
Where   moat  she  look'd  for  life,  her  dendlicst 

How  bruTe  <he  slmggled,  while  her  foe  wm  seen. 
How  (sint  since  IndueDCH  lenl  that  Toe  a  icreen  ; 
Hmr  atrong  o'er  Jsaii»  and  Popery  slip  prerail'd. 
How  wesUj  fell,  when  Whigs  and  gold  assail'd. ' 

Whilekings  were  poor,  and  all  thoH'  Hbemca 
unkDDwn 
Which  drain  the  people,  lo enrich  the  throne; 
Err  jvt  a  jrieldiBe  Coaunaas  had  supplied 
Those  ctuuni  of  gold  by  which  ihenui'tTei  are 

Then  prood  Preroj^tiTe,  antaaght  to  creep 
With  bribcrj's  silent  fool  on  Freedom's  "leep, 
FTSoklf  avow'd  his  bold  enslaving  plan, 
And  clsini'd  a  right  from  God  to  trample  num  I 
But  Lnther'a  schmn  had  too  maeh  raui'd  mankind 
For  lUntpden'*  truths  to  linger  long  behind ; 
Nur  then,  when  king-like  popes  had  Ihllen  so  low, 
Could  pDpe-liko  kinga"  escape  (he  leTulling  blow. 
That  ponderoDS  acepire  (in  whose  phKe  we  bow 
To  the  light  talisman  of  inQnence  now). 
Too  gms*.  too  visible  to  work  the  spell 
Which  mudern  power  perfonns,  in  fragmenta  fell; 

[  of  <lj>I  ininiuli,  whom  MonimiuUu  mnlUDIu^  who 


npMdiKtlgniiiiicliU  hugliwuillwidBilidttMiliinofjo. 
■tiin  ftw  tha  llm*  bclni  «l»v«  lliiot  w),  lli«  nmntrj 


al  but  IB  Ibe  ftgn  m  NonUHiiiltu  uxl  Ve  Lolmc 
Mnue  U  Hm  tlltnilj' JiloUled  to  om  of  the  Uii™  i 
b  orrlH  \ba  Mbn  art  tlnunt  InKnilbli.  but  itU 
nisUl',  aloDt  with  II J  »D*  "«n  though  IhB  path  im 
■noniaUy  M  dailnicti™.  jM  iu  tjBCloui  u>d  HUM  i 


"dot  Smnle"  (Ui.  Duta  "f  BiKitngb«o).  -llcb  -»  And 
•maul  tb«  lllrf*li*«  Papon,  lufflcieuUT  ihowi.  Itwo  -anlcd 
BI17  «<*  tlloitreUon.  Inio  -Hat  dWIng.  i<li«le  bralm  the  plan 
of  artiltnrf  jKPWot  may  ral«. 

»  l^iu  haa  expraued  hlf  opinion,  hi  a  [laaugt  Tory  n*- 
unmth  niMiwil.  that  wch  »  dUlrlbuilon  of  powei  ••  '"* 
ThMTj  of V  BriH-b  toonluiHoii  ..blblu  1.  "i=t«lr  a  .ohl«. 
of  Wi»hl  .|«u!atlH..  ■■•  .lalm  niore  «rilj^|mlBl^Ui™ 


In  ftsgments  lay,  till,  patcb'd  and  painted  o'er   ■ 
With  fleur-de-lfi,  it  shone  and  scourg'doneena 

'Twaathen.mTfHend.tliykneelingni 
Lang,longaDddc«p,thc  chnrcbnun's  opiate  dt 
Of  passive,  prone  obedience — then  took  fli^ 
All  sense  of  man's  trne  dignity  and  rigbl ; 
And  Britons  slept  so  sluggish  In  their  chain. 
That  Freedom's  watch- voice  call'd  almost  ti 
Oh  England  1  England  1  what  a  chance  wastiuac, 
When  the  last  tyrant  of  that  ill-starr'd  line 
Fled  from  his  sullied  crown,  and  left  tlie«  free 
To  fbnnd  thj  own  ecemal  liberty ! 
How  nobly  high,  In  that  propitjous  hour. 
Might  patriot  hands  have  rati'd  Ibe  triple  I 
Of  British  ireedom,  on  a  rock  divine 
Which  neither  force  could  storm  no 

Bui.  no — ^the  Inroinooii,  the  lofty  plan. 
Like  mighty  Bahvl,  seem'd  too  bald  (br  ni 
The  curse  of  jarring  tongues  again  *aa  gim  1 
To  thwart  a  work  which  rais'd  men  l; 
While  Tories  marr'd  what  Wbiga  hi 
gnn. 


EniliDd'l  uiull  would  dlipaia  ualo  afrMwUb  tb*  |r^ 


ibiertAl  tha  fabric  altagtlhar ;  UutthaalltmaltaannMrf 
'  pterOEitlie  aoit  prttll«(e  dUltiMrd  tba  peitnd  wblcb  M- 
'  '    ~  '  thai,  lanlf ,  ttas  AniofiMtf 


loan  which  ksr  cODfMfod  sf 
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jdom  imnbiM  for  (he 

irT7iii)c  fiKili  K>  fir  1 
ip'd  pFnple.  hourlv  doom'd  lo  jajr 
iribt  Ihi^ir  libertiM  a«*T,  <  — 
ong  eagle.  <rho  hai  lent  hi*  pluiDC 

If  •baft  by  vhifh  be  oiKK  hUdaam. 
>«n  fcathvn  pluck'd.  lo  nin):  the  dart 
[ioa  dmiacs  for  th^ir  bean  '. 
ni^ihlakt  I  hnr  thft  prandl;  UT 

t,  ■iih  Tarv  liceocr,  to  pro&DC 

il  brquwW  of  William's  (iluriiiutreigD? 


The  people  I— ih,  tlut  Frecdaa'*  farm  ihoiild 

Wbere  Freedom'*  jpirit  long  hath  pan'd  «n«j  I 

Thit  1  blie  imile  iboold  pUj  tioaad  the  diad, 

And  floih  ibe  fianires  vben  the  (ool  huh  ted'.' 

When  Rome  had  loat  her  rirtoe  vi 

When  her  foul  Irruit  ul  OD  Cipm'i  heigbt*' 

Amid  bU  nSui  (pie*,  md  doani'd  to  death 

Each  Dobit  nune  thr\  btaiud  whh  tbeir  breuh«— 

Eren  then,  (in  moekerr  of  thai 

IVhen  [he  Republic 

And  her  proud  wn*,  diffux'd  from 

Gave  kin^  lo  erery  pation  bnt  their  own,) 

Eted  then  ihe  senate  and  the  tribonc*  nonl, 

Insuhin^  mark*,  to  abow  how  high  the  flood 

Of  Freedom  floa'd.  id  glory 'a  by -gone  day, 

And  hov  it  ebb'd, — for  eTcrebb'd  any  P 
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lese  awful  dajrs,  when  every  hour 
ne  new  or  blasts  some  ancient  power, 
id  Napoleon,  like  th'  enchanted  shield  i 
It  compell'd  each  wond'ring  foe  to  yield, 
111  lustre  blinds  the  brave  and  free, 
?s  Europe  into  slavery, — 
is  hour,  when  patriot  zeal  should  guide, 
1  should  rule,  and — Fox  should  not  have 

voted  England  can  oppose 

{  made  fiends  and  friends  made  foes, 

refuse,  the  despis'd  remains 
>itying  power,  whose  whips  and  chains 
md  first  to  turn,  with  harlot  glance, 
lier  shores,  and  woo  th*  embrace  of 
ice; — 

:'d  and  tainted  tools,  so  foully  fit 
ind  artizan  of  mischief,  P — tt, 
fver  but  in  vile  employ, 

save,  so  vigorous  to  destroy — 

)t  to  a  laudftblc  resolution  more  flrmly.  Tho 
reprf  scuL-uion  on  the  liberties  of  England  will 
ccjitible  and  permanent. 

Obi'  iyt  T«v(w 

Autnrtu  «>T«AA«>T«r.  * 

of  such  cheap  and  useful  ingredients  as  my 
D.  B.,  Sec.  Ac.  into  the  legislature,  cannot  but 
ful  alterative  on  the  constitution,  and  clear  it  by 
troublesome  humours  of  honesty, 
clan's  shield  In  Ariosto : 

tolto  per  vertii  dello  sjilendorc 
a  libcrtate  a  loro.  Cant.  2. 

lat  Cssar's  code  of  morality  was  contuinetl  in 
lines  of  Euripides,  which  that  great  man  fre- 
ed:— 

rr«*  ahiMtn'  rxXXat  h'  ivnttit  Xi**^- 

as  it  appears,  the  moral  code  of  Napoleon. 

'ing  proplietic  remarks  occur  in  a  letter  written 

Talbot,  who  attended  the  Duke  of  Bedford  to 

Talking  of  states  which  have  grown  powerful 

]e  says, "  According  to  the  nature  and  common 

;8,  there  is  a  confederacy  against  them,  and  con- 

le  same  proportion  as  they  increase  in  riches, 

to  destruction.     The  address  of  our  King 

iking  all  Eun)pe  take  the  akirm  at  France,  has 

Duntry  btrfore  us  near  that  inevitable  period. 

isarily  have  our  turn,  and  Great  Britain  will 

n  as  France  shall  hare  adeclaimerwith  organs 

that  political  purpose  as  were  those  of  our 

hird Without  doubt,  my  Lord, 

nust  lower  her  flight  Europe  will  remind  us 
of  commerce,  as  she  hat  niminded  France  of 
power.  The  address  of  our  statesmen  will  im- 
;  by  contriving  for  us  a  descent  which  shall  not 
dng  us  rather  resemble  Holland  than  Carthage 
-  LetUn  on  the  French  Nation. 
leposing  doctrine,  notwithsUnding  its  many 
•surditlet,  was  of  no  litUe  service  to  the  cause 
Tty,  by  incukatlng  the  right  of  resistance  to 

(v.  715.),  a  port  who  wrow  upon  Mtrooomj,  though,  w 
be  kuKw  nolhinff  whatewr  aboot  the  tutajtet :  Jart  •■ 
rmie  "D.  G««illooe.- ihnugh  h«  h«l  -  UtUe  to  do 
I  mj  Lam  ViwiiiBt  C 


Such  are  the  men  that  guard  thy  threatened  shote, 
Oh  England  !  sinking  England!^  boost  no  more. 


INTOLERANCE, 

A  BATIBS. 

"  This  clanour,  which  protends  to  be  rmiwd  fltxr  tbe  safrty 
of  religion,  has  almoat  worn  otit  the  very  appearaDce  of  fc, 
and  rendered  us  not  only  the  most  divided  but  the  most 
immoral  people  upon  the  (kcc  of  the  earth." 

Addiwn,  FreekoUtTt  No.  37. 

Start  not,  my  friend,  nor  think  the  muse  will  stain 
Her  classic  fingers  with  the  dust  profane 
Of  Bulls,  Decrees,  and  all  those  thundering  scrolls, 
AMiich  took  such  freedom  once  with  royal  sools,^ 


tyrants,  and  asserting  the  will  of  the  people  to  be  the  onlf 
true  fountain  of  power.    BolUrmtDe,  the  moat  rietent  of  the 
advocates  for  papal  authority,  was  one  of  the  llrrt  tomaiotaifl 
{De  Pontiff:  lib.  i.  cap.  7.),  *'  that  kings  have  not  their  aolho- 
rity  or  office  immediately  fh>m  God  nor  hia  law,  bai  on^ 
fh>m  the  law  of  nations ; "  and  in  King  Jamce's  **  Dcfcaos 
of  the  Rights  of  Kings  against  Caniinal  Perron,"  we  ind  hh 
Majesty  expressing  strong  indignation  agidnst  the  Cardiul 
for  having  asserted  "  that  to  the  depoiing  of  a  ittaig  the 
sent  of  the  people  must  be  obtained" — **  for  by 
(says  James)  the  people  are  exalted  above  the  king, and 
the  jud>;es  of  the  king's  deposing."  p.  424.  —  Even  in  Mariana's 
celebrated  book,  where  the  nonsense  of  bigotry  does  not 
interfere,  there  may  be  found  many  liberal  and  enlightened 
views  of  the  princi|)les  of  government,  of  the  rectntnti  whkh 
should  be  imposed  upon  royal  power,  of  the  subordinalieD  of  j 
the  Throne  to  the  interests  of  the  people,  &c.  &c.  (De  Ayr 
rt  lit'gis  Institutione.    See  particularly  lib.  i.  cap.  6.  B.  ani 
9).  —  It  is  rather  remarkable,  too,  that  England  iboold  bt 
indebttrd  to  another  Jesuit  for  the  earliest  definee  oC  Ihit 
principle  \x\MXi  which  tho  Ilevolutiun  waa  founded,  noidj, 
the  right  of  the  people  to  change  tbe  auoceMlon. -.- (Sec 
Doleman's  "  (Conferences,"  written  in  support  of  the  title  flf 
the   Infanta  of  Si>ain  against  that  of  James  L)  — What 
Englishmen,  therefore,  say  that  Popery  is  the  rdigioB  of 
slavery,  they  should  not  only  recollect  that  their  own  hoMlfd 
constitution  is  the  work  and  bequest  of  popish  inccefon : 
they  should  not  only  remember  the  laws  of  Edward  UL, 
"  under  whom  (says  Bolingbroke)  the  conatltutkia  of  •■ 
parliaments,  and  the  whole  form  of  our  goTennnent,  baBiBt 
reduciHl  into  bittter  form ;"  but  they  should  know  that  even  the 
errors  diargcd  on  Popery  have  leaned  to  tbe  eaiue  of  UbcRf, 
and  tliat  Papists  were  the  first  promulgatora  of  the  decUlMi 
which  led  to  the  Revolution.  —  In  general,  however.  He 
political  principles  of  the  Roman  Catholica  hare  baoi  di^ 
scribed  as  happened  to  suit  the  temporaiy  cooTenlONt  if 
their  oppressors,  and  have  been  represented 
slavifeh  or  refractory,  accordhag  as  a  pretext  fbr 
them  was  wanting.     Tho  same  inconiitteocy  hai 
every  other  imputation  against  them.     Thcj 
with  laxity  in  the  observance  of  oathi,  thoogfa 
been  found  sufficient  to  slmt  them  out  from  all 
vantages.    If  they  reject  certain  decisions  of  their 
they  are  said  to  be  sceptics  and  bad  Christians  ;  lflLi|i*i* 
those  very  decisions,  they  are  branded  as  bigots  and  biil^ 
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TynmU  by  creed,  and  tortnreri  by  leil. 
Make  this  life  bell,  id  lionour  of  tlie  next  I 
Yoat  R — dend — les,   P — re — v — Is, —  great,   glo. 

rious  Heuvcn, 
If  rm  preanmptDoas,  be  m^  longne  furgiven. 
When  here  I  sweur,  by  my  soul's  hope  of  real, 
I'd  rather  have  been  bom,  ere  man  was  blest 
With  the  pure  dawn  of  ReTeluion's  light, 
Ym, —  rather  plunge  me  back  in  Pagan  night. 
And  take  my  chance  with  SocriUes  fur  bliKs. 
Tbnn  be  the  Christun  of  a  faith  like  this. 


L 


Which  builds  on  bearenly  caul  iti  epttbly  punj. 
And  in  a  convert  mounu  to  lose  a  prey  i 
Which  grasping  hamao  heart*  with  double  faoldf — 
Like  Daniit'ii  lover  mixjajt  god  md  gold,<  — 
Corrupls  both  stale  and  church,  and    makes  u 

oath 
The  knave  and  atheist's  passport  into  both  -, 
Which,  while  it  ilooms  diuenting  souls  to  know 
Nor  bliss  above  nor  liberty  below. 
Adds  the  slave's  suffermg  to  the  sinner'a  fnr. 
And.  lest  he  'scape  hereafter,  racki  him  here  1 ' 
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But  no—  &r  other  fidth,  &r  milder  beams 

Of  heayenly  justice  warm  the  Christian's  dreams; 

HU  creed  is  writ  on  Mercy's  page  above, 

By  the  pure  hands  of  all-atoning  Love  ; 

He  weepe  to  see  abos'd  Religion  twine 

Roond  Tyranny's  coarse  brow  her  wreath  divine; 

And  Ka,  while  round  him  sects  and  nations  raise 

To  the  one  €k>d  their  varying  notes  of  praise, 

Blesses  each  voice,  whate'er  its  tone  may  be. 

That  serves  to  swell  the  general  harmony,  i 

Such  was  the  spirit,  gently,  grandly  bright. 
That  fin'd,  oh  Fox!  thy  peaceful  soul  with  light; 
While  free  and  spacious  as  that  ambient  air 
Which  folds  our  planet  in  its  circling  care. 
The  mighty  sphere  of  thy  transparent  mind 
Embrac'd  the  world,  and  breath'd  for  all  mankind. 
Last  of  the  great,  farewell ! — yet  not  the  last — 
Though  Britain's  sunshine  hour  with  thee  be  past, 
leme  still  one  ray  of  glory  gives. 
And  fieels  hot  half  thy  loss  while  Grattan  lives. 


APPENDIX. 

To  the  foregmng  Poem,  as  first  published,  were 
subjoined,  in  the  shape  of  a  Note,  or  Appendix, 
the  following  remarks  on  the  History  and  Music 
of  Ireland.  This  fragment  was  originally  intended 
to  form  part  of  a  Preface  to  the  Irish  Melodies ; 


▼frtuouf  Catholics,  as  well  as  other  Christians,  from  eternal 
tonnenU.**  —  In  the  same  manner  a  complaint  was  lodged 
before  the  Lords  of  the  Council  against  that  excellent  writer 
Hooker,  for  haring,  in  a  Sermon  against  Popery,  attempted 
to  sare  many  of  his  Popish  ancestors  for  ignorance.  — To 
thcM  esamples  of  Protestant  toleration  I  shall  beg  leave  to 
oppow  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  of  old  Roger 
Awhan  (the  tutor  of  Queen  Elisabeth),  which  is  preserved 
amoaf  the  Harrington  Papers,  and  was  written  in  I'lGi).  to  the 
Earl  of  Leicester,  complaining  of  the  Archbishop  Young, 
vbo  had  taken  away  his  pretiend  in  the  church  of  York: 
**  MMfrr  Bourne  •  did  nerer  griere  me  half  so  moche  in  offer- 
fog  me  wrooff,  as  Mr.  Dudley  and  the  Byshopp  of  York  doe, 
la  taking  aw^  my  right.  No  byshopp  in  Q.  Mary's  time 
wo«ld  liaire  to  dealt  with  me :  not  Mr.  Bourne  hymseif,  when 
Windiasur  tired,  durst  bare  so  dealt  with  me.  For  suche 
food  ctCfmatioo  in  those  dayes  eren  the  leamedst  and  wysest 
I  Gardener  and  Cardinal  Poole,  made  of  my  poore 
Uiat  although  they  knewe  perfectly  that  in  religion, 
both  bf  open  wrytinge  and  pryrie  talke,  I  was  contrarye  unto 
tkcm  ;  yea,  when  Sir  Francis  Euglefleld  by  name  did  note  me 
■prrfitlyfi  at  the  coundll-board,  Gardener  would  not  suffer 
at  to  be  called  thither,  nor  touched  ellswheare,  sailnge  suche 
wards  of  me  in  a  lettre,  as,  though  lettres  cannot,  I  blushe  to 
wite  tiwm  to  your  lordshipp.  Winchester's  good- will  stoode 
■at  io  apnalrfnt  foire  and  wishing  well,  but  he  did  in  deede 
tlMKfer  meb  whereby  my  wife  and  children  shall  live  the 
1  am  gone.'*   (See  Vngm  Jntiqtuet  rol.  1.  pp.  98, 


hnt  afterwards,  for  some  reason  which  I  do  not 
now  recollect,  was  thrown  aside. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Onr  history,  for  many  centuries  past,  is  credit- 
ahle  neither  to  onr  neighbours  nor  ourselves,  and 
ought  not  to  be  read  by  any  Irishman  who  wishes 
either  to  love  England  or  to  feel  proud  of  Ireland. 
The  loss  of  independence  very  early  debased  our 
character;  and  our  feuds  and  rebellions,  though 
frequent  and  ferocious,  but  seldom  displayed  that 
generous  spirit  of  enterprise  with  which  the  pride 
of  an  independent  monarchy  so  long  dignified  the 
struggles  of  Scotland.  It  is  true  this  island  has 
given  birth  to  heroes  who,  under  more  favourable 
circumstances,  might  have  left  in  the  hearts  of 
their  countrymen  recollections  as  dear  as  those  of 
a  Bruce  or  a  Wallace;  but  success  was  wanting  to 
consecrate  resistance,  their  cause  was  branded 
with  the  disheartening  name  of  treason,  and  their 
oppressed  country  was  such  a  blank  among  nations, 
that,  like  the  adventures  of  those  woods  which 
Rinaldo  wished  to  explore,  the  fame  of  their 
actions  was  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  place  where 
they  achieved  them. 


^^—  Errando  in  quelll  boschi 
Trorar  potria  strane  avrenture  e  molte. 
Ma  come  i  luoghi  i  fistti  ancor  son  foschi, 
Che  non  se  n'  ha  notizia  le  pid  volte.  * 

Hence  is  it  that  the  annals  of  Ireland,  through 
a  lapse  of  six  hundred  years,  exhibit  not  one  of 
those  shining  names,  not  one  of  those  themes  of 
national  pride,  from  which  poetry  borrows  her 
noblest  inspiration ;  and  that  history,  which  ought 


99.)  —  If  men  who  acted  thus  were  bigots,  what  shall  we  call 
Mr.  P— re— V— I  ? 

In  SutclifTe's  "  Survey  of  Popery  "  there  occurs  the  follow, 
ing  assertion :  —  "  Papists,  that  positively  hold  the  heretical 
and  false  doctrines  of  the  modern  church  of  Rome,  cannot 
possibly  be  saved."— As  a  contrast  to  this  and  other  speci- 
mens of  Protestant  liberality,  which  it  would  be  much  more 
easy  than  pleasant  to  collect,  I  refer  my  reader  to  the  Decia- 
ration  of  Le  Thre  Courayci-;  —  doubting  not  that,  while  he 
reads  the  sentiments  of  this  pious  man  upon  toleration,  he 
will  feel  inclined  to  exclaim  with  Bcisham,  "  Blush,  ye  Pro- 
testant bigots  !  and  be  confounded  at  the  comparison  of  your 
own  wretched  and  malignant  prejudices  with  the  generous 
and  enlarged  ideas,  the  noble  and  animated  language  of  this 
Popish  priest."— Essay*,  xxvli.  p.  86. 

>  "  La  tol6rance  est  la  chose  du  monde  la  plus  propre  k 
ramcner  le  sidcic  d'or,  et  k  faire  un  concert  et  une  harmonie 
de  plusieurs  voix  et  instruments  de  difforents  tons  et  notes, 
aussi  agr6able  pour  le  moins  que  Tuniformite  d'une  seulo 
voix."  Bayle,  Commcntaire  Philoiophique,  &c.  part  ii.  chap, 
vi.'— Both  Bayle  and  Locke  would  have  treated  the  subject 
of  Toleration  in  a  manner  much  more  worthy  of  themselves 
and  of  the  cause,  if  they  had  written  in  an  age  less  distracted 
by  religious  prejudices. 

*  Ariosto,  canto  iv. 

»  Sir  John  Boornc,  Principal  SccreUry  of  Stat*  to  Queen  Muy. 
b  By  Uaideno't  (kvoor  Aacham  long  bdd  his  Mlowahlp,  though  not 
rakUnt. 
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to  be  the  richest  garden  of  (he  Mnae,  yields  do 
groinh  to  htr  in  this  hsplias  island  but  cjpnaw 
uid  weeds.  In  cmih.  the  poet  who  would  embellish 
hU  long  with  allusiuns  to  Iriih  names  and  evonts. 

It  be  contented  to  seek  them  in  those  early 
periods  when  onr  ehimicter  wm  yet  unalloyed  and 
origiiuil,  before  the  impolitic  crafl  of  onr  conquer- 
I  bad  diyided,  weakened,  and  disgraced  ns. 
The  sole  timtii  of  heroism,  indeed,  which  he  can 
Tentnre  at  this  day  lo  commeinorate.  either  with 
aalbtf  to  hlmaclf.  or  honour  to  hu  country,  are  to 
be  looked  for  in  those  ancient  times  when  the 
native  mooarchs  of  Ireland  displayed  and  fostered 

aes  worthy  of  a  better  age;  when  our  Uala- 
obiet  wore  around  their  necks  colUra  of  gold  which 
they  had  wod  in  single  combu  from  the  inTOder ', 
and  onr  Briens  desened  and  woa  the  warm  of- 
feotions  of  a  people  by  exhibiting  all  the  most 
estimable  qualities  of  a  king.  It  may  be  said  ttiut 
the  maj^c  of  trsditioa  has  shed  a  chann  over  this 

ote  period,  lo  which  it  Is  in  reality  but  little 
entitled,  and  thu  most  of  the  pictures,  which  we 
dwell  on  so  foodly,  of  days  when  this  island  wa^ 
distuiguished  amidst  the  gloom  of  Europe,  by  the 
sanctity  of  hf'r  morals,  the  spirit  of  her  knighthood, 
and  the  polish  of  hor  schools,  ore  littie  more  than 

iHTentiona  of  natiorul  partiality, — thai  bright 
but  tparious  offspring  which  vanity  cngeadets  upon 
ignonince.  and  with  which  the  first  ri'cords  of 
ertTj  people  abound.  Bui  tbe  sceptic  is  scnrcely 
M  be  envied  who  would  pause  for  stronger  proofs 
ihsa  we  already  possess  of  the  early  glories  of 
Irelandj  and  were  even  the  veracity  of  all  these 
prooGi  surrendered,  yet  who  would  not  By  to  such 
istteriag  Gctioos  from  the  sad  degrading  truths 
which  the  history  of  later  times  presents  to  us? 

The  language  of  sorrow,  however,  is,  in  general, 
best  suited  to  our  Music,  and  with  themes  of  this 
nature  tbe  poet  may  be  amply  supplied.  There  is 
scarcely  a  page  of  our  anuals  that  will  not  furnish 
■  subject,  and  while  the  national  Muse  of 
Other  countries  adonu  her  temple  proudly  with 


•i  I'M  HclsrlH  WKTB  erAdoAlIf  dJiquaUOed  for  ib 
■■(i(konnurtlil*Drtun«lteRnp1oriiiFnu,uidT)ica 
■H  tKMti  with  hit  own  iiullM  wbco  ho  dfcnwd 


)k  w  g(  tacd'lni  anf  •dr>» 


trophies  of  the  past,  in  Ireland  her  melaucholj 
allar,  like  the  Bhiine  of  Pity  at  Athena,  is  to  be 
known  only  by  the  lear*  that  are  shed  upon  it; 
"  lacrymu  altaria  nvdant."* 

There  is  a  weli-knovn  story,  related  of  the 
Anliochiiuis  under  the  reign  of  Tfaeodosins,  which 
is  not  only  honourable  to  the  poweil  of  music  in 
genernl,  hnt  which  applies  so  peculiarly  lo  the 
moumfnl  melodies  of  Ireland,  that  I  cannot  resist 
the  temptation  of  introducing  it  hL're. —  Tbe  piety 
of  Thcodosios,  would  hare  been  admirable,  bad  it 
not  been  stained  with  intnlerancei  but  under  hit 
reign  was.  I  believe,  first  set  the  example  of  t 
disqualifying  penal  code  enacted  by  Christiaui 
against  Christians.'  Whether  his  interfereiea 
with  the  religion  of  tbe  Antiocbians  had  my 
share  in  the  alienotion  of  their  loyalty  is  noi 
pressly  ascerl^ned  by  historians ;  but  severe  e( 
heavy  taxation,  and  the  rapacity  and  inaolen 
the  men  whom  he  sent  to  govern  them,  SDfBneBllj 
account  for  the  discoDteuls  of  a  warm  and 
ceptihle  people.  Repentance  soon  followed  thi 
crimes  into  which  their  impatience  had  bonied 
tbemi  but  the  vengeance  of  the  Emperor  was  ~ 
pkcable.  and  punishments  of  the  most  dies 
nature  hung  over  the  city  of  Ajitioch,  »1 
devoted  inhabitanta,  totsily  reugned  to  dctpaod- 
ence,  wandered  through  the  streets  and  poblic 
assemblies,  giving  utterance  to  their  grief  in  ditgt* 
of  the  most  touching  lamenlatiDn.*  At  ki 
Fiavianos,  their  bishop,  whom  Ihey  bad  sn 
intercede  with  Theodosins,  finding  all  bis  en- 
treaties coldly  r^ected,  adopted  the  eipedjeat  of 
teachiug  these  songs  of  sorrow  which  he  had  hntd 
fhim  the  lips  of  his  nnfortanaleconnlrymeiitotbe 
minstrels  who  performed  for  the  Emperor  at  taUb 
The  heart  of  Theododns  could  nut  resist  this 
appeal  {  tears  fell  fiist  into  his  cap  while  he  listened, 
and  the  Antiocbians  were  fbrgiven.  —  Surely,  if 
music  ever  spoke  the  miafortDnes  of  a  people.  e» 
could  ever  conciliate  forgiveness  for  their  crrtm, 
the  music  of  Irehmd  ought  to  possess  those  powetn 
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Dot  CO  elbuid  iU  diitnut  beyond  thi^  circle  of  hu- 
n  pnraoiU.  anil  the  prelensioiu  of  humui  knov- 
ledge.     A.  foUover  t>f  thU  school  moy  be  among 
the  readiest  to  admit  the  Hainn  of  a  Buporintvndtiig 
Inlelligeuce  upon  hia  fiiith  and  adoratioa:   it 
only  (o  the  wisdom  of  this  weak  world  tbsl  he 
B,  or  at  lemt  delays,  his  assent ; — -it  is  diiI> 
passing  throagh  the  shadow  of  eartb  that  his  m 
nndergoea  the  eclipse  of  iceplicism.     No  follower 
of  Pjrrho  has  ever  spoken  more  strongly  ag^n^t 
the  dogmatists  than  St  Paul  himself,  in  the  Pint 
Epistle  to  the  Corinthiiuis ;  and  there  are  passages 
''.ccleaiastes  and  other  parts  of  Scripture,  ¥  ~  ~  ~ 
jnnif^  OUT  utmost  diffidence  in  all  thai  human  reason 
origlDstes.     Even   the  Sceptics  of  antiquity  re- 
ftiuaed  carefiill;  from  the  mysteries  at  theology, 
in  eniermg  the  temples  of  reli^on,  laid  aside 
their  philosophy  at  the  porch.    Sextus  Empericns 
thus  declares  the  aeqiuescence  of  his  sect  in  t 
general  belicfof  a  divine  and  fore-knowing  Powi 
Tif  iiir  ^1^  itimuio\ovft™>TtI  aSoiaarai    ^o^is'  (ii 

Id  short,  it  appears  lo  me>  that  this  rational  a 
well  regulated  s<:«pdciBm  is  the  only  dniigliler  of 
the  Schools  tlwt  can  safely  be  selected  as  a  1 
maid  for  Piety.  He  who  distrusts  the  light  of 
TeasDD,  wilt  be  the  first  to  follow  a  more  luminous 
guide  i  and  if,  with  an  ardent  love  for  truth,  he 
has  lODght  her  in  vun  through  the  ways  of  this 
life,  he  will  hut  turn  with  the  more  hope  to  that 
better  world,  where  all  is  simple,  true,  and  ever- 
lasting :  (br,  there  is  no  parallax  at  the  zenith  ;  — 
only  near  our  troubled  horizon  that  objects 
We  us  into  Tague  and  erroneous  calculations. 


<  Lib,  til.  csp.  I. 


THE   SCEPTIC. 

As  the  gay  tint,  thai  decks  the  Temal  rose,* 
Not  in  the  flower,  but  in  our  visiun  glows ; 
Ai  the  ripe  flaionr  of  Falemian  tides 
Not  in  the  wine,  but  in  our  tsstc  resides ; 
So  when,  with  heartfelt  tribute,  we  de<^Ure 
That  Marco's  honest  and  that  Susan's  fair, 
'Tis  in  our  miuds,  and  not  in  Snaui'i  eyes 
Or  Mareo's  life,  the  worth  or  beauty  lies  : 
For  she,  in  flat-nns'd  China,  vnold  appear 
As  plain  a  thing  as  Lady  Anne  is  here ; 
And  one  light  joke  at  rich  Lorelto's  dome 
WoaJd  rank  good  Marco  with  the  damn'd  al  Romt 


There's  no  deforniity  so  vile,  »0  base, 
Thu  'tis  not  somewhere  lhDugblBcharm,agi«M: 
No  foul  reproach,  that  may  not  steal  a  beam 
From  other  sans,  to  bleach  il  to  esteem.' 
Ask,  who  is  wise  P— you'll  End  the  self-une  un 
A  sage  in  Prance,  a  madman  in  Japan  : 
And  here  some  bead  beneath  a  mitre  swelli 
Which  Iftrre  had  tingled  to  a  cap  and  belts 
Nay,  there  may  yet  some  monstrous  region  b^^ 
Unknown  lo  Cook,  and  from  Napoleon  tnr. 
Where  C— stl — r — gh  would  for  a  paniot  pi 
And  mouthing  M— tc  scarce  be  deem'd  an  Kt'. 


I 


•'  List  not  to  reason  (Epic 
"  But  (rust  the  senses,  lliere 
Alas  !  llietf  judge  not  by  a  purer  light. 
Nor  keep  their  fountains  more  unling'd  «nd 


ujj 


ill  Opiuculc  Scapil^uik  bii  Ttf 


I "  Dc  Ijt  SctU  Scepdqnf ."  uhL  ab 


p.Ui.    Tbe  rinThoDliin  ofLe  Viifwt. 
null Innonml SDd  plsfful  kind: 
of  Snptlcliniiu  DdKllalui.  >w 


ol  povirr  and  gallMStryt  hi 
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One  flowiT  of  Iruth,  the  bitsj'  crovd  wg  sliiin, 
And  lo  the  sbadt^  nf  tranquil  learning  run. 
How  numy  a  doabt  pursiies  1 '  how  oft  we  sigh. 
When  kiatoritiS  charm,  ti)  thiuli  that  hJEtories  tiel 
Tlial  all  nre  grave  romances,  at  the  best, 
Anil  M — Bgr — ve'a  '  but  more  clnnisy  than  the  rest. 
By  Tory  Hume'i  loductire  page  beguil'd, 
We  fancy  CliarlcB  was  josl  and  Strafford  mild; 
And  Pox  himself  with  party  pencil,  draws 
Monmouth  a  hero,  "  for  the  good  old  cau»e  1 " ' 
Then,  rights  are  vrongH,  and  victories  are  defeats. 
As  Freoeh  or  English  pride  the  tale  repeals; 
And,  when  they  tell  Conuina's  slory  o'er, 
They'll  disagree  in  all,  but  honouring  Moore; 
Nay,  fiitnre  penn,  to  flatter  fntiire  courts. 
May  cite  perhaps  the  Park-gnoa'  gay  report!, 
To  prove  that  England  trinmph'd  on  the  mom 
Which  found  her  Junot's  jest  and  Europe's  scorn. 

In  Scienee,  loo  —  how  many  a  (yslem,  rais'd 
Like  Neva's  iey  domes,  awhile  hath  bbz'd 
Wilb  lights  of  fancy  and  with  forms  of  pride. 
Then,  melting,  mingled  with  the  oblivioua  lidet 
JVutH  Earth  usurps  the  centre  of  the  iky, 
JWkp  Newton  puts  the  paltry  planet  by; 
jVcnn  whims  revive  beneath  Descartes's '  pen. 
Which  luiiT,  asgail'd  by  Locke's,  expire  again. 


And  when,  perhaps,  in  pride  of  chemic  imwers. 
We  think  Ibe  keys  of  Nature's  kiagdom  ours. 
Some  Davy's  magio  loneh  the  dream  nnseltlea. 
And  tarns  at  once  our  alkalis  lo  metals. 
Or,  should  we  roam,  in  metaphysic  maie. 
Through  fair-built  theonei  of  former  days. 
Some  Dr — mm — d"  from  the  north,  : 

skiU'd, 
Like  other  Goths,  to  min  than  I 
Tramples  triumphant  through  out  fanes  o'l 
Nor  leaves  one  grace,  one  glory  of  his  o 

Oh  Learning,  whatsoe'er  thy  pomp  ai 
f7nleiter'd  minds  have  taught  and 

Th«  mde.  unread  Colnmbos  was  oi 
To  worlds,  which  leam'd  Lactanlius  hod  di 
And  onewildSbokspeare,  following  Nature's  light 
Is  worth  whole  planets,  EU'd  with  Siagyrilca. 

See  grave  Theology,  when  onee  she  slnjl 
Prom  Revelation's  path,  what  tricks  ibe  pUyi; 
What  various  heav'ns,—  all  fit  for  bards  to  sing.' 
Have  churchmen  dream'd,  from  Plaptas'  down 

King;« 
While  hell  itself,  in  India  nought  bat  smoke,' 
In  Spain's  B  furnace,  and  in  France — a  joke. 


oui  vork,  ealltlfd  "  Heflpdloni  upon  L^ni' 
•a  Oic  plin  of  AgHppa'i  "  Da  Vinluie  Seitn 


tbe  ume  aplrU,  ipuklDg  at  tbo  aitritnrjr  »fl- 
StvCliuntHrp  which  wm  ireimkllrucrnKd  ta  T.Riid'B|Mnl{fTi- 
*  Thai  OBJdbLUlj  of  temper  Hud  dplotoa.  wlUcb  the  biblti 


Ibniiihl  to  titn 
Ibllll)'.    That  » 


le  picture  Ili«  bUrorlu 


Imltird  bj  lU, 


u  jHrmllrelTCOuMen 
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Haily  modeit  Igaonmee,  fhon  goal  and  prize, 
ThoB  lasl^  best  kaowledge  of  the  limply  wise! 
Haily  hombie  Dodbt,  'vben  error's  waves  are  past, 
How  sweet  to  reach  thy  sheltered  port  lat  last. 
And,  thers^  by  changing  skies  nor  Inr'd  nor 

swed. 
Smile  at  tiie  battling  winds  that  roar  abroad. 
Then  gentle  Charity,  who  knows  how  frail 
The  baik  of  '^Hrtae,  eren  in  snmmer^s  gale. 
Sits  by  the  nig^y  fire,  whose  beacon  glows 
For  all  who  wander,  wfaetiher  friends  or  foes. 


There  Faith  retires,  and  keeps  her  white  sail 

ftu-rd. 

Till  call'd  to  spread  it  for  a  better  worid ; 
While  Patience,  watching  on  the  weedy  shove, 
And  mutely  waiting  till  the  storm  be  o'er, 
Oft  tarns  to  Hope,  who  still  directs  her  eye 
To  some  bine  spot,  jnst  breaking  in  the  Ay  I 

Snch  are  the  mild,  the  blest  associates  giren 
To  him  who  doubts, — and  trusts  in  nought  but 
Heayen! 
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BY  THOMAS  BEOWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 


BlapHi  nanlbas  cedd^re  tabell*.       Ons. 


TO 

STEPHEN  WOOLRICHE,  ESQ. 

Mt  dkab  Woolriche, 
It  ia  now  about  seven  years  since  I  promised  (and 
I  griere  to  think  it  is  almost  as  long  since  we  met) 
to  dedicate  to  you  the  very  first  Book,  of  whatever 
siae  or  kind,  I  should  publish.  Who  could  have 
thought  that  so  many  years  would  elapse,  without 
viy  giving  the  least  signs  of  life  upon  the  subject 
of  diis  important  promise?  Who  could  have  im- 
agined that  a  volume  of  doggerel,  after  all,  would 
be  the  first  offering  that  Gratitude  would  lay 
upon  the  shrine  of  Friendship? 

If  yoQ  continue,  however,  to  be  as  much  in- 
terested about  me  and  my  pursuits  as  formerly, 
yo«  will  be  happy  to  hear  that  doggerel  is  not  my 
ea^  oocQpation ;  but  that  I  am  preparing  to  throw 
my  name  to  the  Swans  of  the  Temple  of  Immor- 
firiity**  leaving  it,  of  course,  to  the  said  Swans  to 
Smtfrmtin^^  whether  they  ever  will  take  the  trouble 
oC  piling  it  fitmi  the  stream. 

In  the  mean  time,  my  dear  Woolriche,  like  an 
orthodox  Lotheran,  you  must  judge  of  me  rather 
try  wj/ttiA  than  my  worka;  and  however  trifling 


s  **  Cliin  Setpdqiw,  donee  pAtura  de  mon  une,  et  l*unfque 
It  OM  uniiU  qol  alme  la  repot  1  **— La  MotMe  le 


the  tribute  which  I  here  offer,  never  doubt  the  fi- 
delity with  which  I  am,  and  always  shall  be. 

Your  sincere  and 

attached  Friend, 

THE  AUTHOR, 

March  4.  IB\^ 


PREFACE. 


The  Bag,  from  which  the  following  Letters  are 
selected,  was  dropped  by  a  Twopenny  Postman 
about  two  months  since,  and  picked  up  by  an 
emissary  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice, 
who,  supposing  it  might  materially  assist  the  pri- 
vate researches  of  that  Institution,  immediately 
took  it  to  his  employers,  and  was  rewarded  hand- 
somely for  his  trouble.  Such  a  treasury  of  secrets 
was  worth  a  whole  host  of  informers;  and  ac- 
cordingly, like  the  Cupids  of  the  poet  (if  I  may 
use  so  profane  a  simile)  who  **  fell  at  odds  about 
the  sweet-bag  of  a  bee'," those  venerable  Sup- 
pressors almost  fought  with  each  other  for  the 
honour  and  delight  of  first  ransacking  the  Post- 


s  Ariotto,  canto  35. 
s  Herrick. 


L  A 
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Bag.  Unluckily,  boirevet.  il  turned  oat.  upon 
cSDiDUiBiian,  that  llw  discovi'ries  of  proBigacj 
vhich  il  «aablal  them  to  mike,  Uy  chiefly  in  IhoK 
upper  region*  of  sociely,  which  Iheif  well-br«i 
rcgulatioits  forbid  them  to  nioleat  or  medille  with. 
—  Id  HHuequence,  tbuy  guned  bat  very  fcir 
■riclims  by  their  priae,  und,  after  lying  for  a  week 
or  two  aader  Mr.  Halch:Lrd'B  counter,  tbe  Ba^, 
with  iu  violated  conteols,  wis  Bold  for  a  tritlc  in  a 
ftiendof  mine. 

It  hnppraed  thpt  I  hiid  been  just  tbvn  leiied 
wilh  an  oHjbilion  (hnvioe  neTi-r  tried  tbu  Gtrengtb 
of  my  wing  bul  in  a  Newspaper)  to  publisU  some- 
Ibing  or  other  in  the  ihape  of  a  Book;  and  it 
occorred  to  me  Ibal,  the  preteol  bviag  tuch  a 
letter-writing  era,  a  few  of  these  Twopenny-Post 
Epistles,  tamed  into  easy  verse,  would  be  as  light 
and  popular  n  task  as  1  could  possibly  celect  tiir  a 
commencement.  I  did  not,  however,  think  it  pru- 
dent to  give  too  luaay  Letters  at  first,  and,  ac- 
cordingly have  been  obliged  (in  order  to  eke  out 
a  sufficient  niunber  of  pages)  to  reprint  gome  of 
tbose  trifles,  which  bad  already  appeared  in  the 
public  journals.  As  in  the  battles  of  ancient  times, 
the  shades  of  the  departed  were  sometimes  seen 
among  the  combalonts,  so  Ithongbt  1  might  manage 
to  remedy  the  Ihianessormy  ranks  by  conjuring  up  a 
f^w  dead  and  forgotten  ephemerons  to  fill  them. 

Such  are  the  motives  and  accidents  that  ted  to 
the  present  publication;  and  as  Ibis  is  the  lirst 
lime  my  Muse  has  ever  ventured  out  of  the  go-can 
of  a  Newspaper,  though  I  feel  all  a  parent's  delight 
at  seeing  little  Miss  go  alone,  I  am  also  not  without 
a  parent's  anxiety,  leet  an  anlncky  fall  should  be 
the  consequence  of  the  experiment:  and  I  need 
not  point  out  how  many  living  instoncei  might  be 
(bund,  of  Mtues  that  have  suffered  very  severely 
in  their  heads,  fi^m  taking  rather  loo  early  and 
nuihly  to  their  feet.  Be6idc^  a  Book  is  so  very 
different  a  Uiing  fhim  a  Newspaperl  —  in  the 
fbrmer,  your  doggerel,  without  either  company  or 
shelter,  most  stand  shivering  in  the  middle  of  a 
bleak  page  by  itself;  whereas,  in  the  latter,  it  is 
camfbitably  backed  by  advertisements,  and  has 
Bometiiaes  even  a  Speech  of  Mr.  St— ph— n's.  or 
BOmethlng  equally  warm,  for  a  chaiffe-pU — so 
that.  iD  general,  the  very  revene  of  "laudator  et 
alget  ■■  is  its  destiny. 

Amtution.  however,  must  run  some  risks,  and  I 
«hall  be  very  well  satisfied  if  tbe  reception  of  these 
few  Letlert  should  have  the  effect  of  sending  mc 
to  the  Post-Bog  for  more. 


PREFACE 
B  FOOETBEHTH 


In  tbe  absence  of  Sir.  Brown,  who  is  at  pTMcBt 

on  a  tour  fhroogh ,  I  feel  myself  colled 

upon,  as  his  friend,  to  notice  cerlain  misconceplinni 
and  ifiisrepresenlatioDS.  to  which  this  tinle  volume 
of  Triffes  has  given  rise- 
In  (be  first  place,  it  is  not  tme  that  Mr. 
has  hod  any  accomplices  in  the  work.  . 
indeed,  which  has  hitherto  accompanied  his 
face,  may  very  naturally  have  b«ea  the  origin  of 
such  a  supposition;  but  that  note,  which  wis 
merely  the  coquetry  of  an  author.  I  hare. 
present  edition,  token  apon  myself  to  ranoi 
Mr.  Brown  mnct  therefore  be  con^dered  (like  lbs 
mother  of  that  UDiqnc  production,  the  C«nlur. 
lutrt,  icai  fiant  i)  as  alone  responsible  toT  the  whole 
contents  of  the  volume^ 

In  Ihe  next  place  it  has  been  asid. 
coDiequence  of  this  graceless  little  book. 
distiognished  Personage  prevailed  npon  amtber 
diatingoished  Personage  to  withdraw  {ran  the 
author  that  notice  and  kindness  with  whkb  he 
bad  so  long  and  so  liberally  honoured 
this  story  there  is  not  one  syllable  of  cr 
the  magnanimity  of  the  former  al  these 
would,  indeed,  in  no  case  answer  too  rashly:  hot 
of  the  conduct  of  the  liiflcr  towards  my  IHend,  I 
have  a  proud  grattficatiun  iu  declaring,  thai  il  b 
never  ceased  to  be  soeh  as  be  mnst  remember  wi 
indelible  gratitude!  —  a  gratitude  the  more  chH 
fully  and  warmly  p^d,  from  its  not  being  a  dibt 
mcurved  solely  on  his  own  accoimi,  but  tor  kioJ- 
nesa  shared  with  those  nearest  and  dearest  1o  bio. 
To  the  charge  of  being  an  Irishman,  poor 
Mr.  Brown  pleads  guilty  i  and  1  believe  il  must 
also  be  acknowledged  that  he  comes  of  a  Rornia 
Catholic  family:  an  avowal  which  t  am  awire  is 
decisive  of  his  utter  reprobation,  in  the  eyes  «f 
those  eiclusivc  patentees  of  Chrimianilj,  so  worthy 
to  have  been  tbe  followers  of  a  certain  enlighKMd 
Bishop,  Donntus  %  who  held  "  that  God  i«  in  Aftica 
oni^  not  dseakert."  Bui  from  all  this  it  does  at 
necessarily  follow  that  Mr.  Brown  is  a  Papist:  u4 
indeed,  I  have  tbe  strongest  reasons  (br  snipeetiaf 
that  they,  who  say  so,  are  somewhni  miitakca. 
Not  that  I  presume  to  haveaseerlained  hiiopiiusu 
upon  sneh  subjeels.  All  I  proftsa  to  know  at  ht 
orthodoiy  is,  that  he  hns  a  ProtestAM  wife  lad 
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two  or  three  little  Froteetant  children,  and  thit  he 
hae  been  aeen  aft  chureh  erery  Sonday,  for  a  whole 
year  together,  liitmiiig  to  the  aermonsof  his  truly 
fererend  and  amiable  ftiend.  Dr.  ,  and 

beharing  there  at  well  and  at  orderly  as  most 
people. 

There  are  yet  a  few  other  mistakes  and  ftlse- 
hoods  about  Mr.  Brown,  to  which  I  had  intended, 
with  all  becoming  grarity,  to  adTcrt;  bnt  I  begin 
to  think  the  task  is  quite  as  useless  as  it  is  tiresome. 
MiswpteseBtataoas  and  calumnies  of  this  sort  are, 
like  the  arguments  and  statements  of  Dr.  Duigenan, 
— not  at  all  tiie  less  TiTacious  or  less  serviceable 
to  their  IUiricatot%  Ibr  having  been  refbted  and 
diaptoted  a  thousand  times  over.  They  are 
brooii^  ferward  agun,  as  good  as  new,  whenever 
maUee  or  stupidity  may  be  in  want  of  them;  and 
an  quite  as  usefhl  as  the  old  broken  lantern,  in 
Fidding^s  Amelia,  which  the  watchman  always 
keeps  ready  1^  him,  to  produce,  in  proof  of  riotoos 
eoodaet,agmnst  his  victims.  I  shall  therefore  give 
mp  Ae  fruitlcsa  toil  of  vindication,  and  would  even 
disw  my  pen  over  what  I  have  already  written, 
had  I  not  promised  to  ftamish  my  publisher  with 
a  Pjpifeee,  and  know  not  how  else  I  could  contrive 
toctoitOQt 

I  have  added  two  or  three  more  trifles  to  this 
afitioB,  whidi  I  ibnnd  in  the  Morning  Chronicle, 
and  knew  to  be  flrom  the  pen  of  my  friend.  The 
rest  of  the  volume  remains  *  in  its  original  state. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS, 

&c 


TO  THE 


LETTER  I. 

KC — 88  CH^ — RL — E   OP  W- 
LADT  B — RB— ▲  ASHL — T.< 


Mt  dear  Lady  Bab,  youll  be  shock'd,  Fm  afraid. 
When  you  hear  the  sad  rumpus  your  Ponies  have 
made; 


1  A 

Oik  or 


^  Avvj  CrttfBa 


hst  hmn  niffatlad  in  th«  original  of  the 
ftwiy  tniMlstad  by  Lord  Eld— n,  page  16& 
Sva  ptr  Sfrtalf  iter  attaona,**  it  la  propoaad, 
_  altflntlon,loraiid  **ftirfe«»/*iattMd  "  8fr- 
briafi  thaOdab  it  la  •aid.BBore  bome  to  the  noble 
-'  ftvMspaaalkrlNwsndapCneaa  totbeepi- 


Since  the  time  of  horse-consuls  (now  long  out  of 

date), 
No  nags  ever  made  such  a  stir  in  the  state. 
Lord  Eld — ^n  first  heard — and  as  instantly  pray*d  he 
To  'Hyod  and  his  King" — thata  Popish  young  Lady 
(For  though  you've  bri^t  eyes  and  twelve  thousand 

a  year. 
It  is  still  but  too  true  yon*re  a  Papist,  my  dear,) 
Had  insidiously  sent,  by  a  tall  Irish  groom. 
Two  priest-ridden  Ponies,  just  landed  from  Rome, 
And  so  ftill,  little  rogues,  of  pontifical  tricks, 
That  the  dome  of  St  Paul's  was  scarce  safe  from 

their  kicks. 

Off  at  once  to  Papa,  in  a  flurry  he  flies — 
For  Papa  always  does  what  these  statesmen  advise. 
On  condition  that  theyll  be,  in  turn,  so  polite 
As  in  no  case  whate'er  to  advise  him  ioo  right — 
**  Pretty  doings  are  here.  Sir,  (he  angrily  cries. 
While  by  dint  of  dark  eyebrows  he  strives  to  kxA 

wise) — 
**  'Tis  a  scheme  of  the  Romanists,  so  help  me  God! 
**  To  ride  over  your  mott  Royal  Highn^  rough- 

shod  — 
**  Excuse,  Sir,  my  tears — they're  from  loyalty's 

source — 
**  Bad  enough  'twas  fi^r  Troy  to  be  sack'd  by  a 

Hone, 
**  But  for  us  to  be  ruin*d  by  Ponies  still  worse!" 
QuickaCoancil  is  call'd — the  whole  Cabinet  sits — 
The  Archbishops  declare,  frightened  oat  of  their 

wits. 
That  if  once  Popish  Ponies  should  eat  at  my  manger, 
From  that  awful  moment  the  Chorch  is  in  danger ! 
As,  give  them  bat  stabling,  and  shortly  no  stalls 
Will  suit  their  proud  stomachs  bat  those  at  St.  Paal*s. 

The  Doctor  s,  and  he,  the  devout  man  of  Leather  *, 
V — ns — tt — t,    now    laying   their    Saint-heads 

together, 
Declare  that  these  skittish  young  a-bominations 
Are  clearly  foretold  in  Chap.  vi.  Revelations — 
Nay,  they  verily  think  they  could  point  out  the  one 
Which  the  Doctor's  friend  Death  was  to  canter  upon. 

Lord  H — ^rr — by,  hoping  that  no  one  imputes 
To  the  Court  any  fancy  to  persecute  brutes. 
Protests,  on  the  word  of  himself  and  his  cronies, 
That  had  these  said  creatures  been  Asses,  not  Ponies, 
The  Court  would  have  started  no  sort  of  objection, 
As  Asses  were,  there,  always  sure  of  protection. 

tbeC  '*  cfltQoaaa.**  I  merely  throw  out  this  emendation  for 
the  learned,  being  nnable  mytelf  to  decide  upon  its  merits. 

*  This  yoong  Ladjr,  who  is  a  Roman  Catliolic,  had  lately 
made  a  present  of  some  beautiful  Ponies  to  tbe  Pr— no— aa. 

>  Mr.  Addington,  so  nicknamed. 

«  Alluding  to  s  tax  lately  laid  upon  leather. 
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*r — nc — u  will  keep  them  (says  Lord 
rtl-r— gh), 

them  quite  harmless,  the  only  true  way 
ain  Chief  Justices  do  with  their  wives) 
lem  within  half  an  inch  of  their  lives, 
any  bad  Irish  blood  larking  about, 
luiew  by  experience)  would  soon  draw 
t." 

t>e  thought  cruel,  his  Lordship  proposes 
l^eto  snaflBe  ^  to  bind  down  their  noses — 
contrivance,  made  out  of  old  chains, 
>pears  to  indulge,  while  it  doubly  re- 
is; 

)wever  high-mettled,  their  gamesome- 
checks 

t  Lordship  humanely),  or  else  breaks 
necks!" 

K)8al  receiv*d  pretty  general  applause 

itesmen  around — and  the  neck-break- 

lause 

ir  about  it,  which  soon  reconcil'd 

D  himself  to  a  measure  so  mild. 

es,  my  dear,  were  agreed  to,  nem.con,^ 

ord  C — stl — r — gh,  having  so  often 

iR^  line,  is  to  buckle  them  on. 

ve  to  your  door  in  these  Vctos  some  day, 
;nt,  adieu!  —  I  muist  hurry  away 
ly  Mamma,  as  Fm  suffer  d  to  meet  her 
f  an  hour  by  the  Qu — n's  best  repeater. 

Ch — RL — TTE. 


LETTER  II. 

EL   M*M — H — N   TO  G LD  FR — NC— S 

L'CKJE,  ES(^ 

)ir,  I've  just  had  time  to  look 
ur  very  learned  Ik)ok  ,2 
n — as  plain  as  man  can  speak, 
English  is  half  modem  Greek  — 
)ve  that  we  can  ne*er  intrench 
)py  isles  against  the  French, 
yalty  in  England*s  made 
i  more  independent  trade; — 


Ion  whether  a  Veto  wu  to  be  allowed  to  the 
ppointment  of  Irish  Catholic  Biihopi  was,  at 
generally  and  actiTely  agitated, 
nint  of  this  extraordinary  work  of  Mr.  Leckie, 
>urgh  Review,"  rol.xx. 


In  short,  until  the  Honae  of  Ouelph 
Lays  Lords  and  Commons  on  the  shelf^ 
And  boldly  sets  up  for  itiel£ 

All,  that  can  well  be  understood 
In  this  said  Book,  is  vastly  good; 
And,  as  to  what's  incomprehensible, 
I  dare  be  sworn  'tis  fUll  as  sensible. 

But,  to  your  work's  immortal  credit, 
The  Pr — n^,  good  Sir,  the  Pr— n— e  has  read  it 
(The  only  Book,  himself  remarks, 
Wliich  he  has  read  since  Mrs.  Clarke's). 
I..ast  levee-mom  he  look'd  it  through, 
During  that  awful  hour  or  two 
Of  grave  tonsorial  preparation, 
'Which,  to  a  fond,  admiring  nation. 
Sends  forth,  announc'd  by  trump  and  drum. 
The  best-wigg'd  Pr — n— e  in  Christendom. 

He  thinks  with  you,  th'  imagination 
Of  partnership  in  legislation 
Could  only  enter  in  the  noddles 
Of  dull  and  ledger-keeping  twaddles, 
\Vhose  heads  on  firms  are  running  so. 
They  ev'n  must  have  a  King  and  Ca, 
And  hence,  most  eloquently  show  forth 
On  checkn  and  balances,  and  so  fbrth. 

But  now,  he  tmsts,  we're  coming  near  a 
Far  more  royal,  loyal  era; 
Wlien  England's  monarch  need  but  say, 
**  Whip  me  those  scoundrels,  C — stl — r — ghl" 
Or,  "  Hang  me  up  those  Papists,  Eld—n,** 
And  'twill  be  done — ay  fiuth,  and  well  done. 


With  view  to  which,  T'yc  his  coomiaiid 
To  beg,  Sir,  from  your  travell'd  hand, 
(Round  which  the  foreign  graces  swann)' 
A  Plan  of  radical  Reform; 
Compird  and  chos*n  as  best  yon  can. 
In  Turkey  or  at  Ispahan, 
And  quite  upturning,  branch  and  root; 
Lords,  Commons,  and  Burdett  to  boot 

But,  pray,  whate'er  you  may  impart,  write 
Somewhat  more  brief  than  Miyor  C— ^twr— |^ 
Else,  though  the  Pr— -e  be  long  in  riggings 
'Twould  take,  at  least,  a  fortnight*!  wiggiqg^ 
Two  wigs  to  every  paragraph —  • 

Before  he  well  could  get  through  haH 


3  '*  The  truth  indeed  seems  to  be,  that  hsvliiff  Utii 
abroad  as  evidently  to  hare  lost,  in  a  graat 
his  native  langiiage,  Mr.  Leckie  haa  sradnaUr 
to  speak,  but  to  feel,  like  a  fbrelgiMr.** 


I  (Mi|Pn^lfeBaV 
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nj  whispered  him  (giTing  his  Lordship  s  sir 

hit) 
!ar  'twill  be  Awi^-beef,  my  Lord,  if  toc  try 


LETTER  IV. 


it:" 


d  C— md — n  WBS  there,  who,  that  momiDg. 

had  gone 
,  his  new  3ilarqais*s  coronet  on  ; 
the  dish  set  before  him —  oh  dish  well-de- 

Tis'd:— 
what  old  Mother  Glasse  calls,  **  a  calfs  head 

snrpnsd ! 
drains  were  near  Sh — nr,  and  cmct  had  been 

fine, 
f  late,  ther  had  lain  so  long  soaking  in  wine. 
though  we,  from  coarte$y,  still  chose  to  call 
!  brains  Tery  fine,  they  were  no  brains  at  alL 

ten  the  dinner  was  over,  we  drank  erery  one 
mmper,  **  the  venial  delights  of  Crim.  Con. :" 
hich   H— df— t  with  warm   reminiscences 
gloated, 
S — ^bV — h  chuckled  to  hear  himself  qooted. 

'  next  round  of  toasts  was  a  fancy  quite  new, 
re  drank — and  youHl  own  'twas  benevolent 
too  — 
Me  well-meaning  husbands,  ci|s,  parsons,  or 

1   w«;'ve,  any  time,  honour'd  by  courting 

thftir  rlirars : 

nuM;um  of  wittols  was  comical  rather ; 
I — rlf— t  gave  M — ss — y,  and  I  gave  your 

f— th— r. 

nhort,  not  a  soul  till  this  morning  would 

liiidge — 

\'rf  all  fun  and  frolic, — and  even  the  J c 

mifli*,  for  the  time,  his  juridical  fashion, 
lirough  the  whole  night  wasn't  once  in  a  pas- 

iiion  ! 

ritii  this  in  IxkI,  while  my  whiskers  are  air- 

iiiK* 
A    <T  I  has  a  sly  dose  of  jabp  preparing 

Mir  'I'  -  miiiy  T — rr— t  at  breakfast  to  quaff— 

iM'l  I  want  something  to  give  me  a  laugh, 

lu'fr's  nothing  so  gfxxi  as  old  T — ^mmy,  kept 

rIoM* 

i  i  'ornwall  accounts,  after  taking  a  dose. 


iiHIil  M*M«llMl. 

u  lirtlitr,  which  oooUUned  some  rery  hetry  enclonim. 
II  hiiv«  tNwn  i«nt  to  London  bj  a  prirate  band,  and 
il  liilu  tlm  Twopenny  Poit-Offlce.  to  sare  trooMe.  See 

Mlltttlt 

i«iiiUiig  Ihli  iheet  to  the  Pre«f,  howertr,  I  learn  that 


; — U 


TO  THE  BIGBT  H09.   MtM, 


Last  week,  dear  N— ch — I,  making  merry 
At  diimer  with  our  Secretary, 
When  all  were  drmyt,  or  pretty  near 
(The  time  for  doing  businesi  bereX 
Says  he  to  me,  **  Sweet  Bully  Bottom ! 
**  These  Papist  dogs — hicciip — *od  rot  *em  !- 
**  Deserve  to  be  bcspatter'd — hiocap — 
*•"  With  all  the  dirt  eT*n  jfoii  can  pick  np. 
*"  But.  as  the  Pr— ce  (here's  to  him — fill  — 
*"  Hip,  hip,  hurra  !) — is  trying  still 
-*  To  hmnbog  them  with  kind  prvrfeasiaiis, 
**  And,  as  jfoii  deal  in  ttromg  ezpreasions — 
**'  Ro^^*^traitor  hiccnp— and  all  that— 
"^  Too  must  be  muzzled.  Doctor  Pat ! — 
**  You  must  indeed — hiccup — that's  flat** — 


Tes — **  muzzled**  was  the  wofd.  Sir  Jdm- 
These  fools  have  clapp*d  a  muzzle  on 
The  boldest  mouth  that  e*er  ran  o*er 
With  slaver  of  the  times  of  yore  !> — 
Was  it  for  this  that  back  I  went 
As  fiu*  as  Lateran  and  Trent, 
To  prove  that  they,  who  damn'd  us  then. 
Ought  now,  in  turn,  be  damnM  again  ? — 
The  silent  victim  still  to  sit 
Of  Gr— tt— n*s  fire  and  C— nn— g's  wit, 
To  hear  ev*n  noisy  M — th — w  gabble  on. 
Nor  mention  once  the  W— e  of  Babrlon ! 

m 

Oh  !  'tis  too  much — who  now  will  be 
The  Nightman  of  No-Popery? 
AVhat  Courtier,  Saint,  or  even  Bishop, 
Such  learned  filth  will  ever  fish  np  ? 
If  there  among  our  ranks  be  one 
To  take  my  place,  *tis  fAoat,  Sir  John ; 
Thou,  who,  like  me,  art  dubb'd  Right  Hob. 
Like  me  too,  art  a  Lawyer  Civil 
That  wishes  Papists  at  the  deviL 

To  whom  then  but  to  thee,  my  friend. 
Should  Patrick^  his  Port-folio  send  ? 
Take  it— 'tU  thine— his  leam'd  Pdrt-folio^ 
With  all  its  theologic  olio 
Of  Bulls,  half  Irish  and  half  Roman— 
Of  Doctrines,  now  believ*d  by  no  man —      J 


the  **  muxBle  "  has  been  taken  oO;  and  the  BifM  Hod. 
again  let  loose ! 

^  A  bad  name  for  poetry ;  but  D    gw    u  fi  •mi 
As  Prudentius  says  upon  a  reiy  dUfemit 

Torquetor  Apolto 
Nomine  percustoa. 


:^ 
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Sat,  in  short,  m;  denr,  names  iiJce  Wintztscblt- 

stopscliiiiioiidlioff 
Are  tbi!  only  things  now  make  an  ev'ning  go 

■mixilli  off : 

So,getmc  a  RuBfiinn  — till  death  I'm  your  debtor — 
If  he  bring!  Ihe  whole  Alphabet,  so  much  the  bet- 

Aod — Lordl  If  he  would  bal,  in  ciomrdr,  Enp 
Off  hii  fiBb-oil  and  candles,  bd'd  quite  set  me  up  1 

Am  reivir,  mj  Bwcct  girl — I  mast  leave  you  in 

Little  Quitter  bat  brought  me  (be  LIqueura  lo  laate. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Br  Che  bye.  have  you  found  any  fHend  thu  car 

Thai  Latin  account,  t'other  day,  of  a  Moiuter  ?  < 
■e  can't  get  a  RuasiaD,  and  Ihal  Oiing  in  Latin 
[lot  foo  improper,  I  think  I'll  bring  that  in. 


Wbiijt  thou,  Mohassan,  (happy  thon!) 
Don  daiij  bend  iby  loynl  brow 

Nutmeg  of  Comfort ;  Rose  of  Pleasure  I  — 
And  bear'st  as  many  kicks  and  bruises 
Ai  Ihe  said  Rose  and  Nutmeg  choose*  ; 


De  Riiytiei ;  "  c'«tt  fnmd 


Thy  head  still  new  the  bowstring^  border^ 
And  but  left  on  till  further  orders- 
Through  London  Elreets  with  (urban  fur, 
And  caftan,  fioating  (o  tbe  air, 
I  saunt«r  on,  tbe  admiration 
Of  this  short-coated  population  — 
Thii  scir'd  up  race — this  bulton'd  nation  — 
Who,  -while  they  boast  their  laws  so  trw. 
Leave  not  one  limb  at  liberty, 
Bui  live,  with  all  their  lordly  speeebes. 
The  sUyob  of  buctoDG  and  tight  breeches. 

Tet,  though  they  thus  their  knee-paoB  fellifr 
(They're  Christians,  and  tbey  know  no  belter)' 
In  mme  things  they're  a  thinking  nation  ; 
And.  on  Religious  Toleration, 
1  own  I  like  their  notions  qmie. 
They  are  so  Persiac  and  so  right ! 
Ton  know  our  Sunnrtea*, — halefiil  dogs! 
Whom  every  piona  Shiile  flogs 
Or  longs  to  flog '  — 'lis  true,  they  pray 
To  God,  bat  in  an  ill-bred  vay  ; 
Wilh  neither  arms,  nor  legs,  nor  facet 
Stuck  in  their  right,  canonic  places." 
'Til  Irue,  they  worship  Ali'a  luime'  — 
Their  Heav'n  and  otirt  are  jusl  tbe  same  — 
( A  Persian's  Heav'n  is  easily  made, 
'Tit  hut  black  eyea  and  lemonade.} 
Yet,  thoogh  we're  tried  for  centuries  back  — 
Wc  c-an't  pcnnade  tbia  stabbom  pack. 
By  bastinadoes,  screws,  or  nippers. 
To  wear  th'  establigh'd  pes'greea  slippers.* 
'HieD,  only  thildi,  the  libertine*  I 
They  wash  their  loes — they  comb  their  chins^ 
With  many  more  such  deadly  sins  ; 
And  whal's  the  worst  (though  Is5l  I  rank  il), 
Believe  the  Chapter  of  the  Blanket! 


hem  liim  chltdlj  upon  Ihno  Imponvn  v^ma, 
7.  rc|iruJ>att«  la  this  t^uUBT. 
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M  TOQ  fetrl  asT  touch  otpK^^ticcl  gi^'W. 

I  Scheme  to  ffnggest — 3Ir.  Sc^iz^jo-^mzst 

knov. 

we're  sorry  to  saj  it,  now  works  for  d< 

quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  renown, 
n?.  bj  Ion?  Qnarto  <t3U!e«.  to  Town  : 
Tinnini?  with  Rokeby  ''the  job'<  <cre  to  pay) 
Ui  do  all  the  Gentlemen's  Seats  on  the  wav. 
le  Scheme  is  Tthoogh  none  of  oar  hackneys 
can  beat  him) 

t  a  fresh  Poet  through  Highgate  to  wutt 
him; 

>y  means  of  quick  proofs  —  no  revises — 
lon^  coaches  — 

»  a  few  Villas,  before  Sc — tt  approaches. 
,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  curst  shabby, 
^ach,  without  found'ring,  at  least  Wobum- 
Abbey. 

>ir,  is  our  plan — if  you're  up  to  the  freak, 
match !  and  well  put  you  tii  training  next 
week. 

(ent,  no  more — in  reply  to  this  Letter,  a 
ill  oblige  very  much 

Tours,  et  cetera. 


lp:tter  VIII. 

lOM    C;ol/>NKL    TII — M — S    TO 
HIL — ¥F — NGT— N,  LSsQ. 


o  our  FVte'^  and  bring  with  thee 

rwest,  iKfSt  embroidery. 

ti  our  PVtf,  and  show  again 

I'u-green  catxU  thou  pink  of  men, 

i-hunird  all  eyes,  tliut  last  survey *d  it; 

lir    mm — I's  self  inquir'd  "who  made  it?" — 

r  'its  came  wond'ring,  from  the  East, 

(iii^^ht  tli(?e  Poet  Pye  at  least! 

**onie,  (if  haply  'tis  thy  week 
•king  pal(%)  with  paly  cheek; 

riifittf r  Itow. 

I<tilli<r  ciiiifMcd  a  Cord  for  the  Grand  F6te  on  the 
•liniarjr. 
jii«t«iir  actfir  of  much  risible  renown. 

lUfiii  tu,  Mf Ipomene,  scmei 

liikr«ntMn  plaeido  tumine,  Tlderis,  &c.       Horat. 

I,  ii|Nin  whtmi  thou  hut  deign'd  to  look  funnj, 

HMmly'c  Mum*  I  at  the  hour  of  his  birth  — 

t  lay  what  thry  will,  that's  the  Man  for  my  money, 

liinrs  thy  tiwrt,  but  let  me  hare  thy  mirth  ! 

rmit  of  Mr.  C— tai,  the  rery  amusing  amateur  tra- 


Thoagh  moR  we  love  thy  roteate  days. 
When  the  rich  ronge-poC  poors  its  blaie 
FbU  o'er  thy  face.  and.  amply  spread. 
Tips  even  thy  whisker-tops  with  red — 
Like  the  last  tints  of  dying  Day 
That  o'er  some  darkling  grove  delay. 

Bring  thy  best  lace,  thoa  gay  Philander, 
(That  lace,  like  H— rrj-  Al— x— nd— r. 
Too  pr>?cioo5  to  be  wash'd.)  —  thy  rings. 
Thy  seals — in  short,  thy  prettiest  things! 
Put  all  thy  wardrobe's  glories  on, 
.Vnd  yield  'm  frogs  and  fringe,  to  none 
But  the  great  R — g — t's  self  alone; 
Who — by  particular  desire — 
For  that  night  on/v.  means  to  hire 
A  dress  from  Romeo  C — tes.  Esquire.' 
Hail,  first  of  Actors :  *  best  of  R— g— t'sl 
Bom  for  each  other's  fond  allegiance ! 
Bitth  gay  Lotharios-— both  good  dressers — 
Of  serious  Farce  both  leam'd  Professors — 
Both  circled  roimd,  for  use  or  show, 
AVith  cock*s  combs,  wheresoe'er  they  go  !* 

Thou  know'st  the  time,  thoa  man  of  lore! 
It  takes  to  chalk  a  ball-room  floor — 
Thou  know'st  the  time,  too,  well-a-day! 
It  takes  to  dance  that  chalk  away.^ 
The  Ball-room  opens — &r  and  nigb 
Comets  and  suns  beneath  us  lie; 
O'er  snow-white  moons  and  stars  we  walk, 
And  the  floor  seems  one  sky  of  chalk! 
But  soon  shall  i^e  that  bright  deceit, 
When  many  a  maid,  with  busy  feet 
That  sparkle  in  the  lustre's  ray. 
O'er  the  white  path  shall  bound  and  play 
Like  Nymphs  along  the  Milky  Way: — 
With  every  step  a  star  hath  fled. 
And  sun<:  grow  dim  beneath  their  tread! 
So  passeth  life  —  (thus  Sc — tt  would  write, 
And  spinsters  read  him  with  delight,)— 
Hours  are  not  feet,  yet  hours  trip  on. 
Time  is  not  chalk,  yet  time's  soon  gone! 7 

But,  hang  this  long  digressive  flight!— 
I  meant  to  say,  thou  It  see,  that  night, 

gfdixa  here  alluded  to,  was  a  cock ;  and  nost  protmdjf^ 
his  liveries,  harness,  &c.  corered  with  this  onianwflt. 

«  To  those,  who  neither  go  to  balls  nor  read  the  Miirt 
Post,  it  may  be  necessary  to  roentioa,  that  the  loon  ft  M 
rooms,  in  general,  are  chalked,  for  saftCj  and  for  onMfl 
with  various  fanciful  devices. 

Hearts  are  not  ilint.  yvt  Hints  are  mC. 

Hearts  arc  not  steel,  yet  steel  It  bent. 
After  all.  however,  Mr.  Sc— tt  may^  well  lay  to  the  Oa 
(and,  indeed,  to  much  better  waga  ttua  the  Ouluwifc 
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"  Farewell  my  Lord,  my  Cardinal,  my  Lover! 
■'  I  mode  thee  Cardinal  —  thoo  mad'sl  me — ahl 
"  Tboa  mud'st  ihc  Papa  of  the  world  Klanuna  ! ' 

1  have  QOt  time  at  present  to  trinslatp  any  mare 

of  this  EpintJe  ;  but  I  presume  the  nrgiimcot  which 

the  Right  Hon.  Doctor  and  his  frieads  mean  la 

dednce  from  ic,  is  (in  their  usul  coDrincmg  strain) 

I  RomanisW  must  be  imworthy  of  EmnncipBtlon 

'.  beuauBe  they  had  a  PeRtcoat  Pope  in  the 

itb  Century.     NothiBg  can  he  more  logically 

dear,  and  I  Snd  thai  Horhce  hud  exactly  tlic  same 

(B  upon  the  subject. 

RlXHinu  (cliEU  pnlirl  Drgalillk !) 


LETTER  VII. 


t  159. 


Tbe  Manuscript,  found  enclosed  in  the  Dook- 
wUer's  L(^tter,  turns  uut  to  be  a  Melo-Urama,  in 
two  Acts,  entitled  " The  Book'," of  which  the 
Theatres,  of  course,  had  hod  the  refusal,  before  it 
WHS  presented  to  Messrs.  L — ck— ogt — n  and  Co. 
This  rvjecled  Drama,  however,  possesses  con- 
siderable ment,  and  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  luyiog 
a  sketch  of  it  before  my  Readers. 

The  first  Ael  opens  in  a  very  awful  manner  — 
Time,  three  o'clock  in  the  morDing— ^rcne,  Lbe 
Bourbon  Chamber'  in  C— rit — d  House — Enter 
the  P e  R — g — t  solus — After  a  few  broken 

Away  —  Away  — 
la  hannl'st  my  Gmcy  so,  thou  deviliish  Book, 

I  meet  thee — trace  thee,  wheresoe'er  I  look. 
X  thy  damned  ink  in  Eld — d'b  brows  — 
X  iiiy  fooUcap  on  my  H — rlf-— d'a  Spouse — 
-DS — tt — t's  head  recalls  thy  leafhem  case. 

And  all    thy   black-learea  stare   from   It— d— r'a 


While  turning  here  (hying  hukand  la  tii  tfa 

I  find,  ab  wretched  elt; 
Thy  Liat  of  dire  Errata  in  myself. 

(  Walti  the  aiage  In  Btmiultraldt  atfilaUim.) 
Roman  PunchI  oh  potent  Curn^WlI 
Oh  MareflchiooE  Mareschino  ob  1 
Delicious  drams  !  why  have  you  not  the  art 
To  kill  this  jpiawing  Book-warn  in  my  head  t 

Tie  is  here  interrupted  in  liis  Soliloquy  by  percd 
ing  on  the  ground  some  scribbled  fn^menu 
pnper,  which  he  inswntly  coUecia,  and  "by  I 
light  of  two  magnificent  candelnbras  "  discoven  ti 
following  unconnected  words,  "  Wife  •trgUctei' 
••  the  Booh  "~~  •'  Wro<ig  Meamret " — "lAe  Qwa 
— "  3fr.  Lambert  "—"(Ac  R—g— t" 

Hal   treason  in  my  hmuel  — Cunt  wordii  Ih 

wither 
Mj  princely  soul,  (thiiiing  ike  paprrt   iwloill 

what  Demon  bronght  you  hither? 
"  My  Wife-," — "the  Book"  tool — stay — anor 

look  — 
(hnldlHg  Ihe/ragmenti  cheer  ta  ike  ComAUm 
Alaa  1  too  plain.  B,  double  O,  E,  Book-       ^ 
Death  and  destmclion! 


J 


He  here  rings  all  the  bells,  and  a  whnle  k 
vatets  enter.  A  scene  of  cursing  and  r 
(very  much  in  the  German  style)  ensues,  to  II 
conree  of  which  mcaseDgeis  are  dispatched  in  dl 
ferent  directions,  for  the  L — rd  Ch — nc — 0— 
the  D— e  of  C— b— I— d,  &c.  Sc,  The  iaii 
mediate  lime  is  filled  op  by  another  Soliloqitj, 
the  eooclusion  of  which  tbe  aibreiaid  Prmmag 
rush  on  alarmed :  the  D— ke  with  his  sttyw  oo 
haif-laced,  and  the  Ch — nc— 11 — r  with  his  v 
thrown  hastily  over  an  old  red  nigbt-eap,  " 
maintain  the  becoming  Eplendonr  of  his  aSac' 
The  R — g— t  produces  the  appalling  ft«gm«ai 
upon  wliich  the  Ch — nc — D — r  breaks  out  li 
exclamations  of  loyalty  and  tenderacM,  and  mIh 
the  following  portentous  dresim : 

Tis  scarcely  two  hours  since 

I  had  a  fearful  dream  of  tbee,  my  P e !  — 

Melhonght  I  heard  thee,  midst  a  courtly  crowd, 
from  thy  throne  of  gold,  in  mandate  loud, 
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Worship  my  whiskers!  ** — (wequi)  not  a  knee 

was  there 
tt  bent  and  worshipp*d  the  Illastrions  Pair, 
liich  emi'd  in  conscious  msgesty  !  (puUs  out  his 

kandkarhief) — while  cries 
f  ** Whiskers,  whiskers!*'  shook  the  echoing 

skies. — 
ist  in  that  glorioDS  hoar,  methooght,  there  came, 
1th  looks  of  injor'd  pride,  a  Princely  Dame, 
nd  a  yoong  maiden,  clinging  by  her  side, 
s  if  she  feared  some  tyrant  would  divide 
wo  hearts  that  nature  and  affection  tied ! 
be  Matron  came—  within  her  right  hand  glow*d 
.  radiant  torch  ;  while  from  her  left  a  load 
f  Papers  hung —  {wipes  his  eyes)  collected  in 

her  yeil — 
be  renal  evidence,  the  slanderous  tale, 
be  wounding  hint,  the  current  lies  that  pass 
rom  Poti  to  Cmtrier,  form*d  the  motley  mass ; 
Fhich*  with  disdain,  before  the  Throne  she  throws, 
iDd  lights  the  Pile  beneath  thy  princely  nose. 

(  Weeps,) 
[«T*ns,  how  it  blaz'd ! — Fd  ask  no  livelier  fire 
With  amimation)  To  roast  a  Papist  by,  my  gra- 
cious Sire! — 
lot,  ah!  the  Evidence — (weeps  again)  I  moum*d 

to  see — 
iMt,  as  it  bum'd,  a  deadly  light  on  thee : 
Lad  Tales  and  Hints  their  random  sparkle  flung. 
Lad  hias*d  and    crackled,  like  an    old    maid's 

tongue; 
Hiilc  Post  and  Courier^  faithful  to  their  fame, 
hAe  up  in  stink  for  what  they  lack'd  in  flame. 
Hien,  lo,  ye  Gods!  the  fire  ascending  brisker, 
Tow  singes  one^  now  lights  the  other  whisker. 
Lh !  where  was  then  the  Sylphid,  that  unfurls 
ler  fiury  standard  in  defence  of  curls  ? 
lirone.  Whiskers,  Wig,  soon  vanish'd  into  smoke, 
lie  watchman  cried  "  Past  One,"  and — I  awoke. 

lere  his  Lordship  weeps  more  profusely  than 
Tcr,  and  the  R — ^g — t  (who  has  been  very  much 
fdtated  daring  the  recital  of  the  Dream)  by  a 
lorement  as  characteristic  as  that  of  Charles  XII. 
rhen  he  was  shot,  claps  his  hands  to  his  whiskers 
0  ftcl  if  all  be  really  safe.  A  Privy  Council  is 
ield — all  the  Servants,  &c.  are  examined,  and  it 
ippears  that  a  Tailor,  who  had  come  to  measure 
he  R — g — t  for  a  Dress  (which  takes  three  whole 
pages  of  the  best  superfine  clinquant  in  describing) 
WIS  the  only  person  who  had  beep  in  the  Bourbon 
Chamber  during  the  day.  It  is,  accordingly, 
determined  to  seize  the  TaUor,  and  the  Council 
Weaks  up  with  a  unanimous  resolution  to  be 
▼igoroos. 

The  commencement  of  the  Second  Act  turns 


chiefly  upon  the  Trial  and  Imprisonment  of  two 
Brothers' — but  as  this  forms  the  under  plot  of 
the  Drama,  I  shall  content  myself  with  extracting 
from  it  the  following  speech,  which  is  addressed 
the  two  Brothers,  as  they  "  exeunt  severally "  to 
Prison: — 

Go  to  your  prisons — though  the  air  of  Spring 

No  mountain  coolness  to  your  cheeks  shall  bring; 

Though  Summer  flowers  shall  pass  unseen  away. 

And  all  your  portion  of  the  glorious  day 

May  be  some  solitary  beam  that  falls. 

At  mom  or  eve,  upon  your  dreary  waUs — 

Some  beam  that  enters,  trembling  as  if  aw'd. 

To  tell  how  gay  the  young  world  laughs  abroad! 

Yet  go — for  thoughts  as  blessed  as  the  air 

Of  Spring  or  Summer  flowers  await  yon  there; 

Thoughts,  such  as  He,  who  feasts  his  courtly  crew 

In  rich  conservatories,  never  knew  ; 

Pure  self-esteem. — the  smiles  that  light  within  — 

The  Zeal,  whose  circling  charities  begin 

With  the  few  lov'd  ones  Heaven  has  plac*d  it  near. 

And  spread,  till  all  Mankind  are  in  its  sphere  ; 

The  Pride,  that  suffers  without  vaunt  or  plea. 

And  the  fresh  Spirit,  that  can  warble  free. 

Through  prison-bars,  its  hymn  to  Liberty ! 

The  Scene  next  changes  to  a  Tailor's  Work-shop, 
and  a  fancifully-arranged  group  of  these  Artists  is 
discovered  upon  the  Shop-board — Their  task  evi- 
dently of  a  royal  nature,  from  the  profusion  of 
gold-lace,  frogs,  &c.  that  lie  about — They  all  rise 
and  come  forward,  while  one  of  them  sings  the 
following  Stanzas  to  the  tune  of  "  Derry  Down." 

My  brave  brother  Tailors,  come,  straighten  your 

knees. 
For  a  moment,  like  gentlemen,  stand  up  at  ease, 
AVhile  I  sing  of  our  P e  (and  a  fig  for  his 

railers) 
The  Shop-board*s  delight !  the  Maecenas  of  Tailors ! 
Derry  down,  down,  down  derry  down. 

Some  monarchs  take  roundabout  ways  into  note. 
While  His  short  cut  to  fame  is — the  cut  of  his 

coat; 
Philip's  Son  thought  the  World  was  too  small  for 

his  Soul, 
But  our  R — g — t's  finds  room  in  a  lac'd  button -hole. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Look  through  all  Europe's  Kings — those,  at  least, 

who  go  loose  — » 
Not  a  King  of  them  all's  such  a  friend  to  the  Goose, 

»  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt  and  his  brother. 
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So,  Qod  keep  him  increasing  in  size  and  renown, 
Still  the  fieittest  and  best  fitted  P        c  about  town! 

Derry  down,  &c 

Daring  the  **  Derry  down  "  of  this  last  verse,  a 

messenger  from  the  S— c — t — y  of  S e's  Office 

rashes  on,  and  the  singer  (who,  luckily  for  the 
effect  of  the  scene,  is  the  very  Tailor  suspected  of 
the  mysterious  fragments)  is  interrupted  in  the 
midst  of  his  laudatory  exertions,  and  hurried  away, 
to  the  no  small  surprise  and  consternation  of  his 
comrades.  The  Plot  now  hastens  rapidly  in  its 
derelopement — the  management  of  the  Tailor's 
examination  is  highly  skilful,  and  the  alarm,  which 
he  is  made  to  betray,  is  natural  without  being 
ludicrous.  The  explanation,  too,  which  he  finally 
gives  is  not  more  simple  than  satisfactory.  It 
appears  that  the  said  fragments  formed  part  of  a 
self-exculpatory  note,  which  he  had  intended  to 
send  to  Colonel  M*M  —  n  upon  subjects  purely 
professional,  and  the  corresponding  bits  (which 


still  lie  luckily  in  his  pocket)  being  prodi 
skilfully  laid  beside  the  others,  the  i 
billet-doux  is  the  satisfactory  result  of  the 
position. 

Honoured  Colonel — my  Wife,  who's  the 

all  slatterns. 
Neglected  to  put  up  the  Book  of  new  Pal 
She  sent  the  wrong  Measures  too — sh 

wrong — 
They're  the  same  us'd  for  poor  Mr.  Lamb* 

young; 
But,  bless  you !  they  wouldn't  go  half  i 

R-g— t— 
So,  hope  you'll   excuse  yours  till  dea 

obedient 

This  fully  explains  the  whole  mystei 
R — g — t  resumes  his  wonted  smiles,  and  tl 
terminates  as  usual,  to  the  satisfaction  oi 
ties. 
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THE  INSURRECTION  OF  THE  PAPERS. 

A  DREAM. 

'*  It  would  be  impossible  for  his  Royal  Highness  to  disen- 
gage his  person  flrom  the  accumulating  pile  of  papers  that 
encompassed  it." — Lord  Castlbrbagh's  Speech  upon  Colonel 
M'Makon's  Appointment^  April  14.  1812. 


Last  night  I  toss'd  and  tum'd  in  bed, 
But  could  not  sleep — at  length  I  said, 
"  rU  think  of  Viscount  C— stl— r— gh, 
**  And  of  his  speeches — that's  the  way. 
And  so  it  was,  for  instantly 
I  slept  as  soimd  as  sound  could  be. 
And  then  I  dreamt  —  so  dread  a  dream ! 
Fuseli  has  no  such  theme; 
Lewis  never  wrote  or  borrow*d 
Any  horror,  half  so  horrid ! 


♦» 


Methought  the  Pr        c,  in  whisker'd  state. 
Before  me  at  his  breakfast  sate  ; 


On  one  side  lay  unread  Petitions, 
On  t'other.  Hints  from  five  Physicians 
Here  tradesmen's  bills,  —  official  papen 
Notes  from  my  Lady,  drams  for  vapou 
TTiere  plans  of  saddles,  tea  and  toast. 
Death-warrants  and  the  Morning  Post 

When  lo !  the  Papers,  one  and  all. 
As  if  at  some  magician's  call. 
Began  to  flutter  of  themselves 
From  desk  and  table,  floor  and  shelves 
And,  cutting  each  some  different  caper 
Advanc'd,  oh  Jacobinic  papers ! 
As  though  they  said,  "  Our  sole  design 
**  To  sufFocate  his  Royal  Highness  ! " 
The  Leader  of  this  vile  sedition 
Was  a  huge  Catholic  Petition, 
With  grievances  so  full  and  heavy. 
It  threaten'd  worst  of  all  the  bevy. 
Then  Common-Hall  Addresses  came 
In  swaggering  sheets,  and  took  their  ai 
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Right  St  the  Rr-g— f  s  well-dress'd  head. 

As  rSddermhCd  to  he  read. 

Next  Tradesmen's  Bills  hegan  to  fly, 

And  Tradesmen's  Bills,  we  know,  moont  high ; 

Naj,  ev'n  Death-warrants  thought  they'd  hest 

Be  lively  too,  and  join  the  rest 

Bnt,  oh  the  haaest  of  defections  ! 
His  letter  aboat  "  predilections  " — 
His  own  dear  Letter,  Toid  of  grace, 
Now  flew  np  in  its  parent's  flice  I 
Shock'd  with  his  breach  of  filial  dnty. 
He  jnst  eoold  mormar  **etTji  Brute?** 
Then  sank,  snbdaed  upon  the  floor 
At  Fox's  host,  to  rise  no  more  ! 

I  wak'd — and  pray'd,  with  lifted  hand, 
**  Oh!  never  may  this  Dream  prove  tme ; 

"  Thoogh  psper  overwhelms  the  land, 
**  Let  it  not  crosh  the  Sovereign  too ! " 


PARODY 


or  ▲  CELEBRATED  LETTEB.* 

At  length,  dearest  Freddy,  the  moment  is  nigh. 
When,  with  P — re — v—l's  leave,  I  may  throw  my 

chains  by; 
And,  as  time  now  is  precions,  the  first  thing  I  do, 
Is  to  sit  down  and  write  a  wise  letter  to  you. 


• 
• 
• 
• 
• 


* 

• 


I  meant  before  now  to  have  sent  yon  this  Letter, 
Bat  Y — rm — th  and  I  thought  perhaps  'twould  be 

better 
To  wsit  till  the  Irish  affiurs  were  decided— 
(That  is,  till  both  Houses  had  prosed  and  divided, 
With  all  doe  appearance  of  thought  and  digestion) — 
For,  though  H — rtf— rd  House  had  long  settled 

the  question, 
I  thought  it  bat  decent,  between  me  and  you. 
That  the  two  other  Houses  should  settle  it  too. 

*  Letter  from  hl«  HopA  Highness  the  Prince  Regent  to  the 
Dake  of  York,  Feb.  IS.  1812. 

'  **  I  think  ft  hardly  oeoessarjr  to  call  your  recollection  to 
the  reewt  dremnstaoces  tmder  which  I  assumed  the  authority 
HiiiegiKd  to  me  by  Parliament.*' — Prince's  Letter. 

*  **  My  seose  of  doty  to  our  Royal  father  solely  decided 
dntchoioa.**— /ML 


I  need  not  remind  you  how  cursedly  bad 
Our  affairs  were  all  looking,  when  Father  went 

mad;« 
A  straight  waistcoat  on  him  and  restrictions  on  me, 
A  more  limited  Monarchy  could  not  well  be. 
I  was  call'd  upon  then,  in  that  moment  of  puzzle. 
To  choose  my  own  Minister  — just  as  they  muzzle 
A  playftd  young  bear,  and  then  mock  his  disaster. 
By  bidding  him  choose  out  his  own  dancing* 

master. 

I  thought  the  best  way,  as  a  dutiful  son. 
Was  to  do  as  Old  Royalty's  self  would  have  done.^ 
So  I  sent  word  to  say,  I  would  keep  the  whole 

batch  in. 
The  same  chest  of  tools,  without  cleansing  or 

patching; 
For  tools  of  this  kind,  like  Martinus's  sconce ;  * 
Would  lose  all  their  beauty,  if  purified  once ; 
And  think — only  think — if  our  Father  should 

find. 
Upon  graciously  coming  again  to  his  mind,  ^ 
That  improvement  had  spoil'd  any  favourite  ad- 
viser— 
That  R — se  was  grown  honest,  or  W — stm — rel— nd 

wiser — 
That  R— d — r  was,  ev'n  by  one  twinkle,  the 

brighter — 
Or  L — V — rp— I's  speeches  but  half  a  pound  light- 

er — 
What  a  shock  to  his  old  royal  heart  it  would  be ! 
No  ! — far  were  such  dreams  of  improvement  from 

me: 
And  it  pleas'd  me  to  find,  at  the  House,  where,  you 

know,  6 
There's  such    good  mutton  cutlets,  and  strong 

cura^oa'. 
That  the  Marchioness  call'd  me  a  duteous  old  boy, 
And  my  Y — rm — th's  red  whiskers  grew  redder 

for  joy. 

You  know,  my  dear  Freddy,  how  oft,  if  I  taouldy 
By  the  law  of  last  Sessions  I  might  have  done  good. 
I  might  have  withheld  these  political  noodles 
From  knocking  their  heads  against  hot  Yankee 

Doodles  ; 
I  might  have  told  Ireland  I  pitied  her  lot. 
Might  have  sooth 'd  her  with  hope — but  you  know 

I  did  not. 

*  The  antique  shield  of  Martinus  Scriblerus,  which,  upon 
scouring,  turned  out  to  be  only  an  old  sconce. 

>  "  I  waved  any  personal  grati6cation,  in  order  that  his 
Majesty  might  resume,  on  his  restoration  to  health,  every 
power  and  prerogatire,"  Stc.  —  Prince's  Letter. 

*  "  And  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  such  was 
the  opinion  of  persons  for  whose  judgment,"  &c.  ftc.  —  Ibid. 

7  The  letter-writer's  favourite  luncheon. 
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wish  it,  in  tmth,  that  the  best  of  old 

lows 

>t,  OQ  recovering,  hare  cause  to  he  jealous, 

:hat,  while  he  has  been  laid  on  the  shelf^ 

en  all  of  us  nearly  as  mad  as  himself. 

:  at  my  hopes — bat  the  Doctors  and  I, 

St  that  can  think  the  K-— ng  ever  will  die.  * 

era's  arrived ', — though  yoa*d  hardly 
lieve  it — 

lings,  of  course,  must  be  new  to  receive  it 
IS,  new  fetes  (which  ev*n  Waithman  at- 
nds) — 

lies,  new  helmets,  and — why  not  new 
end*? 


U  "  New  Friends  " — for  I  cannot  describe 

jht  I  am  in  with  this  P — re — v— 1  tribe. 

aring! — Such  vapouring ! — Such  rigour! 

Such  vigour! 

»uth,  East,  and  West,  they  have  cut  such 

figure, 

1  they  will  bring  the  whole  world  round 

rears, 

I  us  no  iVicnds — ^butOld  Nick  and  Algiers. 

I  think  of  the  glory  they've  beam'd  on 
y  chains, 

gh  quite  to  turn  my  illustrious  brains, 
jre  are  bankrupts  in  commerce  and  riches, 

how  we  find  our  Allies  in  new  breeches! 
t  the  wann  hearts  of  the  Irish,  *tis  granted, 
wo*ve  got  Java,  an  island  much  wanted, 
(t  la>it  lingering  few  who  remain, 
alrlieren  warriors,  out  of  their  pain. 
r  Wellington  fights !  and  how  squabbles 
%  bnjther  1 , 

Ufl  the  one,  and  with  Papists  the  other; 
ling  Napoleon  by  taking  a  City, 
•ther  lays  waste  a  whole  Cath'lic  Com- 
tU^. 

of  renown !  —  shall  I  boggle  or  flinch, 
h  prospects  before  me  ?  by  Jove,  not  an 
?h. 

KnylatuTu  affairs  go  to  rack,  if  they  will, 
k  after  th*  affairs  of  the  Continent  still  ; 
1  nothing  at  home  but  starvation  and  riot, 
)on  in  bread,  and  keep  Sicily  quiet 


ninlj  am  the  lait  penon  In  the  kingdom  to  whom 

TmUtt>«l  to  deipalr  of  our  royal  father's  recoTery." 

Lrttrr. 

r  ora  is  now  arrived,  and  I  cannot  but  reflect  with 

."Ac — iM. 

0  no predllectloos  to  Indulge,  —no  resentments  to 

Ibid. 


I  am  proud  to  declare  I  have  no  predilections,  ^ 
My  heart  is  a  cieve,  where  some  icatter'd  affectioDs 
Are  just  dane'd  about  for  a  moment  or  two. 
And  the  fater  they  are,  the  more  sore  to  ma 

through: 
Neither  feel  I  resentmenta,  nor  wish  there  sboild 

come  ill  ' 

To  mortal — except  (now   I  think   on't)  Beis 

Br — mm — 1 
>Vho  threaten'd  last  year,  in  a  taperfine  ptmoii, 
To  cut  aie,  and  bring  the  old  K — ng  into  ftshioo. 
This  is  all  I  can  lay  to  my  conscience  at  present; 
When  such  is  my  temper,  so  neutral,  so  pleassnt, 
So  rojrally  firee  from  all  troublesome  feelings, 
So  little  encumber'd  by  ftith  in  my  dealings 
(And  that  Fm  consistent  the  world  will  allow. 
What  I  was  at  Newmarket  the  same  I  am  nov). 
When  such  are  my  merits  (you  know  I  hate  end- 

ing), 
I  hope,  like  the  Vender  of  Best  Patent  Blacking, 
**  To  meet  with  the  genVoos  and  kind  approfatfioB 
**  Of  a  candid,  enlighten'd,  and  liberal  natkm.* 

By  the  bye,  ere  I  close  this  magnificent  Letter, 
(No  man,  except  Pole,  ooold  have  writ  joa  a 

better,) 
Twould  please  me  if  those,  whom  Pve  hmnlng'd 

so  long^ 
With  the  notion  (good  men !)  that  I  knew  right 

from  wrong. 
Would  a  few  of  them  join  me  — mind,  only  a  fev— 
To  let  too  much  light  in  on  me  never  would  do; 
But  even  Grey's  brightness  shan*t  make  me  sfitid, 
While  Fve  C— md— n  and  Eld— n  to  fly  to  for 

shade; 
Nor  will  Holland's  clear  intellect  do  na  mpch  hann, 
While  there's  W — stm — rd — nd   near  him  tt» 

weaken  the  chann. 
As  for  Moira*8  high  spirit,  if  anght  can  subdne  iti 
Sure  joining  with  H— rtf— fd  and  T— m— th  will 

do  it! 
Between  R—d— r  and  Wh— rt— n  let  Sheridaa  Bt, 
And  the  fogs  will  soon  quench  even  Aeridan's  vil: 
And  against  all  the  pure  public  filing  that  i^kwf 
Ev'n  in  Whitbread  himself  we've  a  Host  in  G— ip 

R— sel 
So,  in  short,  if  they  wish  to  have  Plaeef»  tfc^ 

may. 
And  ril  thank  you  to  tell  all  these  msttm  to  Gr|^ 


*  **  I  cannot  conclude  without  esfMrenhDif  the 
1  should  feel  If  some  of  thoee  persona  wftk 
hahtts  of  mjr  public  life  were  flmned  would 
bands,  and  constitute  a  part  of  mj  gwuinent.*' 

*  "  You  are  authorlied  to  commnnleite  then 
Lord  Grey.  who.  I  hare  no  doubt,  wUt 
Lord  GrenvUle."— iMf. 
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rho,  I  doabt  not,  will  write  (at  there*t  no  time  to 

Books,  that,  hi  flrom  every  eye. 

lose) 

In  •*  swelter'd  venom  sleeping  "  lie,) 

7  the  twopenny  post  to  tell  GhrenviUe  the  news; 

Stick  them  in  between  the  two. 

nd  now,  dearest  Fred  (though  Fve  no  predilec- 

Proud Pea-hen  and  old  Cuckoo. 

tion). 

Now  you  have  the  triple  feather. 

eliere  me  yours  always  with  truest  affection. 

Bind  the  kindred  stems  together 

With  a  silken  tie,  whose  hue 

P.  8.  A  copy  of  this  is  to  P— re— 1  going » 

Once  was  brilliant  Buff  and  Blue; 

Dod  Lord,  how  St  Stephen's  will  ring  with  his 

Sullied  now — alas,  how  much  I 

cruwmgl 

Only  fit  for  Y— rm— th's  touch. 

There— enough — thy  task  is  done ; 
Present,  worthy  G ge's  Son; 

Now,  beneath,  in  letters  neat. 

ANACREONTIC 

Write  **  I  SERVE,"  and  all's  complete. 

TO  ▲  FLUXASSIEB. 

Furs  and  feathery  artisan. 

Bert  of  Flumists  (if  you  can 

With  your  art  so  fiur  presume) 

Make  for  me  a  Pr — ce*8  Plume— 

EXTRACTS 

Feathers  soft  and  feathers  rare. 

SLM^L^  ^   AwA^^^   Jk   ^^ 

Such  as  suits  a  Pr — ce  to  wear. 

FROM  THE  DIART  OF  ▲  POLITICTAN. 

First,  thou  downiest  of  men. 

Wedttetda^, 

Seek  me  out  a  fine  Pea-hen; 

Through  M — ^uch — st — ^r  Square  took  a  canter 

Such  a  Hen,  so  tall  and  grand. 

just  now — 

As  by  Juno*s  side  might  stand. 

Met  the  old  yellow  chariot^,  and  made  a  low  bow. 

If  there  were  no  cocks  at  hand. 

This  I  did,  of  course,  thinking  'twas  loyal  and  civil, 

Seek  her  feathers,  soft  as  down. 

But  got  such  a  look — oh  'twas  black  as  the  devil! 

Fit  to  shine  on  Pr — ce*8  crown; 

How  unlucky  I — incog,  he  was  trav'lling  about. 

If  thou  canst  not  find  them,  stupid ! 

And  I,  like  a  noodle,  must  go  find  him  out 

Ask  the  way  of  Prior's  Cupid.* 

Mem. — when  next  by  the  old  yellow  chariot  I  ride, 

Banging  these  in  order  due. 

To  remember  there  is  nothing  princely  inside. 

Pluck  me  next  an  old  Cuckoo; 

Fjnblem  of  the  happy  fates 

Tkurtdajf. 

Of  easy,  kind,  comuted  mates. 

At  Levee  to-day  made  another  sad  blunder — 

Pluck  him  well — be  sure  you  do — 

What  can  be  come  over  me  lately,  I  wonder  ? 

Who  wouldn't  be  an  old  Cuckoo, 

The  Pr— «e  was  as  cheerful,  as  i^  all  his  life, 

Thus  to  have  his  plumage  blest. 

He  had  never  been  troubled  with  Friends  or  a 

Beaming  on  a  R — ^y — 1  crest  ? 

Wife  — 

"  Fine  weather,"  says  he — to  which  I,  who  must 

Braro^  Plumist! — now  what  bird 

prate. 

Shall  we  find  for  Plume  the  third? 

Answered, "  Yes,  Sir,  but  changeable  rather,  of  late." 

You  must  get  a  learned  Owl, 

He  took  it,  I  fear,  for  he  look'd  somewhat  gruff. 

Bleakest  of  black-letter  fowl,  — 

And  handled  his  new  pair  of  whiskers  so  rough. 

Bigot  bird,  that  hates  the  light,  3 

That  before  all  the  courtiers  I  fear'd  they'd  come 

Foe  to  all  that's  fair  and  bright. 

off; 

Seise  his  quills,  (so  form'd  to  pen 

And  then.  Lord,  how  Geramb^  would  triumph- 

Books S  that  shun  the  search  of  men ; 

antly  scoff! 

>  **  I  ilull  Mod  a  oopj  of  this  letter  Immediately  to  Mr. 

*  In  allusion  to  "  the  Book  "  which  created  such  a  sens- 

ffwfil.** —  Prinee't  Letter. 

ation  at  that  period. 

1  tm  Priori  poem,  entitled  **  The  Dove." 

*  The  Htcog.  Tehicle  of  the  Pr— ce. 

ip-.fv^.^ 

>  Baron  Geramb,  the  rival  of  his  R.  H.  in  whiskers. 

]£  Q 
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» buy  for  son  Dicky  some  nngaent  or  lotion 
1  his  whiskers — sure  rood  to  promotion  I  ^ 

Sotarday. 
night  a  Concert — vastly  gay — 

1  by  Lady  C — stl — r — ^gh. 

iOrd  loves  music,  and,  we  know, 

'  two  strings  always  to  his  bow.*'< 

oosing  songs,  the  R — g^— t  nam*d 

il  a  heart  for  fahehoodfrawCd," 

J  gentle  H — rtf— d  begg'd  and  pray'd 

Young  I  am,  and  aort  afraidJ* 


EPI6RA11 


rs  to-day  ? — Oh !  worse  and  worse- 
the  Pr— ce's  Privy  Purse !  "— 
«*s  Pwrte !  no,  no,  you  fool, 
the  Pr— ce*s  Ridicule 


\  CRACK  4  AND  HIS  IDOLS. 

AFTER    THE    LATE    NEGOTIATION    FOB 
A  NEW    M— N — STBT. 

:k  was  the  best  of  all  possible  Kings, 
t,  so  his  Courtiers  would  swear  to  you 

Jy,) 

now  and  then  would  do  het*rodox  things, 
last,  took  to  worshipping  Images  sadly. 

?n-down  Idols,  that  long  had  been  plac'd 

;her'8  old  Cabinet,  pleas'd  him  so  much, 

elt  down  and  worshipp'd,  though — such 

his  taste !  — 

re  monstrous  to  look  at,  and  rotten  to 

h. 

were  the    beautiful  Gods  of   King 
Ik!  — 
eople,  disdaining  to  worship  such  things. 


ft  not  the  onlf  country  where  merit  of  this  kind 

reirardcd.  "  I  remember."  Mys  Tavemler,  ••  to 

of  the  King  of  PertU's  porter*,  whose  mustaches 

hat  he  could  tic  them  behind  his  nedt.  for  which 

«  double  pension." 

:al  figure  used  by  Lord  C~stl— r— gh,  In  one 

I. 

[•^cm— h— n. 


Cried  alood,  one  and  all,  ''Come,  your  Godships 
must  pack — 
**  Toull  not  do  for  icf^  though  you  wuof  do  for 
King$r 

Then,  trampling  these  images  onder  their  feet, 
They  sent  Crack  a  petition,  beginning  **  Gieit 
Caesar! 
*^  We're  willing  to  worship ;  but  only  entreat 
**  That  yonll  find  ns  aome  deDoUer  Godheidi 
than  these  are.** 

*<  ni  try,"  says  King  Crack— so  they  ftamiih'd 
him  models 
Of  better  shap*d  Goda»  but  he  sent  them  lU 
back; 
Some  were  chiselled  too  fine,  aome  had  beads  *itad 
of  noddles, 
In  short,  they  were  all  wmdi  too  godlike  ftr 
Crack. 

So  he  took  to  his  dariing  old  Idols  again, 
And,  just  mending  their  legs  and  new  bnanig 
their  faces, 
In  open  defiance  of  Gods  and  of  man. 
Set  the  monsters  up  grinning  onee  more  inttar 
places. 


WHATS  MY  THOUGHT  LIKE  f 


QuuL  Why  is  a  Pump  like 
r— gh? 

Answ.  Because  it  is  a  slender  thing  of  wood. 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  arm  doth  fw^i 
And  coolly  spout  and  spout  and  qioiitsviy« 

In  one  weak,  washy,  everlasting  floodi 


acqnalMiBi.    IT  «• 


<  One  of  those  antediluvian  Prlnoet,  witb 
and  Whlston  seem  so  intimately 
the  Memoirs  of  Thoth,  tnm  which 
History,  we  should  find,  I  dara  i^«  that 
a  Regent,  and  that  he,  perhapa,  iiiaoaili 
(as  Whlston  says)  was  the  last  Kinc  of  Iha 
Dynasty. 
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BIALOOVX     BgrWKBM     ▲     GATHOUO     DELBOAm 
AMD  ma  »— T— L  B — OBR- 


or 


Said  hk  Hig^UMis  to  Ned  S  with  that  grim  fiu9e  of 

hii, 

**  Why  veftne  OS  theFefti^  dear  Gatholio  Neddy?" 

<*  Beeaoae,  Sr,''  Mid  Ned,  looking  fUl  in  hiaphis, 

**  ToaYe  Jminidmg  enough,  in  aU  oonaeienoe, 

alreadyr 


WREATHS  FOB  THE  MINISTERS. 

AM  ANACBSOHTIO. 

HinBB,  Flora,  Queen  of  Floweral 
HaMe  diM  fKm  Old  Brompton'a  bowera^- 
Or,  (if  aweeter  that  abode) 
From  (ha  King'a  well-odoor'd  Road, 
Where  eaeh  little  nuaery  tmd 
HnialhM  the  dnat  and  qmifEB  the  mod. 
ffither  ooBM  and  gaily  twine 
Brl^ileat  herba  and  flowera  of  thine 
hrto  wreadia  for  thoae,  who  role  ni, 
Thoae,  who  rule  and  (some  say)  fool  ns — 
Flora,  sore,  will  love  to  please 
England*a  Hoosehold  Deities !« 

First  yon  mnat  then,  willy-nilly, 
Feleh  me  many  an  orange  lily — 
Orange  of  the  darkest  dye 
Irish  G — ^ff— rd  can  supply ;  — 
Chooae  me  out  the  longest  sprig, 
And  atiek  it  in  old  Eld— n's  wig. 

Ffaid  me  next  a  Poppy  posy, 
Type  of  hia  harangoes  so  dozy. 
Garland  gaudy,  dull  and  cool. 
To  crown  the  head  of  L— v — rp — I 
Twill  eooaole  his  brilliant  brows 
For  that  loas  of  lanrel  boughs. 
Which  they  aoiTer'd  (what  a  pity!) 
On  the  road  to  Paria  City. 

^fnM,  the  hmBL  of  the  I>elegaCM  of  the  Irith 

Id  Uke  manner,  crowned  their  Laret,  or 

See  Jnrenal,  Sat.  9.  !▼.  13S.  —  Plutarch, 

UMtHooKhold  Gods  were  then,  as  they  are  now, 

to  War  and  penal  Statntet.**— ifivnMfdiif  mm 

HbmI  hrttatlmw  of  the  Shamrock  which  are  dis- 
oir  C  n  Home  every  Fn^ 


Next,  oor  C    atl    r— gfa  to  orown. 
Bring  me  from  the  County  Down, 
'^ther'd  Shamrocks,  which  have  been: .' 
Gilded  o'er,  to  hide  thi  green —         .  j^-.. 
(Such  as  H— df— t  broog^  away 
From  Pall-Mall  last  PatriekVdayS)—   ' 
Stitch  the  garland  throng^  and  through 
With  shabby  threads  ofmery  hmts  -— 
And  as,  Goddeas! — 0i<rf  mmi — 
His  lordship  lores  (though  best  of  men) 
A  little  tarturty  now  and-then. 
Crimp  the  leaves,  thou  firat  of  Syrena, 
Crimp  them  with  thy  curling-irona. 

That's  enough— away,  away — 
Had  I  leisure,  I  could  say 
How  the  oUiut  ross  that  growa 
Must  be  plttck'd  to  deck  Old  Rose— 
How  the  Doctor's  4  brow  should  smile 
Crown'd  with  wreaths  of  camomile. 
But  time  presaes — to  thy  taste 
I  leave  the  rest,  ao,  prithee,  haste  I 


EPIGRAM. 


DIALOOUB  BKTWKSN  ▲  DOWIOBB  AlTD  HKR  XAID 
ON  THE  NIOHT  Or  LOBD  T — BM — TR'b  jfTB. 

**  I  WANT  the  Court  Guide,"  said  my  lady,  '*to  look 
'^  If  the  House,  Seymour  Place,  be  at  30.  or 
20."— 
**  We've  lost  the  Court  Guide,  Ma'am,  but  here's 
the  Red  Book, 
Where  yoall  find,  I  dare  say,  Seymour  Places 
in  plenty!" 


HORACE,  ODE  XL  LIB.  IL 

PBEELT  TRANSLATED  BT  THE  PR— K^E   B — G — T.^ 

«  Come,  Y — rm — th,  my  boy,  never  trouble  your 
brains. 
About  what  your  old  crony, 
The  Emperor  Boney, 
Is  doing  or  brewing  on  Muscovy's  plains  ; 

*  The  iobri^uet  given  to  Lord  Sidmooth. 

*  This  and  the  following  ere  extracted  from  a  Work, 
which  may.  loroe  time  or  other,  meet  the  eye  of  the  Public — 
entitled  **  Odea  of  Horace,  done  into  English  by  several  Per- 
sons of  Fashion." 

*  Quid  belllcosus  Cantaber,  et  Scythes, 
Hlrpine  Quinctl,  cogitet,  Hadria 

EHrisus  objecto,  remittas 
Qiuerae. 
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1   Nor  tremble,  my  lad,  at  the  state  of  our  granaries: 
Shoald  there  come  famine, 
Still  plentj  to  cram  in 
Ton  always  shall  have,  my  dear  Lord  of  the 
Stannaries. 

Brisk  let  OS  revel,  while  revel  we  may; 
s  For  the  gay  bloom  of  fifty  soon  passes  away. 
And  then  people  get  &t, 
And  infirm,  and— all  that, 
s  And  a  wig  (I  confess  it)  so  clumsily  sits. 
That  it  frightens  the  little  Loves  out  of  their  wits ; 

4  Thy  whiskers,  too,  T—rm — th! — alas,  even  they, 
Though  so  rosy  they  bum. 
Too  quickly  must  turn 
(What  a  heart-breaking  change  for  thy  whis- 
kers!) to  Orey. 

>  Then  why,  my  Lord  Warden,  oh!  why  should 
you  fidget 
Your  mind  about  matters  you  don't  understand  ? 
Or  why  should  you  write  yourself  down  for  an 
idiot. 
Because  ^you^**  forsooth,  *^havt  the  pen  in 
your  hand  I** 

Think,  think  how  much  better 
Than  scribbling  a  letter, 
(Which  both  you  and  I 
Should  avoid  by  the  bye,) 
•  How  much  pleasanter  'tis  to  sit  under  the  bust 
Of  old  Charley  7,  my  friend  here,  and  drink 
like  a  new  one; 
While  Charley  looks  sulky  and  frowns  at  me,  just 
As  the  Ghost  in  the  Pantomime  frowns  at  Don 

Juan. 
•  To  crown  us.  Lord  Warden, 
In  C— mb — rl — nd's  garden 
Grows  plenty  of  monA'«  hood  in  venomous  sprigs : 


1  Nee  trepidet  in  utum 

Poscentli  0vf  pauca. 
I  Fngit  retro 

Levis  JuTentas  et  decor. 

>  Pellente  laaciToc  amoret 

Canltie. 
<  Neqoe  uno  Lana  rmbena  niteC 

Vultu. 
»  Quid  Ktemis  mhtorem 

CoDciliit  animum  (ktigaa  ? 

*  Cur  non  sub  alta  vel  platano,  vel  bac 
Pinu  Jaceotei  sic  temere. 

7  Charles  Fox. 

*  Roa 
Canos  odorad  capillos, 

Dum  licet,  Assyriaque  nardo 
Potamus  uncti. 

*  Qnls  poer  odus 


While  Otto  of  Roses 
Refreshing  all  noses 
Shall  sweetly  exhale  from  our  whiskers  i 

9  What  youth  of  the  Household  will  cool  o 
In  that  streamlet  delicious. 
That  down  *midst  the  dishes, 
AU  foil  of  gold  fishes. 
Romantic  doth  fiow? — 
»o  Or  who  will  repair 

Unto  M^— ch ^r  Sq        c. 

And  see  if  the  gentle  Mardusa  be  ther 
Go— bid  her  haste  hither, 
11  And  let  her  bring  with  her 
The  newest  No-Popery  Sermon  that*s  | 
1*  Oh  I  let  her  come,  with  her  dark  tresses 
All  gentle  and  juvenile,  curly  and  gay. 
In  the  manner  of^Ackermann's  Dn 
May! 


HORACE,  ODE  XXIL  LIR  L 

FBEELT  TRANSULTED  BT  LORD  XLD 

19  The  man  who  keeps  a  conscience  pure 

(If  not  his  own,  at  least  his  Prince's,' 

Through  toil  and  danger  walks  secure. 

Looks  big  and  black,  and  never  win< 

1^  No  want  has  he  of  sword  or  dagger, 
Cock'd  hat  or  ringlets  of  Geramb; 
Though  Peers  may  laugh,  and  Papists  i 
He  doesn't  care  one  single  d-mn. 

i^  Whether  midst  Irish  chairmen  going. 
Or  through  St  Giles's  alleys  dim, 
'Mid  drunken  Sheelahs,  blasting,  blowi 
No  matter,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 


Restinguet  ardentis  Falemi 
Pocula  prdttereumie  %riwpAa  f 

Quis eliciet  domo 

Ljden? 

Ebuma.  die  age,  com  Ijra  (qu.  Urn 
Maturet. 

Incomtam  Liccimb 
More  comam  religata  nodo. 
Integer  vitse  scelerisque  poms. 

Non  eget  Mauri  Jaculis,  neqoe  area. 
Nee  renenatis  gravida  sagittis. 

Fusee,  pharetra. 

Sire  per  Sjrrtes  iter  sntuoeas. 
Sire  facturus  per  inhotpitalem 
Caueasum,  rel  quse  loca  fiOHiIotos 
Lambit  Hydaspes. 
The  Noble  Translator  had.  at  first,  laid  the  icei 
Imagined  dangers  of  his  Man  of  CoDsdeiice  ama 
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1  For  instance,  I,  one  evening  late, 
Upon  a  gay  Tacation  sally, 
Singing  the  praise  of  Chnrch  and  State, 
Got  (God  knows  how)  to  Cranhoorae  Alley. 

When  lo!  an  Irish  Papist  darted 

Across  my  path,  gaunt,  grim,  and  big — 

I  did  but  firown,  and  olF  he  started. 
Scared  at  me,  even  without  my  wig. 

*  Yet  a  more  fierce  and  raw-bon*d  dog 

Goes  not  to  mass  in  Dublin  City, 
Nor  shakes  his  brogue  o'er  Allen's  Bog, 
Nor  spouts  in  Catholic  Committee, 

'  (Mil  plaee  me  midst  0*Rourkes,  OTooles, 
The  ragged  royal-blood  of  Tan; 
Or  place  me  where  Dick  M — ^rt — n  rules 
The  houseless  wilds  of  Connemara; 

*  Of  Chnrch  and  State  Fll  warble  still 

Though  er'n  Dick  M — rt — n's  self  should 
grumble; 
Sweet  Church  and  State,  like  Jack  and  Jill, 

*  So  loringly  upon  a  hill — 

Ah!  ne'er  like  Jack  and  Jill  to  tumble! 


pitti  of  Spain,  and  bad  translated  the  words  "  quae  loca/ofru- 
htmlamita  Hydaspes"  thus—"  The  fabling  Spaniard  ticks 
the  French ;  **  but,  recollecting  that  it  is  our  Interest  Just 
Bov  to  be  respectful  to  Sptmigh  Catholics  (though  there  is 
certatnJy  no  earthly  reason  for  our  being  even  commonly  civil 
to  Iritk  ODca).  he  altered  the  passage  as  it  stands  at  present. 

'  Namqoe  me  sHvA  lupus  in  SabinA, 

Dum  meam  canto  Lalagen,  et  ultra 
Terminum  curis  vagor  expeditis, 
Fugit  inermem. 

I  eanooc  help  calling  the  reader's  attention  to  the  peculiar 
ingenuiry  with  which  these  lines  are  paraphrased.  Not  to 
mentioo  the  happy  conversion  of  the  Wolf  into  a  Papist, 
(irrfar  that  Romulus  was  suckled  by  a  wolf,  that  Rome  was 
founded  by  Romulus,  and  that  the  Pope  has  always  reigned 
at  Rome),  there  is  sometliing  particularly  neat  in  supposing 
**  slrm  ffTMinum "  to  mean  vacation-time :  and  then  the 
■lodctt  cooadousoess  with  which  the  Noble  and  Learned 
Translator  has  avoided  touching  upon  the  words  "  curis  ex- 
paOit,**  (or,  as  it  has  been  otherwise  read,  "  caiats  cjpedi- 
lii,'*)aad  the  felidtoua  idea  of  his  being  •*  inermis "  when 
**  wltho«tf  hia  wig.'*  are  altogether  the  most  delectable  sped, 
of  paraphrase  in  our  language. 

Quale  portentnm  neque  militarls 
Daonias  latis  alit  sMCuletis, 
N«e  Jubs  t^hu  generat  leonnm 
Arlda  nutrlx. 


THS 

NEW  COSTUME  OF  THE  MINISTERS. 

— —  Nova  monstra  ereavit. 

Ono.  MeUmunyk,  1.  L  v.  4S7. 

Havino  sent  off  the  troops  of  brave  Migor  Camac, 
With  a  swinging  horse-tail  at  each  yalorous  back. 
And  such  helmets,  God  bless  us!  as  never  deck'd 

any 
Male  creature  before,  except  Signor  Giovanni — 
♦*  Let's  see,"  said  the  R— g— t  (like  Titus,  perplex'd 
With  the  duties  of  empire,)  **  whom  tihaU  I  dress 

next?" 

He  looks  in  the  glass — but  perfection  is  there. 
Wig,  whiskers,  and  chin-tufts  all  right  to  a  hair;* 
Not  a  single  er-curl  on  his  forehead  he  traces — 
For  curls  are  like  Ministers,  strange  as  the  case  is, 
The  falter  they  are,  the  more  firm  in  their  places. 
His  coat  he  next  views — but  the  coat  who  could 

doubt? 
For  his  Y— rm— th's  own  Frenchified  hand  cut  it 

out; 
Every  pucker  and  seam  were  made  matters  of  state. 
And  a  Grand  Household  Council  was  held  on  each 

plait 

Then  whom  shall  he  dress  ?  shall  he  new-rig 
his  brother, 
Great  C — mb— rl — d*8  Duke,  with  some  kickshaw 
or  other  ? 

3  Pone  me  pigris  ubi  nulla  campis 

Arbor  sMtiva  recreatur  aura : 
Quod  latus  mundi,  nebulae,  malusque 
Jupiter  urget. 

I  must  here  remark,  that  the  said  Dick  M— rt— n  being  a 
very  good  fellow,  it  was  not  at  ail  fair  to  make  a  "  malus 
Jupiter"  of  him. 

<  Dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 

Dulce  loquentem. 

^  There  cannot  be  imagined  a  more  happy  illustration  of 
the  inseparability  of  Church  and  State,  and  their  (what  is 
called)  "  standing  and  falling  together,"  than  this  ancient 
apologue  of  Jack  and  Jill.  Jack,  of  course,  represents  the 
State  in  this  ingenious  little  Allegory. 

Jack  fell  down. 
And  broke  his  Crotan^ 
And  Jill  came  tumbling  after. 

•  That  model  of  Princes,  the  Emperor  Commodus,  was 
particularly  luxurious  in  the  dressing  and  ornamenting  of 
his  hair.  His  conscience,  however,  would  not  suffer  him  to 
trust  himself  with  a  barber,  and  he  used,  accordingly,  to  bum 
oflThis  beard—" timore tonsoris,"  says  Lampridius.  (Hitt.  Au. 
gnst.  Scriptor.)  The  dissolute  £lius  Verus,  too,  wa»  equally 
attentive  to  the  decoration  of  his  wig.  (See  Jul.  Capitolin.)  — 
Indeed,  this  was  not  the  on/p  princely  trait  in  the  character 
of  Verus,  as  he  had  likewise  a  most  hearty  and  dignified  con- 
tempt for  his  Wife See  his  instUting  answer  to  her  in 

Spartianus. 
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J  invent  him  more  Christian-like  shapes 
ither-bed  neckcloths  and  pillory  capes, 
-here  his  ardour  would  meet  with  delays, 
like  had  been  lately  pack'd  op  in  new 
jrs, 

te  for  the  winter,  he  saw  very  plain 
e  devilish  hard  work  to  vnpack  him 
in. 

t*s  to  be  done? — there*s  the  Ministers, 

ss  *em !  — 

e  the  puppets,  why  shouldn't  he  </reM*em? 

client  thought!  —  call  the  tailors — be 

ible— 

n  bring  his  spy-glass,  and  H— rtf— d 

thimble ; 

r — nn — th  shall  give  us,  in  spite  of  all 
zzers, 

Paris  cut  with  his  true  Gallic  scissors." 

ig,  he  calls  C— stl — r — gh,  and  the  rest 

v^en-bom  statesmen,  to  come  and  be  drest 

-rm — ^th,  with  snip-like  and  brisk  ex- 

jtion, 

11  at  once,  a  large  Cathlic  Petition 

lors*  measures,  (the  P — e  crying  **  Well- 

le!" 

mts  in  hand  my  liOrd  Chancellor  Eld — ^n. 


CORRESPONDENCE 

.^EEN  A  LADY  AND  GENTLEMAN, 

S,   ADVANTAGE  OF   (WHAT  IS  CALLED) 
lAVINO   LAW>    ON   0NE*8   SIDE.*' 

Hie  Gentleman's  Proposal, 

"  I^gge  aurea, 
S'ei  place,  ei  lice." 

to  these  arms,  nor  let  beauties  so  bloomy 

frigid  owner  be  tied  ; 

es  may  revile,  and  your  old  ones  look 

>inyt 

.rest,  we've  Law  on  our  side. 

:  the  delight  of  two  lovers  congenial, 

10  dull  decorums  divide ; 

rhow  sweet,  and  their  raptures  how 

Vi/, 

Qce  they've  got  Law  on  their  side. 

>  In  alliuloD  to  Lord  Ell— nb— gh. 


'Tis  a  tluug,  that  in  ererj  King's  wign  has  been 
done,  too: 
Then  why  should  it  now  be  decried  ? 
If  the  Father  has  done  it,  why  ihoaldn*t  the  800, 
too? 
For  so  argues  Law  00  onr  side. 

And,  ev'n  should  our  sweet  violation  of  doty 
By  cold-blooded  jurors  be  tried,  I 

They  can  but  bring  it  in  **  a  misfortune,**  my  beaoty, 
As  long  as  we've  Law  on  oar  tide.  1 


7%e  LaAfM  Atuwer, 

Hold,  hold,  my  good  sir,  go  a  little  more  sbwlj; 

For,  grant  me  so  fiuthless  a  bride. 
Such  sinners  as  we,  are  a  little  too  hwfy. 

To  hope  to  have  Law  on  our  side. 

Had  you  been  a  great  Prince,  to  whose  star  shining 
o'er  'em 
The  people  should  look  for  their  guide. 
Then  your  Highness  (and  welcome !)  might  kick 
down  decorum — 
You'd  always  have  Law  on  your  side. 

Were  you  ev'n  an  old  liarqnis,  in  mischief  grown 
hoary. 

Whose  heart,  though  it  long  ago  died 
To  the  pleasures  of  vice,  is  alive  to  its  ghj — 

You  still  would  have  Law  on  your  side. 

But  for yoM,  Sir,  Crim.  Con.  is  a  path  fhU  of tronbki; 

By  my  advice  therefore  abide, 
And  leave  the  pursuit  to  those  Princes  and  Nolifei 

Who  have  »uch  a  Law  on  their  side. 


OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  NEW  THBATBS 
OF  ST.  8T— PH— N, 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  BPOKEH  BT  Til 
PROPRIETOR  IN  FULL  C08TC7MB,  ON  IBB  S4H 
OF  NOVEMBER,    1812. 

This  day  a  New  House,  for  your  edification. 
We  open,  most  thinking  and  right-headed  utioil 
Excuse  the  materials — though  rotten  and  bad, 
They're  the  best  that  for  money  joat  nov  eooUkf 

had; 
And,  if  echo  the  charm  of  such  hooiei  abonU  bi 
You  will  find  it  shall  echo  my  speech  to  a  T. 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


Ibr  aetan,  we^e  got  the  M  Corapany  yet, 
aae  motley,  odd,  trsgi-comicul  set; 
Mlid'riiig  Ihpj  all  were  but  clerlial'otber  day, 
vly  lorpnaiDg  how  well  they  cim  play, 
[•uagcr  I,  (he,  wbo  in  Claier  wm  nurst, 
sof  Erin  gn  Brah  for  the  galleries  firat, 
D  Snding  fV(l-iatere(l  ■  much  better  thing, 
^d  hii  notP  of  ■  nuldeo,  to  GW  wre  fAe  fi'n^J 
iw  u  he'*  bloomiog,  and  &l  ai  be'i  clevei 
If  ind  hi*  speeches  m  U»gthy  u  ever, 
iBen  yoa  niU  the  (Ul  uie  of  hia  breUfa, 
Lrroteal  and  loiig-«ind«d  pnwer  till  death. 


aeaKn.  when  things  wen 

d>D«>g>g«(»a 

block  to  rehearee  on) 

igood«ortofper»on, 

tin  eiaploy'd  fo 

this  seaEOD  to  play; 

umg  the  Wind, 

andthe-DeyilloPay." 

pect  too— at  least  we've  been  ploiimg  tai 

ir  from  Liverpool.  C— nn — gi 
»  (I  the  CircDi  tbere'i  nothing  attracts 
gDod  tingle camtial  broagbt  in  'twixt  the  acta, 
Manager  ahooid,  with  the  help  of  Sir 
P— ph— a. 

I  Bnr  (fiMrnoni,  and  C — nn — g  ihoutd  stop 
•^ 
PKnra  bU  veil  have 


id   fight — aeoond   lime — with   additional 

oar  taite  for  the  ladicrona,  humdrum,  or  md, 
ii  plenty  of  each  in  this  House  to  be  hod. 
our  Hanagpr  mlcth.  there  wiping  will  be, 
bad  AaKd  at  tragedg  alwnya  was  he  ; 
«n  never  waa  dealer  in  dagger  and  cup, 
>  tmiBitfy  got  all  hia  tragedies  op. 
vers  poor  Ireland  will  nerirr  forget, 
le  widows  of  Walcheren  weep  o'er  them  jeL 

inc^foT  the  actors  i — for  secret  machinery, 
■ad  deceplioiu,  and  shifting  of  scenety, 
I— tb  and  Com  ire  the  best  we  can  find, 
naact  all  that  trickery  husineBS  bebind. 
irneT'i  employ'd  too  to  teach  na  French  jigs, 
the  whiaken  in  curl,  and  look  after  the  wigs. 

nking  mj  \e«Te  now.  Fie  only  to  say, 
*  Sate  u  lAi  RmiH,  not  as  yet  Bold  away, 
be  had  ot  <&a  Manager,  Fat  C — *tl— r— gh. 


THE  SALE  OF  THE  TOOLS. 

InitrunmCa  r«fnL.—  Tacetvi- 

HesB's  a  choice  set  of  TooU  for  you,  Getnmea 

and  Ladies, 

They'll  fit  yon  qailc  handy,  whaterer  your  trade  is ; 
(Except  it  be  Cabinet-makimf ; — no  donbt, 
la  thai  delicate  service  they're  rather  worn  ont ; 
Though  their  owner,  bright  youth!  if  he'd  had  hi 

own  wiU, 
Would  have  bungled  away  with  them  joyotialy 

stiU.) 
Yon  can  see  they've  been  pretty  well  hack'd — and 

What  tool  is  (here  job  after  job  will  not  hack? 
Their  edge  is  but  dollish,  it  must  be  coaf«s»'d. 
And  (heir  leniper,  like  E nb'r h's,  none  i 

But  youll  find  them  good  hard-working  TooU, 

upon  crying. 
Wer't  but  for  their  bnua,  they  are  well  worth  the 

buying  i 
They're  famous  for  making  Idinda,  tVda-t,  and 

And  are,  some  of  them,  excellent  tunung  macbines. 

The  Erat  Tool  I'll  put  up  (they  call  it  a  Chan- 

Heavy  concern  to  both  porchaser  and  aeller. 
Though  made  of  pig  iron,  yet  worthy  of  note  'tis, 
'Tis  ready  to  mill  at  a  half  minute's  Dotice.i 
Who  bide  F   Gentle  bayerl   'twill  turn  as  thon 

shape  St ; 
'Twill  make  agoodthumb-screwto  torture  a  Papiati 
Or  else  a  cramp-iron,  to  slick  in  the  wait 

ime  chnrch  tha(  old  women  are  fearliil  will 

fall; 

Or  better,  perhaps,  (for  I'm  guessing  at  random.) 
A  heavy  drag-tlmin  for  some  Lawyer's  old  Tax- 

Will  nobody  bid?  It  is  cheap,  I  am  sure.  Sir — 
Once,  twice,  —  going,  going,  —  thrice,  gone  1 — it  is 

To  pay  ready  money  you  aha'n'l  be  distrest. 
As  a  liiU  at  long  date  suits  the  Chancellor  beat. 

Come,  Where's  the  next  Tool  ?  —  Oh  !  'lia  here 

This  implement,  Qe'inmen.  al  first  was  a  Viet, 
nacious  and  close  sort  of  tool,  tha(  will  let 
Nothing  out  of  its  grasp  it  once  happens  to  get  ]\ 


•7> 
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'*ia  a  Mice  i2J«  rectfiT'd  a  new  coating  of  7m, 
-  ifi^i^  ^MOfcik  :or  a  Prinee  to  behold  himself  in. 
'  'oiM%  w  ojyL  >iuiA  we  my  for  it?  briskly !  bid  on, 
''^  V  ii  \h**oouKr  ^i  rid  of  it — going— quite  gone. 
v;oii  ?«  -«uh  :t,  $UL*h  tools,  if  not  qoickly  knock'd 

iowD, 
"^ligUL  ^  .OK  viMt  ihtfir  owner — how  much  ?  why, 

!  'h«  umxi  Tool  111  w(  up  has  hardly  had  handsel  or 
i>Mi  .i»  v«t.  Olid  is  aUu  -A  ChaoceUor — 
"siiui  i-iuil  tiiuig»  js  thiwe  should  be  sold  by  the 

>  et«  auU  M  ii  is»  'twill  be  ibund  to  skatt  Horn, 
Vuii  like  ^'iktr  vrloee  shaven»  waae  courage  to 

^iUlier. 
''hw  .VutiV  Hkc  benpitt  by  '±  tloarshoo  leather^ 
\  ou  diuiU  ha\tf  :t  tor  uochiA(C — then,  marvel  with 

Tibe 
Vi  Uw  terrible  :t»A^imi  work  theiv  must  be, 
\V  b«rv  a  Tool  such  «  dkii»  ii  vHI  leare  you  to  judge 

Ih  pbix'd  bv  ill  luck  Jt  th«Mi?f  oTcW  Bwdgetf 


i.UU.K  \1.VN    VM>  UTTLK  SOUL. 

V  VLVLLAIV 


w      .»      ■•  ■  . 


.....v   .  I  *.»•    *v   luh.  M\  Hv»X.  OH— 


ke  tpoo*4  m  UtUe 


ABB — T. 


1813. 
>u.k   Mtui«  ,UKi  hi'  had  a  little  Soul, 
■^       ».         i*n  SiH»I,  U^  ua  try,  try,  try, 

^\  -K  -K  '     ^  ^  ^  *^*^'^  ^^''  nNftCh 
^     .  ..  K,     .^'    «    lUiv  '^IfKWh, 

^      -^  »    X  .    K.A   vou  uhI  liilW  1,  I,  If 
^     \, .'.x-   'ik'^  vxs»  .ukI  Utile  1!**— 

,.  .    ^^^  *  ^*s«  *"v  x*\mt»  stout,  stout, 

,^      ,       V  H  Vi.  'J^»'  ^kx»l 
""*  ..  ,,  ^, A  H^^^*  X  .^Nmt* Nwt, bout. 


The  litUe  Man  look*d  big 
With  th*  assistance  of  his  wig. 
And  he  call'd  his  little  Soul  to  order,  order,  order, 
Till  she  feared  he*d  make  her  jog  in 
To  gaol,  like  Thomas  Croggan, 
(As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earl)  to  reward  her, 
ward  her,  ward  her. 
As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earl,  to  reward  her. 

The  little  Man  then  spoke, 
**  Little  Soul,  it  is  no  joke, 
**  For  as  sure  as  J— cky  F— 11 — r  lores  a  np, 
sup,  sup, 
*"  I  will  tell  the  Prince  and  People 
"•  What  I  think  of  Church  and  Steeple, 
"  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up,  Qp,npi 
**  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up." 

Away  then,  cheek  by  jowl. 
Little  man  and  little  Soul 
Went  and  spoke  their  little  speech  to  a  titde, 
tittle,  tittle, 
And  the  world  all  declare 
That  this  priggish  little  pair 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little,  little, 
UtUe, 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little  I 


^  .^.   ^  H*-  XwMillAVl.  that  princi- 
^  ^^,,»  %«  ifc*   *WHk«MU  duly  on 


> 


REINFORCEMENTS 
FOR  LORD  WELLINGTON. 

Suoique  tibi  commendat  Trqja  Penates 
Hos  cape  latorum  comites.  YiaciL. 

i8ia 

As  recruits  in  these  times  are  not  easily  got. 
And  the  Marshal  must  have  them — pray,  why 

should  we  not, 
As  th  >  last  and,  I  grant  it,  the  worst  of  our  loani 

to  him, 
Ship  off  the  Ministry,  body  and  bones  to  him? 
There's  not  in  all  England,  I'd  venture  to  swear. 
Any  men  we  could  half  so  conveniently  spare ; 
And,  though  they've  been  helping  the  French  for 

years  past. 
We  may  thus  make  them  useftd  to  England  at  last 
C — stl — ^r — ^gh  in  our  sieges  might  save  some  dif 

graces, 
Being  us'd  to  the  taking  and  keeping  of  placet; 
And  Volunteer  C — ^nn — g,  still  ready  for  joinings 
Might  show  off  his  talent  for  sly  undermining. 
Could  the  Household  but  spare  us  its  glory  and  pride  •« 
Old  H — df— t  at  hom'warka  again  might  be  trie^N.** 
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171 


And  the  Ch— f  J    tt    c  make  a  bold  charge  at  his 

side: 
While  V — na — tt — t  oonld  Tietoal  the  troops  upon 

tick. 
And  the  Doctor  look  after  the  baggage  and  sick. 

Nay,  I  do  not  see  why  the  great  R — g — ^t  himself 
Should,  in  times  such  as  these,  stay  at  home  on  the 

shelf: 
Thoogh  through  narrow  defiles he'snot  fitted  to  pass, 
Tet  who  ooold  resist,  if  he  bore  down  en  maege  9 
And  thoogfa  oft,  of  an  evening,  perhaps  he  might 

prove. 
Like  our  Spanish  confed'rates,  **  unable  to  moYe,**  > 
Tet  there'soiM  thing  in  war  of  advantage  nnbonnded, 
Which  is,  that  he  coold  not  with  ease  be  surrotnuieei!. 

In  my  next  I  shall  sing  of  their  arms  and  equip- 
ment; 
Atptetent  nomore,  but— good  luck  to  the  shipment ! 


HORACE,  ODE  L  LIB.  HL 

▲  niAOMSNT. 

Odi  profinmm  Tulgiit  et  aroeo : 
Favale  Ungolt :  cmnBlna  non  print 
AndlU  MuMmm  saoerdos 
yirginibm  pirariiqoe  canto. 
Regnm  tinMiidoruni  In  proprios  greget, 
Reg«  In  ipso*  imperium  est  Joris. 


1813. 


I HATB  thee,  oh.  Mob,  as  my  Lady  hates  delf ; 
To  Sir  Francis  1*11  give  up  thy  claps  and  thy 
hisses. 
Leave  old  Magna  Charta  to  shift  for  itself. 
And,  like  G — dw — ^n,  write  books  for  young 
masters  and  misses. 
Oh!  it  if  not  high  rank  that  can  make  the  heart 
merry. 
Even  monarchs  themselves  are  not  free  from 
mishap: 
Though  the  Lords  of  Westphalia  must  quake  before 
Jerry, 
Poor  Jerry  himself  has  to  quake  before  Nap. 


*  The  diaraetn-  glren  to  the  Spanish  soldier,  In  Sir  John 
Mamjr's  aDenwrable  despatch. 

*  The  literal  cioaeness  of  the  reralon  here  cannot  but  be 
Tba  Translator  has  added  a  long,  erudite,  and 

note  opoD  Rata,  at  which  I  can  merely  gire  a  sped- 
prsMBt   In  the  first  place,  he  ransacks  the  Roiarium 
ot  the  Persian  poet  Sadi,  with  the  hope  of  finding 
^UMetl  Rotes,  to  match  the  gentleman  in  the  text- 
ile then  taOs  us  that  Cicero  accused  Verres  of 
a  cushion  **  Melitensi  rotd  fartum,"  which, 
Iheedd  adxtwe  of  words,  he  supposes  to  be  a  kind  of 
JrM  9U  ot  Rosea,  Uke  Lord  Castlereagh's.    The  learned 


HORACE,  ODE  XXXVIIL  LIB.  L 

▲  FRAGMENT. 

Perskos  odi,  puer.  adparatus ; 
^  Displicent  nexsF  philyra  corouse ; 

Mate  sedarit  Rosa  quo  locomm 

Sera  moretur. 

TRANSLATED  BT  A  TREA8URT  CLERK,  WHILE 
WAITING  DINNER  FOR  THE  RIGHT  HON.  G — ROE 
R — SB. 

BoT,  tell  the  Cook  that  I  hate  all  nick-nackeries. 
Fricassees,  yol-an-yents,  pu£b,  and    gim-crack- 

eries — 
Six  by  the  Horse- Guards! — old  (Jeorgy  is  late  — 
But  come — ^lay  the  table-cloth — zounds !  do  not  wait. 
Nor  stop  to  inquire,  while  the  dinner  is  staying. 
At  which  of  his  places  Old  R — e  is  delaying !  > 


IMPROMPTU. 

UPON  BEING  OBLIGED  TO  LEAVE  A  PLEASANT 
PARTT,  FROM  THE  WANT  OF  A  PAIR  OF 
BREECHES  TO  DRESS  FOR  DINNER  IN. 

1810. 

Between  Adam  and  me  the  great  difference  is. 
Though  a  paradise  each  has  been  forc'd  to  resign, 

That  he  never  wore  breeches,  till  tum'd  out  of  his, 
While,  for  want  of  my  breeches,  Fm  banish'd 
from  mine. 


LORD  WELLINGTON  AND  THE 
MINISTERS. 

1813. 
So  gently  in  peace  Alcibiades  smiPd, 

While  in  battle  he  shone  forth  so  terribly  grand, 
That  the  emblem  they  grayed  on  his  seal,  was  a  child 

With  a  thunderbolt  placed  in  its  innocent  hand. 

Oh  Wellington,  long  as  such  Ministers  wield 
Your  magnificent  arm,  the  same  emblem  will  do; 

For  while  they're  in  the  Council  and  you  in  the  Field, 
We've  the  babies  in  them,  and  the  thunder  in  you  ! 

Clerk  next  farours  us  with  some  remarks  upon  a  well-known 
punning  epitaph  on  fair  Rosamond,  and  cxprcs«M  a  most 
loyal  hope,  that,  if  "  Rosa  munda  *'  mean  "  a  Rose  with  clran 
hands  "  it  may  be  found  applicable  to  the  Right  Honourable 
Rose  in  question.  He  then  dwells  at  some  Itm^th  upon  the 
**  Rosa  auren,^*  which,  though  descriptive,  in  onn  sense,  of 
the  old  Treasury  Statesman,  yet,  as  being  cons^rated  and 
worn  by  the  Pope,  must,  of  course,  not  be  brought  Into  the 
same  atmosphere  with  him.  Lastly,  in  reference  to  the 
words  "  old  Rose,"  he  winds  up  with  the  pathetic  lamentation 
of  the  Poet  "  consenuisse  Rosas."  The  whole  note,  indeed, 
shows  a  knowledge  of  Roses,  that  is  quite  edifying. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


IRISH   MELODIES. 


TO 

ARCHIONESS  DOWAGER  OF 
DONEGAL. 

oany  yean  since,  in  a  Letter  prefixed 
1  Namber  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  I  had 
i  of  inscribing  the  Poems  of  that  work 
dyship,  as  to  one  whose  character  re- 
lour  on  the  country  to  which  they 
whose  friendship  had  long  been  the 
lappiness  of  their  Author.  With  the 
gs  of  affection  and  respect,  confirmed 
iased  by  the  experience  of  every  suc- 
ir,  I  now  place  those  Poems  in  their 
'  form  under  your  protection,  and  am, 

With  perfect  sincerity, 
ur  Ladyship's  ever  attached  Friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 


PREFACE. 


1  edition  of  the  Poetry  of  the  Irish 
rparate  from  the  Music,  has  long  been 
ct,  having,  for  many  reasons,  a  strong 
►  this  sort  of  divorce,  I  should  with 
.ve  consented  to  a  disunion  of  the  words 
"s,  had  it  depended  solely  upon  me  to 
[uietly  and  indissolubly  together.  But, 
various  shapes  in  which  these,  as  well 

lyrical  writings,  have  been  published 
America,  they  are  included,  of  course, 
^itions  of  my  works  printed  on  the 
and  have  also  appeared,  in  a  volume 
(graphical  errors,  in  Dublin.  I  have 
iadily  acceded  to  the  wish  expressed 
»prietor  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  for  a 

complete  edition  of  the  poetry  of  the 
gh  well  aware  that  my  verses  must 
Qore  than  the  ^anima  dimidivm^^  in 
led  from  the  beautiful  airs  to  which  it 
)od  fortune  to  be  associated. 


The  Advertisements  which  were  prefixed  to  the 
different  numbers,  the  Prefatory  Letter  npon 
Music,  &c.  will  be  found  in  an  Appendix  at  the 
end  of  the  Melodies. 
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GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE. 

Go  where  j^ory  watts  thee. 
But,  while  fame  elates  thee* 

Oh!  still  remember  me. 
When  the  praise  thoa  meetert 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee, 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee. 

Sweeter  far  may  be; 
But  when  friends  are  neareet, 
And  when  joys  are  dearest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me  I 

When,  at  eve,  thoa  revest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 
Think,  when  home  retnmuig^ 
Bright  weVe  seen  it  bnniiiig^ 

Oh !  thus  remember  me. 
Oft  as  summer  closes. 
When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingering  roses, 

Once  so  lov'd  by  thee, 
Think  of  her  who  wove  tlMni, 
Her  who  made  thee  lofve  tlMni, 

OhI  then  remember  ne. 

When,  around  thee  dying; 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying; 
Oh!  then  remember  meu 
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And,  at  night,  when  gaiing 
On  the  gay  hearth  biasing, 

Oh  I  still  remember  me. 
Then  shonld  music,  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeling, 
To  thy  heart  appealing. 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strains  I  ns*d  to  sing  thee, — 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 


WAR   SONG. 

HEMBER    THE    GLORIES    OF  BRIEN 
THE  BRAVE.I 

BMBBK  the  glories  of  Brien  the  braye, 

ho*  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er; 

>*  lost  to  Mononia^,  and  cold  in  the  grave, 

[e  retoms  to  Kinkora^  no  more. 

X  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  ponr'd 

s  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set; 

enoogh  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword, 

'o  light  US  to  victory  yet 

lonia!  when  Nature  embellish'd  the  tint 
f  thy  fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair, 
the  ever  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 
he  footstep  of  slavery  there  ? 
:  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 
o,  tell  our  invaders,  the  Danes, 
\i  *tis  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  shrine, 
'han  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

get  not  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood  * 

a  the  day  of  distress  by  our  side  ; 

lie  the  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their 

Mood, 
rhey  stirred  not,  but  conquered  and  died, 
at  son  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  bis  light, 
$aw  them  &11  upon  Ossory's  plain ; — 
i!  Wt  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night. 
To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vain. 


^  BricQ  Borombe,  the  great  monarch  of  Ireland,  who  was 
&}ed  «i  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  in  the  beginning  of  the  1 1th 
wtury,  after  haThig  defeated  the  Danes  in  twentj-Bre  en- 


*  Munster. 

*  The  pdlace  of  Brten. 

*  TWs  illodes  to  ao  interesting  drcumsUnce  related  of  the 
l>«lpb,  Um  faroorite  troops  of  Brien,  when  they  were  inter- 
">!««*  to  thcAr  return  from  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  by  FiUpa- 


ERIN!  THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN 
THINE  EYES. 

Erin,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes, 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies ! 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream. 
Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 
Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam. 
Weep  while  they  rise. 

Erin,  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 
Erin,  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase. 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  light, 

Thy  various  tints  unite. 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace  I 


OH!  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME- 

Oh  !  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade. 
Where  cold  and  nnhonour'd  his  relics  are  laid: 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  shed. 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night-dew  that  ftlls,  though  in  silence  it 

weeps. 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he 

sleeps ; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE 

When  he,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind. 
Oh  I  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resign'd? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn. 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 


trick,  prince  of  Ossory.    The  wounded  men  entreated  that 
they  might  be  allowed  to  fight  with  the  rat,  — "  Lrt  stakes 
(they  said)  be  stuck  m  ike  ground,  and  st^fftr  rack  qf  us,  tied 
to  and  supported  by  one  oftkese  stakes,  to  be  placed  m  kis  rank 
by  tke  side  of  a  sound  man."    "  Between  seven  and  cig^t 
hundred  wounde<i  men  (adds   O'llalloran)  pale,  ^"lacia^^ 
and  supported  in  this  manner,  appearc<i  mixed  with  the  fr^     1 
most  of  the  troops  ;  —  never  was  such  another  sigh(  _^      . 
bited."  —  History  qf  Ireland,  book  xii.  chap.  I.  ^V\i- 
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With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine; 
In  my  Ust  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 
Oh  I  blest  are  the  lovers  and  Mends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see ; 
Bat  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH 
TARA'S  HALLS. 

Thb  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed, 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls, 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled.  — 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o*er. 
And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  praise, 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

The  only  throb  she  gives. 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


FLY  NOT  YET. 

Fly  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour. 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light. 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
'Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made ; 
'Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh  I  stay,— Oh!  stay,— 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
Like  this  to-night,  that  oh !  'tis  pain 

To  break  its  links  so  soon. 


)  Solii  Font,  near  the  Temple  of  Ammon. 


Fly  not  yet,  the  fonnt  that  play'd 

In  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  ihade,  > 

Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran. 

Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirth,  began 

To  bum  when  night  was  near. 
And  thus,  should  woman's  heart  and  locks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks. 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  returning. 
Brings  their  genial  hoar  for  homing. 

Oh!  stay,— OhI  stay,— 
When  did  morning  ever  break. 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here  ? 


OHI  THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS  ARE 
ALWAYS  AS  LIGHT. 

Oh!  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light. 

And  as  firee  from  a  pang  as  they  seem  to  yoa 
now; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart  beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No: — life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hoars. 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowerti 

Is  always  the  first  to  he  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile — 

May  we  never  meet  worse,  in  our  pilgrimage  here, 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  may  gild  with  a  smile, 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  torn  to  a  tear. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  dark.  Heaven 
knows! 
If  it  were  not  with  fHendship  and  love  inter- 
twin'd ; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose, 
When  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to 
my  mind. 
But  they  who  have  lov'd  the  fondest,  the  purest, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  bdieVd; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber'd  in  friendship 
securest. 
Is  happy  indeed  if  'twas  never  deceiv'd. 
But  send  round  the  bowl;  while  a  relic  of  trvfli 
Is  in  man  or  in  woman,  this  prayer  shall  be 
mine, — 
That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  oor  yoA 
And  the  moonlight  of  friendship  oonaole  oor  de- 
cline. 
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THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SORROW  I  SEE 

the  last  glimpfle  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see,^ 
hererer  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me; 
lie  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home, 
hine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roauL 

e  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore, 
e  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  hannt  nsno  more, 
fly  with  my  Conlin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
rode  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind. 

ni  gase  on  thy  gold  hair  as  graceM  it 

wreathes, 
lang  o*er  thy  soft  harp,  as  wildly  it  breathes ; 
iread  that  the  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 
hord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that 

hatr.i 


[  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WORE* 

and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 
I  bri^t  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore ; 
h!  her  beaaty  was  for  beyond 
parkling  gems,  or  snow-white  wand. 

y!  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

one  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way? 

'  Erin*s  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold?  " 

Knight !  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm, 
BOO  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm: — 
though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store. 
Knight!  they  love  honour  and  virtue  more  I  " 


in  the  tventy-clghth  year  of  the  reign  of  Henry  VI 11. 

'.  wai  made  respecting  the  habits,  and  dresi  in  general, 

Irish,  wherry  all  per«ons  were  restrained  from  being 

or  sbavcD  above  the  ears,  or  from  wearing  Glibbes,  or 

M  (long  locks),  on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper 

illcd  Crommeal.    On  this  occasion  a  song  was  written 

iT  o(  oar  bards,  in  which  an  Irish  virgin  b  made  to  give 

vefereoce  to  her  dear  Coulin  (or  the  youth  with  the 

af  locks)  to  all  strangers  (by  which  the  English  were 

Bt),  or  those  who  wore  their  habits.    Of  this  song,  the 

■kwe  has  reached  us,  and   is  universally  admired."  — 

»rr-»  Historical  Memtriri  qf  Irish  Bards,  p.  134.      Mr. 

Iker  htforms  os  alio,  that,  about  the  same  period,  there 

»  seme  harsh  measures  taken  against  the  Irish  Min- 
tla. 

This  ballad  Is  foonded  upon  the  following  anecdote :  — 


On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  Green  Isle; 
And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin's  honour  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  THE 
WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o'er  the  £eu^  of  the  waters  may  glow 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  tinged  with  a  warm  sunny  smile, 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring. 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting — 

Oh !  this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will 

stay, 
Like  a  dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright 

ray; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain. 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS.^ 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  bright  waters 

meet ;  * 
Oh  !  the  last  rays  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my 

heart 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green; 


"  The  people  were  inspired  with  such  a  spirit  of  honour, 
virtue,  and  religion,  by  the  great  example  of  Brien,  and  by 
his  excellent  administration,  that,  as  a  proof  of  it,  we  are  in- 
formed that  a  young  lady  of  great  t)eauty,  adorned  with  jewels 
and  a  costly  dress,  undertook  a  journey  alone,  fh>m  one  end 
of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  with  a  wand  only  in  her  hand, 
at  the  top  of  which  was  a  ring  of  exceeding  great  value ;  and 
such  an  impression  had  the  laws  and  government  of  this 
Monarch  made  on  the  minds  of  all  the  people,  that  no  attempt 
was  made  upon  her  honour,  nor  was  she  robbed  of  her  clothes 
or  jewels."—"  Wamer^s  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  1.  book  x. 

3  "  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters  "  forms  a  part  of  that  beau- 
tiful scenery  which  lies  between  Kathdrum  and  Arklow,  in 
the  county  of  Wicklow,  and  these  lines  were  suggested  by  a 
visit  to  this  romantic  spot,  in  the  summer  of  the  year  I8Q7, 

<  The  rivers  Avon  and  Avoca. 
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'Twas  not  her  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hill. 

Hiq>ly,  when  from  those  eyes 

Oh  I  no, — it  was  something  more  exquisite  still* 

Far,  fiir  away  I  roam. 

Should  calmer  thoughts  arise 

*Twas  that  friends,  the  beloVd  of  my  hosom,  were 

Towards  you  and  home ; 

near. 

Fancy  may  trace  some  line, 

Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet. 

dear. 

Thoughts  that  not  bum,  but  shine. 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  im- 

Pure,  calm,  and  sweet 

prove. 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best. 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world 

should  cease. 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in 

peace. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea; 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise. 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  toward  the  burning  west, 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays, 

And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest 


TAKE  BACK  THE  VIRGIN  PAGE. 

WRITTEN  ON   RETURNING  A   BLANK  BOOK. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page. 

White  and  unwritten  still; 
Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage. 

The  leaf  must  fill. 
Thoughts  come,  as  pure  as  light. 

Pure  as  even  j/ou  require : 
But,  oh  !  each  word  I  write 

Love  turns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  keep  the  book  : 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew. 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look, 

Dear  thoughts  of  you. 
Like  you,  'tis  fair  and  bright ; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  there. 


And  as,  o'er  ocean  fiir. 

Seamen  their  records  keep. 
Led  by  some  hidden  star 

Through  the  cold  deep ; 
So  may  the  words  I  write 

Tell  thro*  what  storms  I  stray — 
You  still  the  unseen  light, 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE  LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I  shall  calmly  recline, 

O  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear ; 
Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  h 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 

To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  mom  till  night 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er. 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall 
Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door. 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  calL» 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken. 

Revive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along. 
Oh !  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 

Your  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of  son 

Keep  this  cup,  which  is  now  o'erflowing. 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  Fm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh  !    never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim. 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover. 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  hi 


>  "  In  cTery  house  was  one  or  two  harpe,  flree  to  i 
Tellers,  who  were  the  more  caresaad,  the  more  thej  a 
In  music."  —  O'HaUoran, 
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>W  OFT  HAS  THE  BEN8HEE  CRIED. 

How  oft  has  the  Beiwhee  eried, 

Mom  oft  has  death  untied 

BnfjtA  links  that  Glorj  wofe» 

8veet  hoods  entwm'd  hj  Lorel 
*ceee  to  eaeh  manly  sonl  that  deepeth; 
Lest  to  eaeh  ihithftil  eye  that  weepeth; 

Long  may  the  ihir  and  braTO 

Si^  o*er  the  hero's  grare. 

WeYe  ftn*^  npon  g^kxmiy  days'!  > 

Star  after  star  decays, 

Erery  hrigfat  name,  that  shed 

Lig^  o'er  the  hmd,  is  fled. 
lark  iSdls  the  tear  of  him  who  moometh 
eat  joy,  or  hope  that  ne'er  retnmeth ; 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear. 

Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

Qoeneh'd  are  oar  beacon  lights— 
Thoo,  of  the  Hondred  Figfats!« 
Thoo,  oo  whose  boming  Umgoe 
Treth,  peace,  and  freedom  hongl' 

io&  nnile^— but  long  as  yalonr  shineth, 

ir  nerey's  sonl  at  war  repineth. 
So  hmg  shall  Erin's  pride 
Tea  how  they  Ihr'd  and  died. 


WE  MAT  ROAM  THROUGH  THIS 
WORLD. 

may  roam  throogh  this  world,  like  a  child  at 

a  feast, 
Hio  bat  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 


I,  when  pleasare  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east, 
f  e  may  order  onr  wings,  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
if  hctfts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile, 
ire  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  sapplies, 
nerer  need  leave  onr  own  green  isle, 
'or  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
m  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crowned, 
liro*  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
yoaroam. 


1  tar«  endattvoorad  here,  withoat  kiting  that  Irish  eba- 
tar.  wbldi  It  li  my  ol^ect  to  prcMrre  throoffaout  thii  work, 
dtada  to  the  tad  and  omtaHmi  fiitality,  by  which  England 
I  Wma  deprtrad  of  to  nany  great  and  good  men,  at  a 
■Mft  whftn  dwMOitraqvlTM  all  the  alda  of  talent  and  in- 
Vlty. 

a  lUs  dadgnalkm.  which  hM  be«i  iMfore  applied  to  Lord 


When  a  ei^  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 
Oh !  remember  the  smile  whieh  adorns  her  at 
home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beanty  is  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery  placed  within  call; 
But  so  oft  this  unamiable  dragon  has  slept. 

That  the  garden'ii  but  carelessly  watch'd  after  all. 
Oh!  ihey  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence. 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells; 
Which  warns  the  touch,  while  winning  the  sense. 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  most  repels. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown*d. 

Thro*  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  room. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

OhI  rememberthe  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  sets  sail. 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  ibrtune  to  try. 
Love  seldom  goes  flir  in  a  vessel  so  firail. 

But  just  pilots  her  oS,  and  then  bids  her  good-bye. 
While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy, 

Ever  smiling  beside  his  faithfhl  oar. 
Through  billows  of  woe,  and  beams  of  joy. 

The  same  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
yoaroam. 

When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 
Oh  I  rememberthe  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


EVELEEN'S  BOWER. 

OhI  weep  for  the  hoar. 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
Theliord  of  the  Valley  with  fiilse  vows  came; 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

From  the  heavens  that  night. 
And  wept  behind  her  clouds  o*er  the  maiden's  shames*. 

The  clouds  pass'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon. 
And  heaven  smil'd  again  with  her  vestal  flame; 

But  none  will  see  the  day, 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away, 
Which  that  dark  hour  left  upon  Eveleen's  fame. 


NeUon,  is  the  title  giren  to  a  celebrated  Irish  Hero,  in  a 
Poem  by  O'Cuire,  the  bard  of  O'Niel.  which  is  quoted  in  th« 
**  Fhiloeophical  Surrey  of  the  South  of  Ireland,"  page  4aa. 
**  Con,  of  the  Hundred  Fights,  sleep  in  thy  grass-grown  tom^^ 
and  upbraid  not  our  defeats  with  thy  Tictories.'* 
'  Fox,  "  Romanorum  ultimas.'* 
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•-I.  ■  VI.-P  rhemoor; 


..•..i.i«    •  ■■Ivfk'ea'i  door 


. V » •.    Av  raise  LA.>rd  came ; 
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.    1  '-.iir  Evoleen's  fame. 
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THE  SONG  OF  FIOXNDALA.* 

SiLKNT,  oh  Movie,  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  yc  breezes,  your  chain  of  repo5i*, 
AVhile,     murmuring    moomfolly,    Lir's    lonely 
daughter 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing. 

Sleep,  with  wings  in  darkness  furl'd  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing. 

Call  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world  ? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle,  to  thy  winter-wave  weeping. 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping. 

Still  doth  the  pore  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love? 
AVhen  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing. 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above  ? 


COME,  SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE. 

Come,  send  round  the  wine,  and  leave  points  of 
belief 
To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fools; 
This  moment's  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief. 

To  be  wither'd  and  stain'd  by  the  dust  of  the 

schools. 

Your  glass  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be  blue. 

But,  while  they  are  fill'd  ih)m  the  same  bright 

bow]. 

The  fool,  who  would  quarrel  for  diff*rence  of  hue. 

Deserves  not  the  comfort  they  shed  o'er  the  soqL 


like  the  Atlantis  of  Plato,  OYerwhelroed.   He  »ajs  thai  (he  fiih. 
ermen.in  cle.ir  weather,  used  to  point  out  to  fttrangers  the  tall 
eci-1tM.i;i.4tirnl  towers  under  the  water.  Piscatorft  aqmte  dfaw 
turret  fcch'siattica*,  qua  more  pairi^  arctjc  tmmi  ct  <Ut*, 
nccnon  ct  rotundw,  tub  umdit  manifettc  terrmo  tttnpure  am- 
spiciunt,  et  citrancia  tranMfmntibus,  reique  eamtcs  admh 
rantibut. frequenter  ostendunt.  —  Topogr.  Hib.  dist.  9.  c.9. 
^  To  make  this  story  intelligible  in  a  toog  would  rrqnirvl 
much  greater  numlMT  of  verses  than  any  one  is  auihoriifd  t» 
inflirt  M|Mm  an  audienm  at  once ;  the  rp»lor  must  therrftveiv 
rontent  to  learn,  in  a  note,  that  FionniuUa.  the  daufhtff  of 
Lir.  wn«,  by  some  supernatural  power,  transformed  hrtoi 
swan,  and  condemnetl  to  wander,  for  many  hundred  years, over 
certain  Inkei  and  rivers  in  Ireland,  till  the  coming  of  Ori*^ 
tiiinity,  wlien  the  first  sound  of  the  mass-bfll  was  to  bf  t\k^ 
Mftnal  of  her  release.  —  I  found  this  fanciful  fiction  asiAw^ 
«omc  manuscript  translations  from  the  Irish,  which  werel>erK^^ 
under  the  direction  of  that  enlightened  friend  of  Ireland, 
late  Coimtesf  of  Moira. 
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adk  the  bnve  soldier,  who  fights  by  my  side 
M  esase  of  sMOildad,  if  oar  creeds  agree? 
gtn  up  thefiriend  I  have  Tsloed  and  tried, 
i  kneel  ad  befbre  the  same  sHar  with  me? 
die  heretie  girl  of  my  sool  shoold  I  fly, 
leek  somewhere  dse  a  more  orthodox  kiss? 
eridi  the  hearts,  and  the  bnfrs  that  try 
ft,  Tahmr,  or  kyre,  Ivy  a  standard  like  ihisi 


niHUME  WA8  THE  WARNING. 


the  warning  thst  liberty  spoke, 
mid  WM  the  moment  when  Spaniards  awoke 
lilb  and  lerenge  from  the  oonqneror's  chain. 
beity!  let  not  this  spirit  have  rest, 
■aove^  like  a  breese,  o*er  the  waves  of  the 


ke  li^  of  your  look  to  eaeh  sorrowing  spot, 
h,  be  the  shamrock  of  Erin  forgot 
le  yen  add  to  your  gariand  the  Olive  of 
I 


of  oor  fiUhen,  beqneath'd  with  their 


seumrtry  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  delights. 
Mail  be  a  woond,  and  sospieion  a  stain, 
ya  MSB  of  Iberia,  oor  cause  is  the  aame  I 
kl  auj  his  tomb  want  a  tier  and  a  name, 
ronld  ask  ibr  a  nobler,  a  holier  death, 
to  torn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breath, 
the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain! 

ikes  and  O^Donnela,  whose  fiuhers  resigned 

reen  hills  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to 

find 

t  repose  which,  at  home,  they  had  sigh'd  for 

in  vain, 

oin  in  our  hope  that  the  flame,  which  you 

li^ 

e  felt  yet  in  Erin,  as  calm,  and  as  bright, 

irgpKrc  even  Albion  while  blushing  she  draws, 

I  truant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-slighted  cause 

he  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain! 

irosper  the  canse! — oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive, 
t  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 
devotion  to  feel,  and  its  rights  to  maintain ; 
1,  how  Minted  by  sorrow,  its  martyrs  will  die! 
finger  of  gjkiry  shall  point  where  they  lie; 

Tk«  iMxtlBgiililMlte  ftn  of  St.  Bridget,  at  KOdare, 
ch  QlnUm  «otlon  t  «•*  ipod  Kildariam  occurrit  ignis 
■te  BrifMB,^|Qan  fawxttaigalbikiavocant ;  mm  quod  ex- 
IHi  MB  poMlt,  led  quad  tarn  nUdtflnumlales  et  nnct* 


While,  fiir  from  the  feotrtep  of  coward  or  slave, 
The  yoong  spirit  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  their 
grave 
Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Erin  and  (Mives  of  ^lain  I 


BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEAR- 
ING YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  yomg  charms. 

Which  I  gase  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 

Like  fiury-gifts  Aiding  away. 
Thou  wooldst  still  be  ador'd,  as  this  moment  then 
art. 

Let  thy  loveliness  fiide  as  it  win. 
And  aroond  the  dear  min  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  stilL 

It  is  not  while  beanty  and  youth  are  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  nnpro&n'd  Ivy  a  tear 
That  the  fervour  and  feith  of  asonl  can  be  known. 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  toVd  never  forgets, 

Bnt  as  tmly  loves  on  to  the  dose. 
As  the  son-flower  tarns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets, 

The  same  look  which  she  tom'd  when  he  rose. 


ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 

Like  the  bright  lamp,  that  shone  in  Kildare*s  holy 
fane,^ 

And  bum*d  thro*  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm. 
Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown*d  on  in  vain. 

Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  warm. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro'  the  tears 
Of  a  long  night  of  bondage,  thy  spirit  appears. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young. 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  arc  set; 

And  tho*  slavery's  cloud  o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung 
The  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee 
yet 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho*  long  in  the  shade. 

Thy  star  will  shine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fede. 

molieref  Ignem.  suppetente  materia,  foTent  et  nutriunt.  ut  a 
tempore  Tirginis  per  tot  annonun  curricula  temper  maiuf  t  In. 
.extinctus.'*-^ira/tf.  Ca$nb.  de  MirabiL  Hibem.  diit.  a.  c  24. 
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Unchill'd  bj  the  rain,  and  uziwak*d  by  the  wind. 
The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro*  winter's  cold  hoar, 

Till  Spring's  light  touch  her  fetters  unbind. 
And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower,  i 

Thus  Erin,  oh  Erin,  thy  winter  is  past, 

And  the  hope  that  liv'd  thro*  it  shall  blossom  at  last 


Then  drink  to  her,  who  long 
Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 

The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 
What  gold  could  never  bay. 


DRINK  TO  HER. 

Drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh  I  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone; 
By  other  fingers  play'd. 

It  yields  not  half  the  tone. 
Then  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass. 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood. 
They  ask'd  her,  "  which  might  pass?" 

She  answer'd,  "  he,  who  could." 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass — but  'twould  not  do: 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought. 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through. 
So  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  or  grandeur  shines. 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome, 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh!  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere; 
Its  native  home's  above, 

Tho*  woman  keeps  it  here. 


>  Mn.  H.  Tighe,  in  her  exquiifte  lines  on  the  Lily,  has 
applied  this  image  to  a  itill  more  important  object. 

>  Wc  may  suppose  this  apology  to  have  been  uttered  by 
one  of  those  wandering  bards,  whom  Spenser  so  sererely,  and, 
perhaps,  truly,  describes  in  his  State  of  Ireland,  and  whose 
poems,  he  tells  us,  "  were  sprinkled  with  some  pretty  flowers 
of  their  natural  deTice,  which  hare  good  grace  and  comeliness 
unto  them,  the  which  it  is  great  pity  to  see  abused  to  the 
gracing  of  wickedness  and  Tice,  which,  with  good  usage, 
would  serre  to  adorn  and  beautify  virtue." 


OH  I  BLAME  NOT  THE  BA! 

Oh!  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  th4 

Where  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smilin, 
He  was  bom  for  much  more,  and  in  haf 

His  soul  might  have  bum*d  with  a  h( 
The  string,  that  now  languishes  loose  o*< 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  th< 
dart  ;9 
And  the  lip,  which  now  breathes  but  tl 
desire, 

Might  have  pour*d  the  full  tide  of  a  pati 

But  alas  for  his  country  ! —  her  pride  is 
And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which  ne 
bend; 
0*er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  mm 
For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death 
Unpriz'd  are  her  sons,  till  they  Ve  leam'd 
Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  sham 
sires ; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thrc 
way, 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  wl 
country  expires. 

Then  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleai 
dream, 
He  should  try  to  forget,  what  he  never 
Oh  !  give  but  a  hope — let  a  vista  but  gl 
Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  i 
how  he'll  feel ! 
That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would 
Every  passion  it  nurs'd,  every  bliss  it 
While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwin'd  with  1 
Like  the  wreath  of  Harmodius,  sho 
his  sword.  * 


3  It  is  conjectured  by  Wonnius,  that  the  nam< 
is  derived  from  IV,  the  Runic  for  a  bow,  in  the  u 
weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  expert.  This  <I 
certainly  more  creditable  to  us  than  the  foUowinf 
Ireland,  called  the  land  of  Ire,  from  the  constant  bi 
for  400  years,  was  now  become  the  land  of  concord 
State  Worthies,  art.  The  Lord  Grandison. 

*  Sec  the  Hymn,  attributed  to  Alcaeus,  Ev  /Mfi 
ii^tf  ^tfturtt^"  I  will  carry  my  sword,  hiddea 
like  Harmodius,  and  Arlstogiton.'*  &c. 
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Bat  tho*  glory  be  gone,  azid  tho*  hope  fade  away, 

Thy  name,  lor'd  Erin,  shall  live  in  his  songs ; 
Not  eVn  in  the  honr,  when  his  heart  is  most  gay, 

Will  he  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy 
wrongs. 
The  stranger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains ; 

The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o'er  the  deep. 
Till  thy  masters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains. 

Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and  weep. 


^HILE  GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  LIGHT. 

Whilb  gazing  on  the  moon's  light, 

A  moment  from  her  smile  I  tum'd. 
To  look  at  orbs,  that,  more  bright. 
In  lone  and  distant  glory  bom'd. 
But  Aw  far 
Each  proud  star, 
I        For  me  to  feel  its  warming  flame ; 
Much  more  dear 
That  mild  sphere. 
Which  near  our  planet  smiling  came ; —  i 
Thus,  Bfary,  be  but  thou  my  own ; 

While  brighter  eyes  unheeded  play, 
tn  love  those  moonlight  looks  alone. 
That  bless  my  home  and  guide  my  way. 

The  day  had  sunk  in  dim  showers, 

But  midnight  now,  with  lustre  meet, 
IIlmnin*d  all  the  pale  flowers, 
Like  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 
I  said  (while 
The  moon's  smile 
Play*d  o'er  a  stream,  in  dimpling  bliss,) 
**  The  moon  looks 
**  On  many  brooks 
**  The  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this  ;"^ 
And  thus,  I  thought,  our  fortunes  run. 

For  many  a  lover  looks  to  thee, 

While  oh  !  I  feel  there  is  but  one. 

One  Mary  in  the  world  for  me. 


ILL  OMENS. 

daylight  was  yet  sleeping  under  the  billow. 
And  stars  in  the  heavens  still  lingering  shone. 


eelMttal  bodi«t  at  areTlsib|^,  the  sun  excepted, 

,  at  detplcable  at  it  it  In  compariton  to  mott 

odwra,  is  Buch  more  beneficial  than  they  all  put  to> 

]» the  Mmirettemt  dTAriHet  amoDg  other  ingeniout  emblemt, 


Young  ELitty,  all  blushing,  rose  up  from  her  pillow, 

The  last  time  she  e'er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  she  treasur'd  her  heart  and 
her  soul  in, 
Had  promised  to  link  the  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And,  when  once  the  young  heart  of  a  maiden  is 
stolen. 
The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 

As  she  look'd  in  the  glass,  which  a  woman  ne'er 
misses. 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two, 
A  butterfly  s,  fresh  from  the  night-flower's  kisses, 

Flew  over  the  mirror,  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enrag'd  with  the  insect  for  hiding  her  graces. 

She  brush'd  him — he  f^ll,  alas!  never  to  rise: 
"  Ah!  such,"  said  the  girl,  "is  the  pride  of  our 
faces, 

'*  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 

While  she  stole  thro'  the  garden,  where  heart's-ease 
was  growing, 
She  cull'd  some,  and  kiss'd  off  its  night-fall'n  dew ; 
And  a  rose,  farther  on,  look'd  so  tempting  and 
glowing. 
That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too : 
But  while  o'er  the  roses  too  carelessly  leaning, 
Her  zone  flew  in  two,  and  the  heart's-ease  was 
lost: 
"  Ah!  this  means,"  said  the  girl  (and  she  sigh'd 
at  its  meaning), 
**  That  love  is  scarce  worth  the  repose  it  will 
cost!" 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

Bt  the  hope  within  us  springing, 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 

Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  life  — 
Oh !  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him,  who  lives  not  free  I 

Like  the  day-star  in  the  wave, 

Sinks  a  hero  in  his  grave, 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 
The  smUes  of  home  may  soothing  shine. 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years:  — 

we  find  a  ttarry  sky  without  a  moon,  with  these  wordt,  Son 
mUley  quod  absent. 

'  Thit  image  was  suggested  by  the  following  thought, 
which  OGCurt  somewhere  in  Sir  William  Jones's  works:  "The 
moon  looks  upon  many  nigfat-flowers,  the  night-flower  sees  but 


one  moon.' 


>  An  emblem  of  the  soul. 
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Bu  oh*  how  bleit  they  sink  to  rest, 
Who  ckwe  their  eyes  on  Victory's  breast  1 

CVer  his  wnteh>fiie*s  ftding  embers 

Now  the  ft>eniAn*s  cheek  tnms  white, 
When  his  heiirt  thmt  field  remembers. 

Where  we  tam*d  his  tyrant  might 
Never  let  him  bind  agmin 
.\  cluun«  like  that  we  broke  fh>m  then. 

Hark!  the  horn  of  combat  calls — 

Em  the  golden  evening  falls. 
May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  roimd!* 

Manv  a  heart  that  now  beats  high. 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie. 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory's  soond:  — 
Hut  oh.  h^^w  ble«t  that  hero's  sleep, 
V^Vr  whom  a  wondering  world  shall  weep! 


AFTKR  THK  BATTLE. 

NiuHT  cK^'d  around  the  conqueror's  way, 

Vud  lightnings  show'd  the  distant  hill, 
Wh^^ro  tho«e  who  lost  that  dreadftil  day, 

Stood  few  and  fiiint,  but  fearless  still. 
'Ihc  iioldiiT*)!  h^>|te»  the  patriot's  zeal, 

Kw  over  dimmed,  for  ever  crost — 
iMk !  whik  ^hall  My  what  heroes  feel, 

\\  hcu  all  but  Ul^'t  and  honour's  lost  ? 

Vlw  liu»i  s.ul  hiHir  K^  fVeedom's  dream, 
Vna  \Aluur\  task,  mov'd  slowly  by, 
WKik  luiiu*  thvv  watch'd,  till  morning's  beam 

SJumUl  vijK'  Mid  give  them  light  to  die. 
I  Uk  us  \vt  A  >*orUl,  where  souls  are  free, 

W  U.  IV  uraut*  taint  not  nature's  bliss  ; — 
1 4  »U,iiU  K\\Ai  M^KM-XiW  bright  opening  be, 

V^U '  \k  Uv^  ^^udd  live  a  slave  in  this  ? 


ll.\  ^WKKT  TO  THINK. 

ix    .  ■ .  X .  A'   huK.  ihut,  wluWiT  we  rove, 
v^^i    .  v^       X  A*  uud  wwotUiugblissftil  anddear, 

.     «..  *  \v:  ■'  i  >*  «  ^^  *»«Mr*ljf  di»yotrd  to  martial 

«      I     I  i.vk    vi«-*  ^'^^  Am'«til on  quaffed  Meadh 

\    V-^-* '*vk-Vv4«  »»i»  I htar  beverage  at  thli 

.  ^  ,     ,*.».    *  i*^  •>*#."  -There  are  so 

*  .      .  *A »  ^  V  t  Av  *sw\\Jkttt  d'fMprit  as  this 

.  J , A  V .  mW  M^  *I^  irtiulwe  sentimenU 


And  that,  when  we're  fiir  from  the  lips  v 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we 
The  heart,  like  a  tendril,  aocnstom'd  to  t 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  floor 
But  will  lean  to  the  nearest,  and  lovelies 

It  can  twine  with  itself^  and  make  dose! 
Then  oh!  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  ro 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  tha 
And  to  know,  when  fiir  from  the  lips  we 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we 

'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  aronnd  ns 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  u 
And  the  world's  so  rich  in  resplendent  r 

'Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a  p 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nearly 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  butthey'r 
able  too. 
And,  wherever  a  new  beam  of  beauty  ca 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a 
hue. 
Then  oh  I  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rt 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  tha 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we 


THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MIS 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  ( 

cheer'd  my  way. 
Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  1 

me  lay ; 
The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our 

bum'd. 
Till  shame   into  glory,  till  fear  into 

tum'd ; 
Yes,  slave  as  I  was,  in  thy  arms  my  spirit 
And  bless'd  even  the  sorrows  that  made 

dear  to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honour'd,  while  thou  wer 

and  scom'd, 
Thy  crown  was  of  briers,  while  gold  1 

adom'd ; 

of  him  who  writes  them,  that  they  compel  one,  in  i 
to  be  as  matter-of-fact  as  tbemsclTes,  and  to  remln* 
Deraocritus  was  not  the  worse  physiologist,  for  I; 
fully  contended  that  snow  was  black ;  nor  Erasx 
degree,  the  less  wise,  for  haTing  written  an  ing« 
mium  of  folly. 
3  Meaning,  allegorical ly,  the  ancient  Church  of 
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She  woo'd  me  to  lempleB,  whilst  thoa  lay*8t  hid  in 


Her  friends  were  all  masten,  while  thine,  alas  I 

were  Blares; 
Yet  edld  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  woold  rather 

he. 
Than  wed  what  I  lof'd  not,  or  torn  one  thought 

from  thee. 

They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  vows  are 
fhul— 

Hadst  thoa  heen  a  fidse  one,  thy  cheek  had  looked 
less  pale. 

They  say,  too,  so  kmg  thon  hast  worn  those  linger- 
ing ^i*yiw, 
,  That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their 
serrile  stains — 

Oh!  fool  is  the  slander, — no  chain  could  that  soul 
snbdne — 

Where  shineth  %  spirit,  there  liberty  shineth 
tooU 


ON   MUSIC. 

When  thro'  life  onblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love, 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear, 
Oh  !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  ! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  haye  slept ; 
ICmHling  former  smiles  again 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept 

Like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers. 
It  the  grateAil  breath  of  song. 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours ; 
Fill*d  with  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Thoogh  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone. 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Mnsic,  oh  how  faint,  how  weak. 

Language  fiades  before  thy  spell  I 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak. 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  ? 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign, 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they  ; 
Oh  !  'tis  only  music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe  and  not  betray. 


*  "Where  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is>  there  is  liberty.*'- 
SCor.  iU.17. 


IT  IS  NOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS  MOMENT 

SHED.3 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed. 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him. 
That  can  tell  how  belov'd  was  the  friend  that's  fled. 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
'Tis  the  tear,  Uiro'  many  a  long  day  wept, 

'Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
'Tis  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept. 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  faded. 

Thus  his  memory,  like  some  holy  light. 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them. 
For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright, 

When  we  think  how  he  liv*d  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  firesher  flowers  the  sod  perfume 

Where  buried  saints  are  lying. 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweet'ning  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying  I 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

'Tis  believ'd  that  this  Harp,  which  I  wake  now 

for  thee. 
Was  a  Syren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea ; 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  rov'd, 
To  meet,  on  the  green  shore,  a  youth  whom  she 

lov'd. 

But  she  lov'd  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep. 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep ; 
Till  heav'n  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
And  chang'd  to  this  soft  Harp  the  sea-maiden's 
form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair — still  her  cheeks  smil'd 

the  same  — 
While  her  sea- beauties  gracefully  form'd  the  light 

frame ; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  chang'd  to  bright  chords  utt'ring  melody's 

spell. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Harp  so  long  hath 

been  known 
To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone; 
Till  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay 
To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when 

away. 


*  Theie  lines  were  occasioned  by  the  loss  of  a  very  near  and 
dear  relatiTe,  who  had  died  lately  at  Madeira. 


\ 
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LOVFS  YOUNG  DREAM. 

Oh  1  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty,  bright 

My  heart's  chain  woye ; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  mom  till  night. 
Was  love,  still  love. 
New  hope  may  bloom. 
And  days  may  come. 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
Bat  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 

As  love's  young  dream : 
No,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 
As  love's  young  dream. 

Though  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar. 

When  wild  youth's  past ; 
Though  he  win  the  wise,  who  frown'd  before, 
To  smile  at  last; 
He'll  never  meet 
A  joy  so  sweet. 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame. 
As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  flame. 
And  at  every  close,  she  blush'd  to  hear 
The  one  lov'd  name. 

No,— that  hallow'd  form  is  ne'er  forgot 

Which  first  love  trac'd ; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste. 
'Twas  odour  fled 
As  soon  as  shed ; 
'Twas  morning's  winged  dream ; 
'Twas  a  light,  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  dull  stream  : 
Oh  I  'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 


THE  PRINCE'S  DAY.» 

Tho'  dark  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  we'll  forget  them. 
And  smile  through  our  tears,  like  a  sunbeam  in 
showers: 
There  never  wer^  hearts,  if  our  rulers  would  let 
them. 
More  form'd  to  be  grateful  and  blest  than  ours. 
But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceas'd  to  pain. 
And  hope  has  enwreath'd  it  round  with  flowers, 

>  Thif  lODg  was  written  for  a  ffete  in  honour  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales**  birthday,  given  by  my  fHend,  Major  Bryan,  at  his 
Mat  In  the  county  of  Kilkenny. 


There  comes  a  new  link 
Our  spirits  to  sink — 
OhI  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  the 
poles, 
Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  stay; 
But,  though  'twere  the  last  little  spark  in  our  sooli^ 
We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prioce's  Day. 

Contempt  on  the  minion,  who  calls  yoa  disloyal! 
Tho*  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  fHends  yoa  are 
true; 
And  the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  Topl, 
Is  love  from  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  toa 
While  cowards,  who  blight 
Your  £une,  your  right. 
Would  shrink  from  the  blase  of  the  battle  array, 
The  Standard  of  Green 
In  front  would  be  seen, — 
Oh,  my  life  on  your  &ith  I  were  yon  summon'd 
this  minute, 
You'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away, 
And  show  what  the  arm  of  old  Erin  has  in  it, 
When  rous'd  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day. 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  reeofded 
In  hearts,  which  have  suffered  too  much  to  fi)rget; 
And  hope  shall  be  crown'd,  and  attachment  ^^ 
warded, 
And  Erin's  gay  jubilee  shine  oat  yet 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke. 
But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray; 
Each  fragment  will  cast 
A  light,  to  the  last, — 
And  thus,  Erin,  my  country,  tho'  broken  thou  art, 
There's  a  lustre  within  thee,  that  ne'er  will  decaj ; 
A  spirit,  which  beams  through  each  suflering  pait, 
And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince's  Day. 


WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  your  hour  is  past ; 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er; 
The  fatal  chain  is  round  yoa  cast. 

And  you  are  men  no  more. 
In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled ; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  wam'd  in  vain ; 
Oh,  Freedom  !  once  thy  flame  hath  fled. 

It  never  lights  again. 

Weep  on — perhaps  in  after  days. 
They'll  learn  to  love  your  name; 
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When  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 
And  when  they  tread  the  rain*d  Isle, 

Where  rest,  at  length,  the  lord  and  slave, 
They'll  irond'ring  ask,  how  hands  so  vile 

Coold  conquer  hearts  so  brave  ? 

•«  *Twas  ftte,"  theyll  say,  "  a  wayward  fate 

"  Yonr  web  of  discord  wove ; 
**  And  while  your  tjrrants  join'd  in  hate, 

"  You  never  join*d  in  love. 
**  Bat  hearts  fell  oS,  that  ought  to  twine, 

••  And  man  profim'd  what  God  had  given ; 
**  Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine, 

<*  Where  others  knelt  to  heaven ! " 


LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE. 

Lbsbia  hath  a  beaming  eye. 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth ; 
Rij^t  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 
Sweeter  'tis  to  gaze  upon 

My  Nora*8  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  looks,  but  every  one, 
Like  unexpected  light,  surprises ! 

Oh,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Creina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes. 
But  Love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold. 

Bat  all  so  close  the  nymph  hath  lac*d  it. 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty*s  mould 

Presumes  to  stay  where  nature  placed  it 
Oh!  my  Nora*s  gown  for  me. 

That  floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes, 
Leaving  every  beauty  free 
To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 

Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Nature's  dress 
Is  loveliness — 
The  dress  i^  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  refined. 

Bat,  when  its  points  are  gleaming  round  us. 


>  I  have  here  made  a  feeble  eflbit  to  imitate  that  exquisite 
laaefflpttoo  of  Shenstooe**,  **  Heu  I  quaoto  minus  est  cum  re- 
■fais  veriarl  qoam  memfnisie  I " 

•  TUs  ballad  is  foonded  upon  one  of  the  many  stories  re- 
of  St.  Kevin,  whose  bed  in  the  ndL  is  to  be  seen  at 


Who  can  tell  if  they're  designed 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound  us? 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart. 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes — 

Bed  of  peace  I  whose  roughest  part 

Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses. 

Oh  t  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Creina! 
Wit,  though  bright. 
Hath  no  such  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Creina. 


I  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I  SAW  thy  form  in  youthful  prime. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary ! 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light. 

Which  fleets  not  with  the  breaUi ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary ! 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines. 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide. 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 

Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary ! 
So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  guise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone, 
And  that,  which  charm'd  all  other  eyes, 

Seem'd  worthless  in  thy  own,  Mary ! 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above, 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere ; 
Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  love, 

We  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary  ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet. 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see. 
To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet. 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary  !  i 


BY  THAT  LAKE,  WHOSE  GLOOMY 

SHORE.« 

By  that  Lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  warbles  o'er,  * 


Glendalough,  a  most  gloomy  and  romantic  spot  in  the  county 
of  Wicklow. 

>  There  are  many  other  curious  traditions  concerning  this 
Lake,  which  may  be  found  in  Giraldus,  Colgan,  &c. 


i 
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Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep 
Tonng  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 
**  Here,  at  least,**  he  calmly  said, 
**  Woman  ne*er  shall  find  my  bed.'* 
Ah !  the  good  Saint  little  knew 
What  that  wily  sex  can  do. 

'Twas  from  Kalhleen's  eyes  he  flew, — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue ! 
l%e  had  lov'd  him  well  and  long, 
Wish'd  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoe*er  the  Saint  would  fly. 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh ; 
East  or  west,  where'er  he  tum*d. 
Still  her  eyes  before  him  bum*d. 

On  the  bold  cliff*s  bosom  cast. 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 
Dreams  of  heav'n,  nor  thinks  that  e*er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 
Kathleen  o*er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

Fearless  she  had  track*d  his  feet 
To  this  rocky,  wild  retreat ; 
And  when  morning  met  his  view, 
Her  mild  glances  met  it  toa 
Ah,  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts! 
Sternly  from  his  bed  be  starts. 
And  with  rude  repulsive  shock, 
Hurls  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

Glendalough,  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave! 
Soon  the  Saint  (yet  ah  !  too  late,) 
Felt  her  love,  and  moum'd  her  fate. 
When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul  !** 
Round  the  Lake  light  music  stole ; 
And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide. 
Smiling  o*er  the  &tal  tide. 


SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

is  far  from  the  land  where  her  young  hero 

sleeps, 
id  lovers  arc  round  her,  sighing : 
3oldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps, 
>r  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 


She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plab 
Every  note  which  he  loT*d  awaking ; — 

Ah!  little  they  think  who  delight  in  her  straii 
How  the  heart  of  the  Minitrd  is  breaking. 


He  had  liVd  for  his  love,  for  his  ooootry  he  di 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  him; 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  eotmtry  be  dricc 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

Oh !  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  re 
When  they  promise  a  gknions  morrow ; 

Theyll  shine  o*er  her  sleep,  like  a  smile  from  < 
West, 
From  her  own  lov'd  island  of  sorrow. 


NAY,  TELL  ME  NOT,  DEAR. 

Nat,  tell  me  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  drowns 

One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regret; 
Believe  me,  a  few  of  thy  angry  £rowns 
Are  all  Tve  sunk  in  its  hnf^  wave  yet 
Ne'er  hath  a  beam 
Been  lost  in  the  stream 
That  ever  was  shed  fit>m  thy  form  or  soul; 
The  spell  of  those  eyes. 
The  balm  of  thy  sighs, 
Still  float  on  the  sur&ce,  and  hallow  my  hcm\ 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  tnm  me ; 
Like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  seal. 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 

They  tell  us  that  Love  in  his  frdry  bower 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  birth  divine ; 
He  sprinkled  the  one  with  a  rainbow^s  shower, 
But  bath*d  the  other  with  mantling  wine. 
Soon  did  the  bods 
That  drank  of  the  floodf 
Distiird  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fiide; 
While  those  which  tbie  tide 
Ofruby  haddy'd 
All  blush'd  into  beauty,  like  tliee,  sweet  md 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  Hed  - 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  mei 
Like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pilgrimVi 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  §at 
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nENOmO  AND  BRIGHT. 

md  lirigbt  All  the  swift  swofd  of  Erin  ^ 
'bo  the  brsfe  sons  of  Uma  betray'd I«- 
lod  qre  he  hith  waken'd  a  tear  in, 

heart-wounds  shall  weep  o*er 


dood  that  hung  orer  Conoids  dark 

linft* 

id*ss  three  ehampions  lay  sleeping  in 

rs  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  swelling, 
ted  these  heroes  to  victory's  shore — 

rerenge  them  I — no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 

shall  be  silent,  the  maiden  nnwed, 

lall  be  mute,  and  our  fields  shall  lie 

d, 

■nee  is  wreak'd  on  the  murderer's  head. 

1 !  tho' sweet  are  our  home  recollections, 
ireet  are  the  tears  that  firom  tenderness 

et  are  our  friendships,  our  hope^  our 

ions, 

n  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


[E  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOAVERET. 

r  the  bee  is  to  tbe  flow'ret, 

len  he  looks  for  honey-dew, 

ugh  the  leaves  that  close  embower  it, 

at,  my  love,  Fll  be  to  yoo. 

:  the  bsnk,  with  verdure  glowing, 
to  waves  that  wander  near 
paring  kisses,  while  they're  going, 
lat  1*11  be  to  you,  my  dter. 

they  say,  the  bee's  a  rover, 

ho  will  fly,  when  sweets  are  gone; 

It  of  thia  song  were  saggetted  bjr  the  Tery  ao- 
»y  called  "  Deirdrl,  or  the  Lamentable  Fate  of 
Jnach,"  which  has  been  translated  literally  from 
ly  Mr.  O'Flanagan  (lee  toL  L  of  Transaction*  qf 
odrtf  (4  DhMk),  and  upon  which  it  appears  that 
'•laoC  Macphenon"  Is  founded.  The  treachery 
Uni  of  inuer,  in  patting  to  death  the  three  sons 
u  the  cause  of  a  desolating  war  against  Ulster, 
BiiMted  in  the  destruction  of  Eman.  "  This  story 
O'Flusgsa)  has  been,  from  time  immemorial, 
|k  refute  as  one  of  the  three  tragic  stories  of  the 
^*<«  ve. 'The  death  of  the  children  of  Touran ; ' 
^  of  the  cUUicn  of  Lear  *  (both  regarding  Toatha 


And,  when  once  the  kiss  is  ovw, 
brooks  will  wander  OD. 


iTe.— 


Nay,  if  flowers  wQl  lose  their  looks, 
If  sunny  banks  wiU  wear  away, 

'Tis  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 
Should  sip  and  kiss  them  while  they  may. 


LOVE  AND  THE  NOVICE. 

**  Hebe  we  dwell,  in  holiest  bowers, 
**  Where  angels  of  light  o'er  our  orisons  bend; 
Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breathings  of  flowers 
**  To  heaven  in  mingled  odour  ascend. 

**  Do  not  disturi)  our  calm,  oh  Love! 

"  So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  above. 
It  well  mi^t  deceive  such  hearts  as  ours." 


u 


«t 


Love  stood  near  the  Novice  and  listen'd. 

And  Love  is  no  novice  in  taking  a  hint ; 
His  laughing  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  glisten'd ; 
His  rosy  wing  tum'd  to  heaven's  own  tint 
'*  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  urchin  cries, 
"  That  Love  could  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
His  wandering  wings  and  wounding  eyes?" 


M 


Love  now  warms  thee,  wsking  and  sleeping. 
Young  Novice,  to  him  all  thy  oriiaiis  rise. 
He  tinges  the  heavenly  fount  with  hb  weeping. 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flame  with  his  sighs. 
Love  is  the  Saint  enshrin'd  in  thy  breast,  . 
And  angels  themselves  would  admit  such  a 
guest. 
If  he  came*  to  them  doth'd  in  Piety's  vest 


THIS  LIFE  fel  ALL  CHEQUERED  WITH 
PLEASURES  AND  WOES. 

This  life  is  all  cheqner'd  with  pleasures  and  woes. 
That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep,— 

de  Danans),  and  this, '  The  death  of  the  children  of  Usnach.* 
which  is  a  Milesian  story."  It  will  be  recollected,  that,  in 
tho  Second  Number  of  these  Melodies,  there  is  a  ballad  upon 
the  story  of  the  children  of  Lear  or  Lir ;  **  SQent,  oh  Moyle  1" 
&c. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  those  sanguine  claims  to 
antiquity,  which  Mr.  O* Flanagan  and  others  adrance  for  the 
literature  of  Ireland,  it  would  be  a  lasting  reproach  upon  our 
nationality,  if  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentleman  did  not 
meet  with  all  the  liberal  encouragement  they  so  well  merit. 

^  "  Oh  Nasi !  view  that  cloud  that  I  here  see  in  the  sky  1  I 
see  over  Eman-green  a  cl^lling  cloud  of  blood-tinged  red.*'.. 
DeirdrC$  Song.  >  Ulster. 
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Each  brightly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows, 

Reflecting  onr  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 
So  closely  our  whims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

That  Uie  laugh  is  awak'd  ere  the  tear  can  be 
dried; 
And,  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  Pity  is  shed. 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  turn  it  aside. 
But  pledge  me  the  cup — if  existence  would  cloy, 

With  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wise. 
Be  ours  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

And  the  light,  brilliant  Folly  that  flashes  and  dies. 

When  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount. 
Through  fields  fhll  of  light,  and  with  heart  fUll 
of  play. 

Light  rambled  the  boy,  over  meadow  and  mount, 

And  neglected  his  task  for  the  flowers  on  the 

way.' 
Thus  many,  like  me,  who  in  youth  should  have 

tasted 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  Philosophy's  shrine. 

Their  time  with  the  flowers  pn  the  margin  have 

wasted, 

And  left  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  armine. 

But  pledge  me  the  goblet; — while  Idleness  weaves 

These  flow'rets  together,  should  Wisdom  but  see 

One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  fall'n  on  the  leaves. 

From  her  fountain  divine,  'tis  sufficient  for  me. 


OH  THE  SHAMROCK. 

Through  Erin's  Isle, 

To  sport  awhile, 
As  Love  and  valour  wander'd. 

With  Wit,  the  sprite. 

Whose  quiver  bright 
A  thousand  arrows  squandered. 

Where'er  they  pass, 

A  triple  grass  < 
Shoots  up,  with  dew-drops  streaming, 

As  softly  green 

As  emeralds  seen 
Through  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock  I 

Chosen  leaf, 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock  I 


I  **  Propodto  florem  pnetallt  officio.** 

Propbrt.  lib.  i.  eleg.  90. 

s  It  is  udd  that  St.  Patrick,  when  preaching  the  Trinity  to 
the  Pagan  Irish,  used  to  illustrate  his  subject  by  reference 


Says  Valour, "  See, 
**  They  spring  for  me, 

**  Those  leafy  gems  of  morning !' 
Says  Love,  "  No,  no, 
"  For  me  they  grow, 

**  My  fragrant  path  adorning." 
But  Wit  perceives 
The  triple  leaves. 

And  cries,  "  Oh !  do  not  sever 
"  A  type,  that  blends 
"  Three  godlike  friends, 

**  Love,  Valour,  Wit,  for  ever! " 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  SI 
Chosen  leaf 
Of  Bard  and  Chief, 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

So  firmly  fond 
May  last  the  bond 

They  wove  that  mom  together. 
And  ne'er  may  fall 
One  drop  of  gall 

On  Wit's  celestial  f»ither. 
May  Love,  as  twine 
His  flowers  divine. 

Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  'em; 
May  valour  ne'er 
His  standard  rear 

Against  the  cause  of  Freedom ! 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  inmiortal  S 
Chosen  leaf 
Of  Bard  and  Chief; 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock! 


AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIG 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  when  stars  are 

I  fly 
To  the  lone  vale  we  lov'd,  when  life  sh< 

in  thine  eye; 
And  I  think  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  tn 

gions  of  air, 
To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thoa 

to  me  there. 
And  tell  me  our  love  is  remember'd,  ev 

sky. 


to  tliat  species  of  trefoil  called  in  Ireland  bjr  the ! 
Shamrock ;  and  hence,  perhaps,  the  Islaxid  of  Sa 
thic  plant  as  her  national  emblem.  Hope,  among  I 
was  sometimes  represented  as  a  beautiful  child,  afe 
tiptoes,  and  a  trefoil  of  three-coloored  grass  in  b 
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Then  I  img  tlie  wild  toog  twai  once  tnch  plea- 
gore  to  hear! 

When  our  Toicea  commingling  hreath'd,  like  one, 
on  the  ear; 
And,  as  Echo  ftr  off  through  the  yale  my  sad 

orison  roHs, 
I  think,  oh  my  lore!  tis  thy  Toice  from  the 
Kingdom  of  Sod1s,> 

FiinUy  answering  stiU  the  notes  that  once  were  so 
dear. 


And  oh  I  may  oar  life's  happy  meamre 
Of  moments  like  this  he  made  np^ 

*Twas  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pieasoie, 
It  dies  'mid  the  tears  of  the  cop. 


ONB  BUMPER  AT  PARTING. 

OvB  bumper  at  parting!— though  many 

HsTe  drded  the  board  since  we  met, 
The  flillest,  the  saddest  of  sny, 

Rrmains  to  be  crown'd  by  us  yet 
The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  in  it. 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth. 
That  seldom,  ahu,  till  the  minute 

It  dies,  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 
But  eome, — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up; 
TheyVe  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'Amidst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

As  onward,  we  journey,  how  pleasant 

To  panse  and  inhabit  awhile 
Those  few  sunny  spots,  like  the  present. 

That  'mid  the  dull  wilderness  smile ! 
But  Time,  like  a  pitiless  master, 

Cries  **  Onward  I "  and  spurs  the  gay  hours- 
Ah,  nerer  doth  Time  travel  faster. 

Than  when  his  way  lies  among  flowers. 
But  come, — may  our  life*s  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 


We  saw  how  the  sun  look'd  in  sinking. 

The  waters  beneath  him  how  bright ; 
And  now,  let  our  fiirewell  of  drinking 

Resemble  that  ihrewell  of  light. 
Ton  aaw  how  he  finish'd,  by  darting 

His  beam  o'er  a  deep  billow's  brim — 
80^  fin  op,  left  shine  at  our  parting. 

In  ftill  liquid  glory,  like  him. 


*  Mjri  Montaigne,  **  wh«r«  they 
of  the  bsftpy  live  In  all  manner  of  liberty,  in 
;  aid  Chat  it  to  thoie  fouU ,  repeating  the 
;  whleh  we  call  Echo." 

to  Moras*!  grof«."-4toe,  in  Mr.Bontlng't 


'TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMBIER. 

'TIS  the  last  rose  of  summer 

Left  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  ftded  and  gone ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred. 

No  rose-bud  is  nigh. 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

ni  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one  I 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping, 

Go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed. 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /  follow, 

When  friendships  decay. 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away. 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered. 

And  fond  ones  are  flown. 
Oh  I  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  ? 


THE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON. 

The  young  May  moon  is  beaming,  love. 
The  glow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love. 

How  sweet  to  rove 

Through  Moma's  grove,  ^ 
When  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love ! 
Then  awake ! — the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear, 
'Tis  never  too  late  for  delight,  my  dear. 

And  the  best  of  all  ways 

To  lengthen  our  days, 
Is  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my  dear  I 


collection,  a  poem  tmalated  from  the  Irish,  by  the  late  John 
Brown,  one  of  my  earliett  college  companions  and  friends, 
whose  death  was  as  singularly  melancholy  and  unfortonate  as 
hii  life  had  been  amiable,  honourable,  and  exemplary. 
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w  all  the  world  is  aleeping,  love, 

t  the  Sage,  hit  ftar-watch  keeping,  love, 

And  I,  whose  star, 

More  glorious  far, 
the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  love, 
en  awake! — till  rise  of  son,  my  dear, 
e  Sage's  glass  we'll  shun,  my  dear, 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight 

Of  bodies  of  light, 
might  happen  to  take  thee  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

The  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  yoa'll  find  him ; 
lis  £ither*s  sword  he  has  girded  on. 

And  his  wild  harp  slang  behind  him. — 
'  Land  of  song  I  **  said  the  warrior-bard, 

"  Though  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
'  One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

"  One  futhftil  harp  shall  praise  thee  I " 

The  Minstrel  fell  I — but  the  foeman's  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under; 
rhe  harp  he  lov*d  ne*er  spoke  again. 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 
Vnd  said,  **  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

"  Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
'  Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

"  They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery." 


THE  SONG  OF  O'RUARK, 

PRINCE  OF  BREFFNI.I 

?HE  valley  lay  smiling  before  me. 

Where  lately  I  left  her  behind; 
Tet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me. 

That  sadden'd  the  joy  of  my  mind. 


Ttaete  sUnsu  are  founded  upon  an  event  of  most  melan- 
f  importance  to  Ireland ;  if,  at  we  are  told  by  our  Irith 
>rians,  it  gave  England  the  firit  opportunity  of  profiting 
ur  diTitions  and  subduing  ut.  The  following  are  the  cir- 
•tancet,  at  related  by  O'Ualloran  :  —  "  The  king  of 
liter  had  long  conceived  a  violent  affection  for  Dear- 
■gil,  daughter  to  the  king  of  Meath,  and  though  she  had 
for  some  time  married  to  O'Ruark.  prhnce  of  Brefltai, 
It  could  not  rettrain  his  passion.  They  carried  on  a 
ite  correspondence,  and  die  informed  him  that  0*Ruark 
ided  soon  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  (an  act  of  piety  flreqaent 
lose  days),  and  ooqjured  him  to  embrace  that  opportunity 


I  look'd  for  the  lamp  which,  she  tdd  me. 
Should  shine,  when  her  Pilgrim  retom*d 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  burned! 

I  flew  to  her  chamber—  'twas  lonely, 

As  if  the  lov'd  tenant  lay  dead;— 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only! 

But  no,  the  yoong  fidse  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  sofieo 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss ; 
While  the  hand,  that  had  wak*d  it  so  often, 

Now  throbbed  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

There  was  a  time,  fidsest  of  women. 

When  Breffhi's  good  sword  would  have  soi 
That  man,  thro'  a  million  of  foemen. 

Who  dar'd  but  to  wrong  thee  m  thou^l 
While  now — oh  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  &ll*n  is  thy  £une ! 
And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame. 

Already,  the  curse  is  upon  her, 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profime ; 
They  come  to  divide,  to  dishonoor. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward !  — the  green  banner  rearing. 

Oo,  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt ; 
On  our  side  is  Virtue  and  Erin, 

On  theire  is  the  Saxon  and  guilt 


OH  I  HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITH 
ISLE  OF  OUR  OWN. 

Oh  I  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  our  owi, 
In  a  blue  summer  ocean,  far  oflP  and  alone. 
Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  the  still  blooa 

bowers, 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  throng  a  whole  yM 

flowers ; 


of  conreying  her  fh>m  a  husband  she  detailed  to  a  hiC 
adored.  Mac  Murchad  too  punctual! j  olMfed  tha  itfM 
and  had  the  lady  conreyed  to  his  cqpltil  of  Fi 
monarch  Roderick  espoused  the  omae  of 
Mac  Murchad  fled  to  En^and,  and  oMaiMd  the  i 
Henry  II. 

"  Such,"  adds  Giraldus  Cambrenila  (u  I  tod  htel 
translation), "  is  the  variable  and  llckl*  natara  ef ' 
whom  all  mischief  In  the  wwld  (for  thoawt  poR)dsl 
and  come,  as  may  tqppear  bj 
destruction  of  Troy.'* 


toiffcj 


miSH  MELODIES. 


Vbere  the  nui  Inrro  to  ptrase 

With  BO  (bnd  i  delay, 
Tbst  Ihe  night  out;  drnirs 

A  thtD  Teil  o'er  the  da;  ; 

KSMliljloreel  that*r  hrcalhe.  that  we  live, 
Ntt  the  beH  joj  that  life  el>«iiherc  cau  giie. 


glow  of  ihF  canahiae,  the  lailiu  of  the  air, 
ltd  steal  to  tmr  hearts,  imd  make  ail  aommer 
there. 

With  affection  aa  tree 

FrotD  decline  aa  Ihe  bowers, 
And.  with  hope,  like  the  bee, 
liriog  alwaji  oa  flowen, 
life  aboold  Raenble  a  long  day  of  light, 
.  oar  dcub  come  on,  h(dy  and  o^  u  till)  nlghl. 


XWHXl — but  whenerer   jrou  welcome  tbe 

boor, 
1  awaken*  the  mght-aong  of  minh  io  jonr 

n  think  of  the  ftieod  who  once  weleom'd  U  too, 
.  Ibrgol  hia  own  gricfa  to  be  happy  with  yon. 
gnela  may  relarn,  not  a  hope  amy  remain 
[be  tew  that  have  bri^leo'd  hia  pathway  of 

pain. 
W  ne'er  will  forgvtthe  abort  vitum,  thai  threw 
aM^anuneni  amond  him.  while  ling'riag  with 

JOB. 

1  ^n  on  that  evening,  when  plcamre  filla  up 
Ihe  highest  top  tparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 
icn'eT  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  brigbt, 
p  nol,  hi^  frieikda,  ahall  be  with  you  that 

Mghli 
•Q  jttn  in  yoor  rcrels,  your  iporta,  and  yonr 

»il«. 
tA  tMarn  to  me,  beaming  all  o'er  with  yoor 

•suln— 
To*  Vni,  if  H  UQa  me  that,  ■mid  the  gay  cheer, 
Imc  Uid  nacehad  mnnnnr'd,  "  I  «i»h  he  were 
hml- 

l«t  Fate  da  Wr  worK,  ihew  are  relics  of  joy, 
Bfighl  dnroi  ofihc  put,  which  ihe  cannot  de- 


Wbich  come  in  the  nighl-lirae  of  sorrow  »nd  c 
And  bring  back  the  featares  that  joy  used  (o  « 
Long,  long  be  my  henrt  with  aoch  memories  fi! 
Like  the  vase,  in  which  roaes  hare  once  bcca  dis- 

liird— 
Too  mjiy  break,  you  may  shatter  the  Taae,  if  yon 


will. 


But  the  ae 


It  of  then 


4  will  hang  re 


HstilL 


OH  1  DOUBT  ME  NOT, 

OrI  doabt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rorc. 
And  now  the  »estal.  Reason, 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awak'd  by  Lore, 
Althoagh  Ibii  heart  was  early  blown, 
Aud  Ikireat  hands  diaturb'd  the  tree. 
They  only  shook  some  bloBsomB  down, 
Its  fruil  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

[s  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  restal.  Reaion. 
Shall  watch  the  Gre  awak'd  by  Love. 

And  thongh  my  ]Dt«  no  longer 

May  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell. 

Yet.  trust  me.  all  the  stronger 

I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  telL 

The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves. 

And  hums  his  lay  of  eonrtship  o'er. 

But  when  be  finds  the  flower  he  loves. 

He  seltlea  there,  and  hum*  do  more. 

Then  doubt  me  not— the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  kept  me  ffee. 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  guard  the  flame  awak'd  by  thee. 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN.' 

YoD  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride. 

How  meekly  she  blessed  her  humble  lot. 
When  the  stranger,  William,  had  nuwle  her  hia 
bride, 

And  love  was  the  light  of  their  iowly  cot. 
Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains, 

TiU  William,  at  length,  in  sadness  said, 
"  We  must  seek  our  forlnoe  on  other  plans;" — 

Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowly  sbed. 
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They  roam'd  a  long  and  a  ireary  way, 

Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease. 

By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treada, 

When  now,  at  close  of  one  stormy  day. 

And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 

They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 

As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds. 

**  To-night,"  said  the  youth,  "*  well  shelter  there ; 

••  The  wmd  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late :" 
So  he  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air. 

And  the  Porter  bow*d,  as  they  passed  the  gate. 

•*  Now,  welcome,"  Lady,  exclaim*d  the  youth, — 

COME  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

**  This  castle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all!" 

She  belieY*d  him  crazed,  but  his  words  were  truth, 

Come  o'er  the  sea. 

For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Rosna  Hall  I 

Maiden,  with  me. 

And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Rosna  loves 

Mine  through  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows ; 

What  William,  the^stranger,  woo'd  and  wed  ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  these  lordly  groves, 

But  the  true  soul 

Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 

Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Let  fate  frown  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not; 

'Tis  life  where  thou  art,  'tis  death  where  thoa*rt  no( 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  with  me. 

Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

I'D  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

But  the  true  soul 

Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Fd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me. 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 

Was  not  the  sea 

I'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me. 

Made  for  the  Free, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 

Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone? 

But  while  I've  thee  before  me. 

Here  we  are  slaves. 

With  heart  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright. 

But,  on  the  waves. 

No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me, 

Love  and  Liberty's  all  our  own. 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  light. 

No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wonnd  us. 

All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  us — 

'Tis  not  in  fate  to  harm  me. 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 

Maiden,  with  me. 

*Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Mine  through  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows ; 

Unless  joy  be  shar'd  with  thee. 

Seasons  may  roll. 

One  minute's  dream  about  thee 

But  the  trae  soul 

Were  worth  a  long,  an  endless  year 

Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

1              My  own  love,  my  only  dear ! 

Ami  though  the  hope  be  gone,  love, 

• 

TImt  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 

^H^  *  wi»  nhall  journey  on,  love. 

HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS 

M\Mfv  uttfvly,  without  its  ray. 

SHADED. 

IV  WMi^r  lights  shall  win  me 

!                VK^V|l  X\w  path  I've  yet  to  roam  :  — 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded. 

IV  miiwX  that  bums  within  me. 

As  clouds  o'er  the  morning  fleet  ? 

V¥4  (Hirv  Muilos  fVom  thee  at  home. 

Too  fast  have  those  young  diys  faded. 

That,  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet ! 

IHiuA  «KvM  lhi»  lamp  that  lighted 

Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

i%H  u^\v^Wr  at  ttr«t  goes  out, 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear? — 

Uv  ttsOn^^b^W  flighted. 

Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither. 

ViiU  M^*  w^^ttHl  Itt  ftNU*  and  doubt. 

111  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 
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Hw  lore  to  tlist  icml,  fo  teiid«r. 

Beat  like  our  Lageniin  iiiiiie»^ 
'Wbere  ipaiUet  of  golden  ^endour 

AU  over  tlie  forftoe  lime -^ 
But,  if  in  pnnoit  we  go  deeper, 

Allnr^  by  the  g^eem  that  dione. 
Ah  I  fUie  •■  the  dream  of  the  sleeper. 

Like  Lore,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  hi  the  slory,« 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  tsliman's  g^t^ring  glorj^ 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 
On  braneh  after  branch  alighting. 

The  gem  did  she  still  display, 
And,  when  nearest  and  most  inriting. 

Then  waft  the  fiur  gem  away? 

If  thns.^  yoong  hours  have  fleeted. 

When  awrow  itself  ktoked  bright ; 
If  fliQS  the  fiur  hope  hath  cheated. 

That  led  thee  along  so  light ; 
If  thus  Uie  oold  world  now  wither 

Each  fMing  that  onoe  was  dear : — 
Corner  child  of  misfortmie,  come  hither, 

rn  we^  with  thee,  tear  tat  tear. 


NO,  NOT  MORE  WELCOME. 

9b^  not  more  welcome  the  fkiry  numbers 

Of  nmsic  fiill  on  the  sleeper's  ear, 
When  half-awaking  from  fearfdl  slumbers, 

He  thinks  the  fbli  quire  of  heayen  is  near, — 
rhan  came  that  voioe,  when,  all  forsaken. 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain, 
for  thooght  its  cold  pulse  wocdd  ever  waken 

To  soch  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

weetToace  of  comfort  I  'twas  like  the  stealing 
Of  sommer  wind  thro'  some  wreathed  shell — 

•di  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 
Of  all  mj  aool  echoed  to  its  spell. 

Vaa  whi^per'd  balm— 'twas  sunshine  spoken  !- 
Pd  liTe  jears  of  grief  and  pain 

o  hsve  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  audi  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 


WkUew  Gold  MiDM,  to  wbteh  thU  Terse  aUudet, 
;  bat  too  VCD  Ibe  character  here  giTea  of  tbem. 
havtef  got  Its  pffiie,  Mttled  not  Ihroli;  with 


WHEN  FIRST  I  MET  THEE. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee. 
And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied. 
Still  dung  with  hope  the  fonder. 
And  thought,  though  fidse  to  all  beside, 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceirer !  go, 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  ftlse,  so  low. 
Deserves  Uiat  thou  shouldst  break  it 

When  everj  tongue  thy  follies  nam'd, 

I  fled  the  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  even  the  fiudts  they  blam'd. 

Some  gleams  of  fhture  glory. 
/  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspired  to  wrong,  to  slight  thee; 
The  heart  that  now  thy  fiilsehood  rends 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver  I  go, — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thonlt  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 

Even  now,  though  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee  : 
The  few,  who  lov'd  thee  once,  have  fled. 

And  they,  who  flatter,  scorn  thee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledg'd  to  slayes. 

No  genial  ties  enwreath  it ; 
The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves, 
Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it 
Go — go — though  worlds  were  thine, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 
One  taintless  tear  of  mine 
For  all  thy  guilty  splendour! 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one  I  yet. 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever  ; 
When  thou  wilt  call,  with  Tain  regret. 

On  her  thou'st  lost  for  ever ; 
On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fall. 

With  smiles  had  still  receiv'd  thee. 
And  gladly  died  to  prove  thee  all 

Her  fimcy  first  believ'd  thee. 


the  talisman  in  hit  month.  The  prince  drew  near  it,  hoping 
it  wonM  drop  it ;  but,  as  he  approached,  tlie  bird  took  wing, 
and  settM  again,*'  ftc.  -  Arabitm  Nigkit. 
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Go — go — 'tis  vain  to  corse, 
*Ti8  weakness  to  upbraid  thee ; 

Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 
Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 


WHILE  HISTORY'S  MUSE. 

While  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves, 
Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Erin  stood  weeping, 

For  her's  was  the  story  that  blotted  the  leaves. 
But  oh  I  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright. 
When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame, 
She  saw  History  write. 
With  a  pencil  of  light 
That  illum'd  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's 
name. 

**  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle  I"  said  the  Spirit,  all  spar- 
kling 
With  beams,  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy 
skies — 
**  Through  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling, 
**  I've  watch'd  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 
**■  For,  though  Heroes  I've  number'd,  unblest  was 

their  lot, 
**  And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  crossways  of 
Fame ;  — 

"  But  oh  I  there  is  not 
"  One  dishonouring  blot 
**  On  the  wreath  that  encircles  my  Wellington's 
name. 

**  Yet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 
"  The  grandest,  the  purest,  eVn  thou  hast  yet 
known ; 
"  Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  un- 
chaining, 
'*  Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy 
own. 
**  At  the  foot  of  that  throne  for  whose  weal  thou 

hast  stood, 
**  Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame, 
"  And,  bright  o'er  the  flood 
**  Of  her  tears  and  her  blood, 
•*  Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellington's 
name!" 

1  Thtf  alludes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fidry,  which  !•  to  be  met 
with,  they  lay,  in  the  fields  at  dusk.  As  long  as  you  keep 
your  eyes  upon  htm,  he  is  fixed,  and  in  your  power;.— but 
the  moment  you  look  away  (and  he  is  ingenious  in  Ainiishing 
some  Inducement)  he  Tanishet.    I  had  thought  that  this  was 


THE  TIME  rVE  LOST  IN  WOOL 

The  time  Fve  lost  in  wooing. 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light,  that  lies 

In  woman's  eyes, 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 
Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me, 
I  scom'd  the  lore  she  brought  me. 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks. 
And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted. 

Like  him  the  sprite,  ^ 

Whom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  haunted. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me. 
But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me. 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  tum'd  away, 
O !  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 
No,  vain,  alas !  th'  endeavour 
From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever ; 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

Against  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 


WHERE  IS  THE  SLAVE. 

Oh,  Where's  the  slave  so  lowly, 
Condemn'd  to  chains  unholy. 

Who,  could  he  burst 

His  bonds  at  first. 
Would  pine  beneath  them  slowly  ? 
What  soul,  whose  wrongs  degrade  i 
Would  wait  till  time  decay'd  it. 

When  thus  its  wing 

At  once  may  spring 
To  the  throne  of  EUm  who  made  it? 

the  sprite  which  we  call  the  Leprechaun ;  but  a  high  i 
upon  such  subjects.  Lady  Morgan,  (in  a  note  upoa 
tional  and  interesting  novel,  O'Donnel,)  has  fi?«na 
ferent  account  of  that  goblin. 
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Oh,  -who  yroxdd  not  welcome  that  moment's  retom- 

But  oh  his  joy,  when,  round 

ingt 

The  halls  of  Heaven  spying, 

When  passion  first  wak'd  a  new  life  throogh  his 

Among  the  stars  he  found 

frame, 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying  I 

And  his  soal,  like  the  wood,  that  grows  precious 

in  baming, 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl. 

Gave  oat  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame. 

Remains  of  last  night's  pleasure. 

With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soul 

Miz'd  their  burning  treasure. 

Hence  the  goblet's  shower 
Hath  such  spells  to  win  us ; 

Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  within  ns. 

Fill  the  bumper  fair  I 

FILL  THE  BUMPER  FAIR. 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Fill  the  bumper  fair  I 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

sr 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 
Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

Wit's  electric  flame 

Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes, 

DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY 

As  when  through  the  fVame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasses. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country!  in  darkness  ] 
thee. 
The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o* 
long," 

Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 
Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp,  I  a 
thee. 

Sages  can,  they  say, 

r 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  f^needc 

Grasp  the  lightning's  pinions. 

song! 

And  bring  down  its  ray 

The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  o 

From  the  starr'd  dominions  :  — 

ness 

So  we,  Sages,  sit. 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  t 

And,  'mid  bumpers  brighfning. 

But,  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh 

From  the  Heaven  of  Wit 

ness, 

Draw  down  all  its  lightning. 

That  ev'n  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  fro 
still 

Wouldst  thou  know  what  first 

OlUl. 

Made  our  souls  inherit 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country !  farewell  to  th^ 

This  ennobling  thirst 

bers, 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit  ? 

This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  n 

It  chanc'd  upon  that  day, 

twine! 

When,  as  bards  inform  us. 

Go,  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  th} 

Prometheus  stole  away 

bers, 

The  living  fires  that  warm  us : 

Till  touch'd  by  some  hand  less  unworUi 

• 

vmnA  . 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 

lUlUc  , 

If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover. 

To  Glory's  fount  aspiring. 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  i 

Took  nor  urn  nor  cup 

I  was  but  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  o^ 

To  hide  the  pilfer'd  fire  in.— 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wak'd  was  th 

1  In  that  rebelliout  but  beaut iftil  tong,  "  When  Erin  first 

contention  for  precedence  between  Finn  and  Gaul,  nei 

ro»e,**  there  is,  if  I  recollect  right,  the  following  line:  — 

palace  at  Alrahaim,  where  the  attending  Bards,  an 

"  The  dark  chain  of  Silence  was  thrown  o'er  the  deep.** 

possible,  to  produce  a  cessation  of  hostilities,  shook  t 

of  Silence,  and  flung  themselves  among  the  ranks." 

The  chain  of  Silence  was  a  sort  of  practical  figure  of  rhe- 

the Ode  to  Gaul,  the  San  qf  Momi,  m  Miss  Brooke's 

toric  among  the  ancient  Irish.  Walker  tells  us  of"  a  celebrated 

qf  Irish  Poetry, 
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HT  GENTLE  HARP. 

Mt  gaUe  Harp»  onee  man  I  waken 

The  sweetnen  of  tiiy  shimb'ring  stram; 
la  tean  our  last  ikrewell  was  taken. 

And  now  m  tean  we  meet  again. 
9o  ligbt  of  Joj  bath  o'er  thee  broken, 

Bat,  like  dioae  Harpa  whose  heaVnl  j  akill 
Of  ihnrery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken, 

Tboa  han^st  n^on  the  willows  still. 

And  jet,  ainoe  last  thy  ohord  resounded. 

An  hoar  of  peace  nd  triomph  came. 
And  nianj  an  ardent  bosom  boonded 

With  hopea— that  now  are  tnm'd  to  shame. 
Tct  even  then,  while  Peaoe  was  singing 

Her  halejOQ  aoog  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Thoag^joj  and  hope  to  others  bringing. 

She  011I7  broa|^  new  tears  to  thee. 

Thn»  who  can  ask  Ibrnotes  of  pleasore^ 

Mf  drooping  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine? 
Alas^  HkB  lafk'a  gay  morning  measure 

As  ill  woald  salt  the  swan's  decline  I 
Or  how  sittU  I,  who  lore,  who  bless  thee, 

bvoke  thy  breath  ftr  Freedmn's  strains. 
When  ev'ta  the  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee, 

Ara  aadly  mix'd— half  ilow*rs,  half  chains? 


Bat  cooie — if  yet  iky  frame  can  borrow 

One  breath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me, 
And  show  the  world,  in  chains  and  sorrow, 

How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 
How  gmly,  er'n  mid  gloom  surrounding, 

Thoa  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill — 
like  Memnon's  broken  image  sounding, 

IGd  desohitioa  tuneful  still  1 1 


IN  THE  MORNING  OF  LIFE. 

hi^  morning  of  lifSe,  when  its  cares  are  unknown, 

And  iti  pkasores  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 

Wben  we  li^e  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our 


And  the  light  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from 


Oh  'tis  not,  beliere  me,  in  that  hi4>py  time 
We  can  lore,  as  in  hours  of  less  tnmsport  we 


ratooMit  ut4  Memnooe  chords.— Jiwnul. 


Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  'tis  the  gay  sunny 
prune. 
But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fiide  away.  * 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by. 

Like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return; 
When  our  cup^  which  had  sparided  with  pleasure 
so  high. 

First  tastes  of  the  oAer,  the  dark-flowing  urn ; 
Then,  then  is  the  tune  when  affection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew; 
Lore,  nurs'd  among  pleasures,  is  &ithless  as  they. 

But  the  love  born  o£  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

In  climes  frill  of  sunshine,  thongh  splendid  the 
flowers. 
Their  sighs  hare  no  freshness,  their  odour  no 
worth; 
*Tis  the  dond  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of 
showers, 
That  call  the  rich  sjnrit  of  fragrancy  fbrth. 
So  it  is  not  mid  splendour,  prosperity,  mirth. 
That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  1^- 
pears; 
To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth. 
But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by 
tears. 


AS  SLOW  OUR  SHIP. 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaviog. 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look*d  back 

To  that  dear  Isle  'twas  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love. 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  as  on  we  rove, 

To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanished  years 

We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming, — 
With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears. 

So  fkint,  so  sad  their  beaming; 
While  mem'ry  brings  us  back  again 

Each  early  tie  that  twined  us, 
Oh,  sweet's  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  we*ve  left  behind  us. 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  meet 
Some  isle,  or  vale  enchanting. 

Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  and  sweet. 
And  nought  but  love  is  wanting ; 


■ 

H^H^H 

1 
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We  think  how  great  had  b«en  our  bliss. 

M 

If  Hrav-B  had  but  fl»ip.-d  UB 

REMEMBER  THEE. 

To  live  and  di?  ia  scenes  like  this. 

With  tome  *eV'  left  behind  ub  ! 

It  shall  never  forget  thee.  aU  loni  as  thou  a: 

Ab  trsT'llera  oft  look  back  at  eve. 

More  dear  in  thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom,   as 

When  eastward  iizkly  going. 

showers. 

To  gaie  upon  that  light  they  leaie 

Than  the  rest  of  the  worU  b  their  innniest 

Slill  liiiDt  behind  them  glowing,— 

So.  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

Wert  thou  all  that  I  wish  thee,  great,  gloriou 

To  gloom  hath  near  conslgn'd  ua, 

free. 

We  turn  W  ciitoh  on«  feding  ray 

First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  ih 

1 

Ofjoy  that's  left  behind  us. 

I  might  hul  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier 
liut  oh !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  than 

No,  thy  cbains  as  they  rankle,  thy  blood  as  >l 

But  make  thee  more  painfuUy  dear  to  thy  s. 
Whose  hearts,  Uke  the  young  of  the  desert- 

WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

breast.                              _^l^^l 

Wheh  cold  in  [he  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast 
lo»'d. 
Be  lus  faults  and  his  foUies  forgot  by  thee  then  ; 

^^^M 

-^^^1 

Or,  if  from  their  slumber  Ihe  TeU  be  remoT'd, 

Weep  o'er  them  In  silence,  and  close  il  again. 

And  ohi  if 'tis  pain  to  remember  how  fir 

WREATH  THE  BOWL. 

From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to 

Webath  the  bowl 

Be  it  bliss  to  remember  that  thou  werl  the  star 

With  flowers  of  soul, 

That  arose  on  his  darkness,  and  guided  him 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us  ; 

home. 

»'e'U  take  a  flight 
Tow-rds  heaven  lo-oight. 

From  ihee  and  thf  innocent  beaoty  first  came 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  nt. 

The  revealings,  that  taught  him  true  love  to 

Should  Love  amid 

adore. 

The  wreaths  be  hid, 

To  feel  the  bright  presence,  and  tnm  him  with 

That  Joy,  th'  enchanter,  bring!  1 

shame 

No  danger  fear. 

From  the  idols  he  blindly  had  knelt  to  before. 

While  wine  is  near. 

O-er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild. 

Wc'U  drown  him  if  he  stings  n*|; 

Thou  earnest,  like  a  soft  golden  calm  o'er  the 

Then,  wreath  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  SOUL 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  ns  { 

Oa  his  ev'ning  horiioD,  the  light  was  ft'oni  thee. 

We'U  take  a  flight 
TowWg  heaven  to-nigbt. 

And  leave  doll  earth  behind  aa. 

might  rise. 

And  though  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to 

'Twas  nectar  fed 

stray. 

Of  old, 'tis  said. 

He  bol  tnrn'd  to  the  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes. 

Their  Junos,  Joves,  Apolloc; 

And  the  fotly,  the  fiUsebood,  soon  vanish'd  away. 

And  man  may  brew 

As  the  Priests  of  the  San.  when  their  altar  grew 

Bis  nectar  too, 

dim. 

The  rich  receipt's  as  follows . 

At  the  day-beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair. 

Take  wine  Uke  this, 

. 

80,  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  knguid  in  him. 

Let  looks  of  bliss 

b 

He  but  flew  to  that  smile,  and  rekindled  it  there. 

Around  it  well  be  blended. 

1 

^^^j 
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Tben  iHriag 'Wit't  beam 
To  iram  tiw  ftrem,     * 

And  Hiere^  jour  necter,  ^lendid! 
80  wrath  tiie  bowl 
With  ilowen  of  loal. 

The  bftgfatett  Wit  cm  find  v ; 
Wen  tike  a  flight 
TowVde  heeTen  to-nigfat, 

And  lecve  dull  earth  behind  US. 

8ij,  wh J  did  Time, 

Hii  glam  tsiWim^, 
fill  «p  with  landa  miaightl j, 

When  wine,  he  knew, 

Bnt  bridcer  through 
And  apaikke  ftr  more  brig^itly  ? 

Oh,  lend  it  na, 

Andy  smiling  thns, 
The  glaas  in  two  well  serer. 

Make  pleasure  ^ide 

In  double  tide. 
And  fin  both  ends  for  erer  I 

Then  wreath  the  bowl 

^nth  flowers  of  BooI, 
The  bri^itest  Wit  can  find  OS ; 

Well  tike  a  flight 

TowVds  heaven  to-ni^t. 
And  tave  doU  earth  behind  OS. 


SENFEB  I  SEE  THOSE  SMILING  EYES. 

Whemk*km  I  see  those  smiling  ejes, 

So  fhll  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  light. 
Is  if  no  clood  ooold  ever  rise, 

To  dim  a  heaVn  so  pnrely  bright — 
[  sigji  to  think  how  soon  that  brow 

In  grief  may  lose  its  CTcry  ray, 
ind  that  light  heart,  so  joyoos  now. 

Almost  forget  it  once  was  gay. 

Tor  time  wiU  come  with  all  its  blights, 

The  min'd  hope,  the  friend  unkind, 
Ind  lore,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 

A  chill'd  or  burning  heart  behind : — 
^Hkile  yooth,  that  now  like  snow  appears. 

Ere  sallied  by  the  darkening  rain, 
When  once  *tis  touch'd  by  sorrow's  tears 

Can  never  shine  so  bright  again. 


IF  THOU'LT  BE  MINE. 

Lp  thonlt  be  mine,  the  treasures  of  air, 
Of  earth,  and  sea,  shall  lie  at  thy  feet ; 

Whatever  in  Fancy's  eye  looks  fiur, 
Or  in  Hope*a  sweet  music  sounds  wumt  sweet, 
Siall  be  ours — if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love! 

Bright  flowers  shall  bloom  wherever  we  rove, 
A  voice  divine  shall  talk  in  each  stream ; 

The  stars  shall  look  like  worlds  of  love. 
And  this  earth  be  all  (me  beautiful  dream 
In  our  eyes — if  thou  wilt  be  mme,  k>ve  I 

And  thoughts,  whose  source  is  hidden  and  high. 
Like  streams,  that  come  from  heaven-ward  hiUs, 

Shall  keep  our  hearts,  like  meads,  that  lie 
To  be  bathed  by  those  eternal  riUs, 
Ever  green,  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love  1 

All  this  and  more  Uie  Spirit  of  Love 
Can  breathe  o'er  them,  who  feel  his  spells; 

That  heaven,  which  forms  his  home  above, 
He  can  make  on  earth,  wherever  he  dwells. 
As  thonlt  own, — if  thon  wilt  be  mine,  love! 


TO  LADIES'  EYEa 

To  Ladies'  eyes  uound,  boy. 

We  can't  refuse,  we  can*t  reAise, 
Though  bright  eyes  so  abound,  boy, 

'Tis  hard  to  choose,  'tis  hard  to  choose. 
For  thick  as  stars  that  lighten 

Yon  airy  bow'rs,  yon  airy  bow'rs, 
The  countless  eyes  that  brighten 

This  earth  of  ours,  this  earth  of  ours. 
But  fill  the  cup — where'er,  boy, 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall. 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all!  so  drinic  them  all! 

Some  looks  there  are  so  holy. 

They  seem  but  giv'n,  they  seem  but  giv'n, 
As  shining  beacons,  solely. 

To  light  to  heav^,  to  light  to  heav'n. 
While  some — oh  I  ne'er  believe  them — 

With  tempting  ray,  with  tempting  ray, 
Would  lead  us  (God  forgive  them!) 

The  other  way,  the  other  way. 
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But  fill  the  cup — where'er,  boy, 
Our  choice  may  hh,  our  choice  may  &11, 

We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 
So  drink  them  all !  so  drink  them  all! 

In  some,  as  in  a  mirror. 

Love  seems  portray'd,  Love  seems  portray'd, 
But  shun  the  flatt'ring  error, 

*Ti8  but  his  shade,  'tis  but  his  shade. 
Himself  has  fix'd  his  dwelling 

In  eyes  we  know,  in  eyes  we  know, 
And  lips — but  this  is  telling— 

So  here  they  go !  so  here  they  go! 
Fill  up,  fill  up — where'er,  boy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  &11, 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy. 

So  drink  them  all!  so  drink  them  ail! 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

FoBOBT  not  the  field  where  they  perish'd. 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave, 
All  gone — and  the  bright  hope  we  cherish'd 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  their  grave! 

Oh!  could  we  from  death  but  recover 
Those  hearts  as  they  bounded  before. 

In  the  face  of  high  heav'n  to  fight  over 
That  combat  for  freedom  once  more; — 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riven 
Which  Tyranny  flung  round  us  then. 

No,  'tis  not  in  Man,  nor  in  Heaven, 
To  let  Tyranny  bmd  it  again! 

But  'tis  past — and,  tho*  blazon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be. 
Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory 

Which  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  finee. 

Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  prison. 

Illumed  by  one  patriot  name. 
Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  have  risen 

On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 


THEY  MAY  RAIL  AT  THIS  J 

Thet  may  rail  at  this  life  —  from  tl 
began  it, 

I  found  it  a  life  fUll  of  k'mdness  and  I 
And,  until  they  can  show  me  some  hsLp^ 

More  social  and  bright,  Fll  content  me 
As  long  as  the  world  has  such  lips  and 

As  before  me  this  moment  enraptur'd 
They  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  o 
skies, 

But  this  earth  is  the  pbmet  for  you,  loi 

In  Mercury's  star,  where  each  moment 
them 

New  sunshine  and  wit  firom  the  foonta 
Though  the  nymphs  may  have  livelie 
sing  them,  ^ 

They've  none,  even  there,  more  enasioi 
And,  as  long  as  this  harp  can  be  waken 

And  that  eye  its  divine  inspiration  ih 
They  may  talk  as  they  will  ot  their  Ed( 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  loi 

In  that  star  of  the  west,   by   whose 
splendour, 
At  twilight  so  often  we've  roam'd  th 
dew. 
There  are  maidens,  perhaps,  who  have 
tender, 
And  look,  in  their  twilights,  as  lovel} 
But  tho'  they  were  even  more  bright  thai 
Of  that  isle  they  inhabit  in  heaven's  1 
As  I  never  those  fair  young  celestials  h 
Why — this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yoi 
me. 

As  for  those  chilly  orbs  on  the  verge  of 
Where  sunshine  and  smiles  must  be  eq 
Did  they  want  a  supply  of  cold  heart 
station, 
Heav'n  knows  we  have  plenty  on  eartl 
spare. 
Oh!  think  what  a  world  we  should  have 
If  the  haters  of  peace,  of  affection,  an 
Were  to  fly  up  to  Saturn's  comfortless  s 
And  leave  earth  to  such  spirits  as  yoc 
me. 


'  Toas  let  bablUiu  de  Mercure  toot  rift. «  Plmraiitt  da 
MomdtM. 
3  I^  terre  pourrs  Mre  pour  Vfout  I'itoile  du  berger  eC  U 


ndre  det  amours,  comme  V6nus  Tett  poor  nooa 
de$  Mondet. 
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The  Lady's  prayer  Senanus  spnm'di 

OR  THE  BWORDS  OF  FORMER 

The  winds  blew  fresh,  tlie  bark  returo'd; 

TIME! 

But  legends  hmt,  lha(  had  the  maid 

TUl  morning's  llghl  dvlay'd; 

the  ivordi  of  former  time  I 

And  giv'n  the  saiat  one  rosy  smile. 

br  Ihe  men  -who  bore  them. 

She  ne'er  bad  left  his  lonely  isle. 

■nn'd  for  Righl,  they  stood  aubllme. 

tyraon  (roiich'd  before  (hero: 

free  ye(,  ere  courts  began 

1  hoBoara  to  enslave  him, 

»t  hoDOun  worn  bj  Man 

NE'ER  ASK  THE  HOUa                   1 

■e  those  which  Virtno  ga-ie  him. 

the  j«ordi,  &c.  fcc 

Ne-eb  ask  the  bonr— what  i«  it  to  ns 

How  Time  deaU  out  his  treasures  ? 

the  Kings  who  aonrish"d  then! 

The  golden  moments  lent  us  thus. 

or  the  pomp  that  crown'd  (hem. 

Are  not  hii  coin,  but  Pleasure's. 

hraiu  and  buidi  of  frccbom  men 

If  counting  thfm  o'er  could  add  to  their  blisses. 

c  all  the  ramparts  ronnil  them. 

I'd  ntimber  each  glorious  second  : 

«te  b<dll  on  bosom,  troe, 

Bat  moments  of  joy  ar«,  like  Lesbia's  kisses, 

ihroDC  «u  but  the  cmtre. 

Too  quiet  and  sweet  to  be  reckon'd. 

wbieh  Lo»e  a  circle  drew. 

Thea  fill  the  cnp— what  is  U  to  u* 

I  Tres*™  dorw  not  enter. 

How  Time  his  circle  measures  ? 

the  King*  who  flourish'd  then! 

The  fairy  hours  *e  call  up  thus. 

Vir  the  pomp  thai  crown'd  them. 

Obey  no  wand,bul  Pleasure's. 

hearts  and  hande  of  freeboni  men 

e  all  the  rainparti  round  them  1 

Young  Joy  ne'er  thought  of  CDun(ing  hoan. 

Till  Care,  one  sommCT's  morning, 

Set  up,  among  his  smiling  flol^e^^ 

A  dial,  by  way  of  vaming. 

Bui  Joy  lo-red  better  to  gaie  on  the  san,         _      . 

As  long  as  its  light  was  glowing,                 '         . 

SENAMU8  AND  THE  LADY. 

Than  to  watch  with  old  Care  how  the  shadow  stole 

■I.  SBWiMIB.  1 

And  how  fast  that  light  was  going. 

I!  huU  and  leave  thii  sacred  Ule, 

So  fill  the  cup  — what  is  it  (0  us 

iboly  Ufk,  we  morning  smilei 

How  Time  hii  circle  measures  ? 

v  OD  tby  deck,  though  dark  it  be. 

The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus, 

A  female  form  I  see-, 

Obey  no  wood,  bat  Pleasure's. 

Dd  1  have  sworn  thi«  sainted  sod 

all  ne'er  bj  woman's  feet  be  trod." 

Tira   I.iDT. 

Ill  Father,  wnd  not  hence  my  bark. 

SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON. 

hrmgh  wiolry  winds  and  billoxs  dark : 

nnne  -with  bomble  heart  to  share 

Sail  on.  sail  on,  Ihoa  fearless  bark- 

Thy  mom  aDd  CTening  prayer; 

Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind, 

or  mine  the  feet,  ohl  holy  .Saint, 

It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark. 

More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 

itfikal  lUk  of  St.  Seunxi.  wblch  1<  aim  rrom  u 

CW  PmiU.  }«fl/uffl~ii 

■a,  MS..  »Dd  mil  (»  fouml  moBltbe  jfrta  So«c- 

birUB.  we  utUHd  of  hL>  lli«ht  Id  Ihe  lilind  Df  Sut- 

N«  »  Hw  tiUan  aiiaiK 

S«  (he  AM  SOMI.  Hii..  [mi*  aiO- 

AccoMlDt  (o  Dr.  I«l>ich,  St.  aoMoat  WW  t»  !«•  *  per. 

=(&«».,  «ortlB,  « 10.  po«I=l  M<,p.plH.r , 

(DUID  ibin  (he  rliM  StuBDoa  ;  but  tyCoBBO'  uid  Uh.r 

■™' 
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Kb  death  beneath  oar  smile  inaj  be, 

li  we  are,  lew  faUe  than  they, 

f  tmiUDg  wreck'd  Ihf  hopei  uid  thee." 

—  tbroagh  eadleu  ipace  — 
calm — tbroagh    tempest  — 

liest  kb'i  a  rettiag  place 

vho  leaves  auch  hearts  oi 

le  desert  land  ve  i 

ever  yet  fabc-hearted  m 
I  world,  that  else  wen 

R  thee,  bark,  but  oot  till  then. 


',  if  closely  resembling, 
row,  thy  wi(her'd-Dp  heart — 
c  deep,  deep,  of  tbe  same  "  cup  of  trem- 


ir  DDtlaD  lie  conqner'd  and  bmki 
'nfromherheadiatbeonceroyali 

in  her  balk.  Desolation  hath  spoken. 
Bile  i  I  is  day  yet,  her  stm  hath  gone  down."' 


When  that  cop,  which  tor  other*  the  prond  Golden 
City* 
Bad  brimm'd  thll  of  UttemeH,  drench'd  her 
own  tips ; 
And  the  world  (he  had  tnunpled  on  faettrd,  withnu 
P'T. 
Tbebowlioberhalls,and  thecry  &om  heriliift. 

When  the  carse  Heaven  keepa  for  tbe  hau^ty 

Her  merchiuits  rapacions,  her  nilen  Dnjoit, 

And,  B  rain,  at  last,  for  the  eanhwoRn  to  cover, ' 

Tbe  Lady  of  Kingdom*  "  Uj  low  in  ihednd. 


DHIKK  OF  THIS  CUP. 

Daim  of  this  cup ;  yonll  find  there's  a  apell  ia 
Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortalttji 

Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  fi>r  Helen ! 
Her  cap  was  a  fiction,  bat  this  ia  reality. 

Would  yon  forget  the  dark  world  we  are  in, 
Jnst  taaie  of  the  babble  that  gleams  on  ihelopi' 

would  you  rise  above  earth,  till  akin 

To  Immortals  theiQ«elTes,7oa  mnndraineTaT 

drop  of  it ; 

Send  roond  the  cup — fbr  oh,  there's  a  spdl  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ilia  of  mortality^ 

Talk  of  ihe  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  [ 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  bat  this  is  reality. 


ras  philter  fotm'd  with  inch  power 
To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  are  qnsffiag; 
a  magic  began  when,  in  Anttunn's  rieh  hour, 
A  harvest  of  gold  in  the  fields  it  stood  laaghil^ 
There  having,  by  Nature's  eaehantment,  beea  SH 
With  Ihe  balm  and  the  blocoi  of  her  tindW 
weather. 
This  wonderfal  joice  fi^im  its  core  was  diitilld 
To  enliven  such  heoTls  as  are  here  Itm^  *■ 
gpiher. 
Then  driDk  of  the  cup — youll  flod  thcra^  iV*' 


'ery  drop  'gainst  the  ilia  of  mottalily; 
Talk  of  (he  cordial  that  sparkled  (br  Helta  I 
Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  Uus  is  reali^. 


Ight  down  >o  *•(!••• H 

-liaiMM,  xlT.th  4 
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Anddumflhpoliapf — Imtlirauheittoiiooiie— 

like  tiqoor  ^  wtteli  brew  nt  midnigjit  flo  awftal, 
Thispbiller  in  eeeret  wii  flnt  tanght  to  flow  on, 

Tet  tis  n't  Iam  potent  lor  being  unlawfiiL 
And,  er^i  thoa^  it  tMte  of  the  smoke  of  that  flame, 

Wbieh  in  nleneeeztneted  its  Tirtoe  forbidden — 
FUlvp — dieie^aflieinsoinebeartsIooQldname, 

'Which  mtj  woriL  too  its  eharm,  though  as  law- 
Icai  f»Mi  hiddgn. 
So  drink  of  the  cap — fbr  oh  there's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drap  'gainst  tbt  ills  of  mor^ty; 
Tkik  of  the  eerdial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  I 

Her  tmp  was  a  Action,  but  this  is  reality. 


THE  FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Doiwir  in  ^  Talley  come  meet  me  to-night, 
And  m  tdl  yon  your  fbrtone  tmly 

As  ever  was  tdd,  by  the  new-moon's  light. 
To  a  yoong  maiden,  shining  as  newly. 

Bat,  te  the  world,  let  no  one  be  nigh, 
Lsit  haply  the  stars  should  deeeire  me  ; 

fkdk  seerets  between  you  and  me  and  the  sky 
Should  nerer  go  ihrther,  believe  me. 

If  at  that  hour  the  heaVkis  be  not  dim. 
My  sdenoe  shall  eall  up  before  you 

A  male  apparition, — the  image  of  him 
Whose  destiny  'tis  to  adore  yon. 

And  if  to  that  phantom  youll  be  kind. 
So  fbndly  around  you  hell  hover, 

ToctH  hardly,  my  dear,  any  diiference  find 
Twist  him  and  a  true  living  lover. 

Down  at  your  feet,  in  the  pale  moonlight, 
HbH  kneel,  with  a  warmth  of  devotion — 

An  ardour,  of  which  such  an  innocent  sprite 
Toa'd  seareely  believe  had  a  notion. 

What  other  thooghti  and  events  may  arise, 
As  in  destiny's  book  Fve  not  seen  them. 

Most  only  be  left  to  the  stars  and  your  eyes 
To  setde,  ere  morning,  between  them. 


BeotioDi  that  there  is  a  motmtalD  fai  some 

«f  belaad,  where  the  ghofti  of  penoni  who  hare  died  in 

tande  walk  about  and  conTene  with  thote  they  meet. 

If  aaked  why  they  do  not  return  to  their 

they  f^y  Cbcy  are  obliged  to  go  to  Mount  Hecla,  and 

taaedlately. 

*  Tka  pffciilan  of  the  tnMlitioD  respecting  O*D0Dohae 
liMs  Whto  Hone,  a^y  be  foosd  in  Mr.  Weld's  Account 
son  ftdlydBtailed  in  I>errlck*s  Letters.  For 
his  death,  Om  spirit  of  this  hero  is  supposed 
I  on  the  noming  of  Maqr-day,  gliding  orer 


OH,  TE  DEAD! 

Oh,  ye  Dead  I  oh,  ye  Dead!  i  whom  we  know  by 

the  light  yon  give 
From  your  cold  gleaming  eyes,  though  yon  move 
like  men  who  liye. 
Why  leave  you  thus  your  graves. 
In  &r  off  fields  and  waves. 
Where  the  worm  and  the  sea-bird  only  know  your 
bed. 
To  haunt  this  spot  where  all 
Those  eyes  that  wept  your  fidl. 
And  the  hearts  that  wail'd  you,  like  your  own,  lie 
dead? 

It  is  true,  it  is  true^  we  are  shadows  cold  and  wan ; 
And  the  ikir  and  the  brave  whom  we  loVd  on  earth 
are  gone; 
But  still  thus  eVn  in  death. 
So  sweet  the  liying  breath 
Of  the  fields  and  the  floVrs  in  our  youth  we  wan- 
der'd  o'er. 
That  ere,  condemn'd,  we  go 
To  freeze  'mid  Heda's  snow. 
We  would  taste  it  awhile,  and-think  we  live  once 
more! 


O'DONOHUE'S  MIStRESS. 

Of  all  the  fair  months,  that  round  the  sun 
In  light-link*d  dance  their  circles  run, 

Sweet  May,  shine  thou  for  me ; 
For  still,  when  thy  earliest  beams  arise. 
That  yonth,  who  beneath  the  blue  lake  lies, 

Sweet  May,  returns  to  me. 

Of  all  the  bright  haunts,  where  daylight  leaves 
Its  lingering  smile  on  golden  eves, 

Fair  Lake,  thou*rt  dearest  to  me  ; 
For  when  the  last  April  sun  grows  dim, 
Thy  Naiads  prepare  his  steed  >  for  him 

Who  dwells,  bright  Lake,  in  thee. 


the  lalus  on  his  faTourite  white  horse,  to  the  sound  of  sweet 
unearthly  music,  and  preceded  by  groups  of  youths  and 
maidens,  who  flung  wreatlu  of  delicate  spring  flowers  in  his 
path. 

Among  other  stories,  connected  with  this  Legend  of  the 
LalMS,  it  is  said  that  there  was  a  young  and  beautiAil  girl 
whose  imagination  was  so  Impressed  with  the  idea  of  this 
Tisionary  chieftain,  that  she  fancied  herself  in  lore  with  him, 
and  at  last,  in  a  fit  of  insanity,  on  a  May.moniing  threw  herself 
into  the  hUie. 


■I  a.  1 
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11  the  proud  steeds,  that  erer  bore 

Qg  plumed  Cfaie£i  on  sea  or  shore, 

'hite  Steed,  most  joy  to  thee ; 

>  still,  with  the  first  youig  glance  of  spring, 

n  under  that  glorious  lake  dost  bring 

y  loTe,  my  chief^  to  me. 

le,  white  as  the  sail  some  bark  unfurls, 
m  newly  launched,  thy  long  mane  i  curls, 
iir  Steed,  as  white  and  free ; 
spirits,  from  all  the  lake's  deep  bowers, 
e  o*er  the  blue  wave  scattering  flowers, 
round  my  love  and  thee. 

11  the  sweet  deaths  that  maidens  die. 
Me  lovers  beneath  the  cold  wave  lie, 
ost  sweet  that  death  will  be, 
ch,  under  the  next  May  evening's  light, 
m  thou  and  thy  steed  are  lost  to  sight, 
ear  love,  Fll  die  for  thee. 


ECHO. 


ow  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 

To  music  at  night, 
lien,  rous'd  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakes, 
ad  fkr  away,  o'er  lawns  and  lakes. 

Goes  answering  light 

3t  Love  hath  echoes  truer  for, 

And  far  more  sweet, 
lian  e'er  beneath  the  moonlight's  star, 
f  horn,  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar, 

The  songs  repeat 

is  when  the  sigh,  in  youth  sincere. 

And  only  then, — 
lie  sigh  that's  breath'd  for  one  to  hear, 
by  that  one,  that  only  dear, 

Breath'd  back  again! 


OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

a  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers. 
Where  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me : 
)r  mine's  a  garden  of  faded  flowers. 
More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 

'he  boatmcih  at  Killuney  call  thote  wares  which  come 
windy  day,  created  with  foam,  "  O'Donohue'i  white 


And  there  we  shall  have  our  feast  of  tears, 
And  many  a  cup  in  silence  poor ; 

Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  years. 
Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  bloom  no  more. 

There,  while  the  myrtle's  withering  boughs 

Their  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed. 
We'll  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows. 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dei 
Or,  while  some  blighted  laniel  waves 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot, 
We'll  drink  to  those  n^lected  graves. 

Where  valour  sleeps,  nnnam'd,  fingot 


THEE,  THEE,  ONLT  THEE. 

The  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  sinkin; 
The  night's  long  hours  still  find  me  thinkh^ 

Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
When  fHends  are  met,  and  goblets  crown'd, 
And  smiles  are  near,  that  onee  enchanted, 
Unreach'd  by  all  that  sunshine  round. 
My  soul,  like  some  dark  gpoi,  is  hannted 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Whatever  in  fiune's  high  path  ooold  wakes 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  forsaken 
For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlong  bsrk 

To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never. 
Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bright  or  dark, 
I  know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

I  have  not  a  joy  but  of  thy  bringing. 
And  pain  itself  seems  sweet  when  springing 

From  thee,  thee,  only  tiiee. 
Like  spells,  that  nought  on  earth  can  biesk, 
Till  lips,  that  know  the  chann,  ham  spohi 
This  heart,  howe'er  the  woiid  avf  wikt 
Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  but  be  bNfcn 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thae. 


1 

SHALL  THE  HARP,  THEN,  BE  SHJOl 

Shall  the  Harp,  then,  be  silent,  when  he' 
gave 
To  our  country  a  name^  is  withdrawn 
eyes? 
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Shall  m  MmaCiel  of  Erin  ftand  mota  by  the  grave, 
Where  the  lint— where  the  last  of  her  Patriots 
lies? 

No-^unt  tho^  the  death-eong  maj&ll  fkxmi  his  lips, 
Tho^  his  Harp,  like  his  soul,  may  with  shadows 
beeroet, 
Tet,  jet  shaO  it  sound,  'mid  a  nation's  eclipse. 
And  piookim  to  the  world  what  a  star  hath 
been  lost;—! 

What  a  nnion  of  an  the  affeetions  and  powers 
Bj  whieh  life  is  esalted,  embdlish'd,  refin'd, 

Wasembraoed  infhatq>irit — ^whose  centre  was  ours, 
While  its  mighty  eirenm&rence  circled  mankind. 

(Hi,  who  that  lores  Erin,  or  who  that  can  see. 
Throng^  tbt  waste  of  her  annals,  that  epoch 
snbtime— 

like  a  pyiasnid  xais'd  in  the  desert— where  he 
And  his  g^oty  stand  out  to  the  eyes  of  all  time; 


Tliat  oat  laeid  intenral,  snatoh'd  from  the  gloom 
And  tbt  madness  of  ages,  when  fill'd  with  his  soul, 

A  Nation  o'eileqi'd  the  dark  bounds  of  her  doom, 
Andteoatsaered  instant,  tonch'd  Liberty'sgoel? 


Wbo^  that  e?er  hath  heard  him — hath  drank  at 
thesoiiroe 
Of  that  wonderfbl  eloqaence,  all  Erin's  own, 
In  whose  high-thooghted  daring,  the  fire,  and  the 
fovotf 
And  the  yet  untam'd  spring  of  her  spirit  are 
shown? 

An  ekiqiienee  rich,  wheresoever  its  wave 
Wander'd  firee  and  triumphant,  with  thoaghti 
that  shone  throogh. 

As  dear  as  the  brook's  **  stone  of  lostre,"  and  gave, 
With  the  flash  of  the  gem,  its  solidity  too. 

Who^  that  ever  ^>proach*d  him,  when  free  from 
the  crowd. 
In  a  home  fbll  of  love,  he  delighted  to  tread 
lldog  the  trees  which  a  nation  had  giv'n,  and 
which  bow'd. 
As  if  each  broog^  a  new  civic  crown  for  his 
head- 
Is  there  one,  who  hath  thus,  throogh  his  orbit  of  life 
Bat  at  distance  observ'd  him — through  glory, 
throo|^  Idame, 


wore  written  OD  the  daith  of  our  great  patriot. 
In  the  year  ISSQ.    It  is  only  the  two  fint  renes  that 
fatendei!  or  fitted  to  be  tong. 


In  the  calm  of  retreat,  in  the  grandeur  of  strife. 
Whether  shining  or  elooded,  still  high  and  the 
same, — 

Oh  no,  not  a  heart,  that  e'er  knew  him,  but  mourns 

Deep,  deep  o'er  the  grave,  where  such  glory  is 

shrin'd — 

O'er  a  monument  Fame  will  preserve,  'mong  the 

urns 

Of  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  the  best  of  mankind! 


OH,  THE  SIGHT  ENTRANCING. 

Oh,  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  arra/d 

With  hehn  and  blade. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  beating. 
And  the  trumpet's  voice  repeating 

That  song,  whose  breath 

Hay  lead  to  death. 
But  never  to  retreating. 
Oh  the  sight  entrancing. 
When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  arra/d. 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing. 

Yet,  'tis  not  helm  or  feather — 
For  ask  yon  despot,  whether 

His  plumed  bands 

Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together. 
Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  *em — 
Give  man  but  heart  and  freedom. 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves 
That  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 
The  sword  may  pierce  the  beaver. 
Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever, 

'Tis  mind  alone. 

Worth  steel  and  stone. 
That  keeps  men  free  for  ever. 
Oh  that  sight  entrancing, 
When  the  morning's  beam  is  glancing, 

0*er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  in  Freedom's  cause  advancing ! 
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SWEET  ISNISF ALLEN, 

Sweet  lanlilkUeii.  fare  tlice  ircll. 

May  culm  &nd  BunKhini;  laag  be  thine! 

How  tiiir  ibou  art  lei  others  tell,  — 
To/eei  how  fair  shall  loog  he  mine. 

Sweet  InniaM^D,  long  ehall  dwell 
In  memory'g  dream  that  euan;  amilc. 

Which  o'er  thee  on  that  evening  fell, 
When  Gral  1  saw  thy  fairy  i«le. 

'T<rw  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one. 
Who  bad  lo  tnrn  lo  paths  of  care  — 

Throiigh  crowded  haunts  again  (o  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there-, 


Sam 


o  thy  >] 


Bnt,  on  the  world's  rude  oceao  toit. 
Dream  of  thcc  sometime),  as  a  home 
Of  soDshine  he  hod  Been  and  tost. 

Far  beltsr  in  thy  weeping  hours 
To  part  from  Ihee,  as  I  do  now, 

Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 

For,  though  Dnrivaird  still  Ihy  grace. 

Thou  dost  not  look,  at  then,  loo  blest, 
Bnt  thus  m  shadow,  secm'st  a  place 

Where  erring  man  might  hope  lo  rest — 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  Snd  in  thee 
A  gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 

He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree, 

like  thine,  hung  weeping  o'er  bis  way. 

Weeping  or  smiUng,  lovely  isle! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  Ihy  le 
For  though  but  rare  thy  suany  smile, 

■Ti»  heav'o's  own  glance  when  it  appears. 


The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  i 
He  hod  taught  losing  Elrin's  dark  bo 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  i 
From  Dinis'  green  isle,  to  Glenn's 

He  listen'd — while,  high  o'er  thee 
The  lingering  unudi  on  Iheir  yitrj  i 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  Ihrii> 

As  if  loth  to  let  sang  go 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  swi 
Was  again  brought  to  li 
Some  heav'a  in  those  bills,  where  tl 
P  strain 

That  had  ccaa'd  apon  earth  was  aw 

Oh  forgive,  if,  while  Ust'ning  to 

Seem'd  lo  circle  his  name  with  a 

He  should  f«cl  a  proud  Spirit  within ! 
■'  Even  so  shall  thou  live  ' 

"  Even  so,  tho'  thy 
■■  'Twill  be  caught  i 
"  And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of 
"  Through  the  answering  Fntitre, 
thy  song." 


FAIREST  1    PDT  ON  AW 

These  pinions  of  light 

•T  thy  own  Green  Iilc 
In  fancy  let  me  wing 

^r  did  Ariel's  plume. 
At  golden  sunset  hover 

10  full  of  bloom. 
As  I  shall  waA  thee  over. 

Fields,  where  (he  Spring  delayif 

And  fearlessly  m 
Of  the  warm  Summer's  gaie, 

With  only  her  lean  (o  guarl 
Rocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  tnnjeitic  frowning; 
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Thai  aerer  halli  Inrd  oonie  ni^  them, 
But  from  his  ooune  throng  tir 

Hb  hith  ben  won  down  hf  them;—' 
Typeoy  fweet  maidy  of  thee, 

WhoM  look,  whoM  Uoih  iimting; 
Vever  did  Loive  yet  see 

From  He«v*ii,  without  eliciting. 


Lekee,  where  the  peeii  liee  hid,< 

And  esvei^  where  the  gem  is  deeping, 
Bright  as  ^  tens  thy  lid 

Lots  ML  in  lonely  weeping. 
Glens*,  where  Oeeen  eomes. 

To  'aeqw  the  wild  wind*s  rancoor, 
And  Hariwors,  worthiest  homes 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  ean  anchor. 

Then,  it  while  aecnes  so  grand, 

So  beantiftil,  shine  before  thee, 
Pride  te  thy  own  dear  land 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  thee. 
Oh,  let  grief  oome  first, 

O^er  pride  itself  lictorioas—* 
Thinking  how  man  hath  corst 

What  Hea;ven  had  made  so  gknions! 


QUICK!  WE  HAVE  BUT  A  SECOND. 

QuickI  we  haye  bat  a  second, 

Rll  romid  the  cop,  while  you  may; 
For  Time,  the  chorl,  bath  beckon'd. 

And  we  most  away,  away  I 
Grasp  the  pleasure  that's  flying, 

For  oh,  not  Orphens'  strain 
Could  keep  sweet  honrs  from  dying, 
Or  charm  them  to  life  again. 
Then,  qoickl  we  have  but  a  second. 

Fill  romid  the  cnp,  while  yon  may; 
For  Time,  the  chnrl,  hath  beckon'd. 
And  we  mnst  away,  away  I 

See  the  ^aas,  how  it  flushes. 

Like  some  yoong  Hebe's  lip. 
And  half  meets  thine,  and  blushes 

That  tboo  shooldst  delay  to  sip. 

I  ftdtMriMDftbeSktligtOilaiMii  of  the  Barony  of  Forth), 
tr.  TMrtng  cqrs,  **  Tboro  la  a  certain  attractlTe  Tirtoe  in  the 
M  wWdi  dnnrt  down  all  the  Mrds  that  attempt  to  fly  orer  ft, 
li  efeHfie  them  to  light  npoa  the  rock.** 
*  **  >— iIm,  a  BrMih  writer  of  the  ninth  century,  men- 
ns  the  ataodnee  of  pearlf  In  Ireland.  71Mr  prinoet,  he 
ff^lMH  them  bahiod  their  ean:  andthis  weflndconflrmed 
repnMalHede  A.  C.  lOM,  by  Gilbert,  Bishop  of  Umerick, 


Shame,  oh  shame  onto  thee. 

If  erer  then  see'st  that  day. 
When  a  cnp  or  lip  shall  woo  thee. 
And  torn  nntouch'd  away  I 
Then,  qniokl  we  haye  but  a  second. 

Fill  roond,  fill  round,  while  yon  may; 
For  Time,  the  chnrl,  hath  beckon'd. 
And  we  mnst  away,  away! 


>J 


AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  THia 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends. 

For  all  thelongyears  IVe  been  wand'ring  away — 
jjb  see  thus  aroond  me  my  youth's  early  friends, 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  thai  happy  day? 
Though  haply  o'er  someof  your  brows,  as  o'er  mine. 

The  snow-fidl  of  time  may  be  stealing — what 
then? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine. 

Well  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  again. 

What  soften'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart. 

In  gazing  on  those  we're  been  lost  to  so  long! 
The  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part, 

Stiliround  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throngs 
As  letters  some  band  hath  inyisibly  trac'd. 

When  held  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  on  the  sight. 
So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seem'd  effiic'd. 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to 
light 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide, 

To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 
Though  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide. 

The  wreck  of  ftdl  many  a  hope  shining  through ; 
Yet  still,  as  In  fiuicy  we  point  to  the  flowers, 

That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore. 
Deceived  for  a  moment,  well  think  them  still  ours. 

And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once 
more.* 

So  brief  our  existence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most. 
Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear; 

And  oft  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost, 
For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 


to  Anaefan,  Archbbhop  of  Canterbury,  of  a  oonaidcrable  qnan- 
tity  of  Irith  pearls.*'  ~  0*HaUoran, 

>  GlMngarUr. 

<  Joan  charmani,  qoand  Je  loage  i  tos  heureuz  inatans, 
Je  penie  remonter  le  fleure  de  mei  ani ; 
Bt  mon  conir,  enchant^  snr  sa  rire  fleurie. 
Rehire  encore  Talr  par  da  matin  de  la  Tie. 
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Ah,  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone, 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss, 

For  a  smile,  or  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  hastening  on. 
Is  all  we  e^joy  of  each  other  in  this.  > 

Bat,  come,  the  more  rare  such  delights  to  the  heart. 
The  more  we  should  welcome  and  bless  them  the 
more; 
They're  ours,  when  we  meet, — they  are  lost  when 
we  part. 
Like  birds  that  bring  summer,  and  fly  when  *tis 
o*er. 
Thus  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink. 
Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro*  pleasure,  thro* 
pain. 
That,  &st  as  a  feeling  but  touches  one  link. 
Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  chain. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  SPRITE. 

In  yonder  valley  there  dwelt,  alone, 
A  youth,  whose  moments  had  calmly  flown. 
Till  spells  came  o'er  him,  and,  day  and  night. 
He  was  haunted  and  watched  by  a  Mountain  Sprite. 

As  once,  by  moonlight,  he  wander'd  o'er 
The  golden  sands  of  that  island  shore, 
A  foot-print  sparkled  before  his  sight — 
'Twas  the  fairy  foot  of  the  Mountain  Sprite  I 

Beside  a  fountain,  one  sunny  day. 

As  bending  over  the  stream  he  lay, 

There  peep'd  down  o'er  him  two  eyes  of  light. 

And  he  saw  in  that  mirror  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

He  tum'd,  but,  lo,  like  a  startled  bird, 

That  spirit  fled !  — and  the  youth  but  heard 

Sweet  music,  such  as  marks  the  flight 

Of  some  bird  of  song,  from  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

One  night,  still  haunted  by  that  bright  look, 

The  boy,  bewildered,  his  pencil  took. 

And,  guided  only  by  memory's  light, 

Drew  the  once-seen  form  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

"  Oh  thou,  who  lovest  the  shadow,"  cried 
A  voice,  low  whisp'ring  by  his  side, 

^  The  lame  thought  has  been  happily  expressed  bjr  my 
friend  Mr.  Washington  Irving,  in  his  Bracehridge  Hall,  vol.  i. 
p.  813 — The  sincere  pleasure  which  I  feel  in  calling  this  gen- 
tleman my  friend,  is  much  enhanced  by  the  reflection  that  he 
is  too  good  an  American,  to  have  admitted  me  so  readily  to 
iuch  a  distinction,  if  he  bad  not  known  that  my  feelings  to- 
wards the  great  and  free  country  that  gave  him  birth,  have 
been  long  such  as  every  real  lover  of  the  liberty  and  happiness 
of  the  human  race  must  entertxdn. 

s  "  Thomas,  the  heir  of  the  Desmond  family,  had  acci- 


**  Now  turn  and  see," — here  the  youth's  delight 
Seal'd  the  rosy  lips  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

**  Of  all  the  Spirits  of  land  and  sea," 

Then  rapt  he  murmur'd,  **  there's  none  like  thee, 

"  And  oft,  oh  oft,  may  thy  foot  thus  light 

"  In  this  lonely  bower,  sweet  Mountain  Sprite!" 


AS  VANQUISH'D  ERIN. 

As  vanquished  Erin  wept  beside 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river. 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide. 

Had  dropp'd  his  loaded  quiver. 
"  Lie  hid,"  she  cried,  ^  ye  venom*d  darts, 

**  Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  you ; 
"  Lie  hid— the  stain  of  manly  hearts, 

"  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you." 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain, — 

As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  her — 
Each  year  the  Fiend  returns  again. 

And  dives  into  that  water  ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

His  shades  of  desolation. 
And  sends  them,  wing'd  with  worse  than  death. 

Through  all  her  madd'ning  nation. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

Ev'n  now,  beside  that  river — 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns. 

And  stor'd  is  still  his  quiver. 
"  When  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Good?  " 

She  weeping  asks  for  ever  ; 
But  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood. 

The  Demon  answer,  '*  Never !  " 


DESMOND'S  SONO.« 

By  the  Feal's  wave  benighted. 
No  star  in  the  skies, 


dentally  been  so  engaged  in  the  chase,  that  be  wit  benii^Mi 
near  Tralee,  and  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Abbey  oTFmI, 
in  the  house  of  one  of  his  dependents,  called  Mac  Cowif 
Catherine,  a  beautiful  daughter  of  his  boat,  instaatlyinqin' 
the  Karl  with  a  violent  passion,  which  he  could  not  siMm. 
He  married  her,  and  by  this  inferior  alliance  aUenatad  kto  ti- 
lowers,  whose  brutal  pride  regarded  thb  indulgence  ef  Ml 
love  as  an  unpardonable  degradation  of  his  Cunlly.**—j 
vol.  ii. 


J 


IRISH  MELODIES. 


209 


To  thy  door  by  Lore  lighted, 
I  first  saw  those  eyes. 

Some  Toice  whispered  o*er  me, 
As  the  threshold  I  crost. 

There  was  mm  before  me. 
If  I  lov*d,  I  was  lost 

Lore  came,  and  brought  sorrow 

Too  soon  in  his  train ; 
Yet  so  sweet,  that  to-morrow 

*Twere  welcome  again. 
Though  misery's  fiill  measure 

My  portion  should  be, 
I  would  drain  it  with  pleasure, 

If  pour'd  out  by  thee. 

You,  who  call  it  dishonour 

To  bow  to  this  flame, 
If  you've  eyes,  look  but  on  her, 

And  blush  while  you  blame. 
Hath  the  pearl  less  whiteness 

Because  of  its  birth  ? 
Hath  the  violet  less  brightness 

For  growing  near  earth? 

No — Man  for  his  glory 

To  ancestry  flies ; 
But  Woman's  bright  story 

Is  told  in  her  eyes. 
While  the  Monarch  but  traces 

Through  mortals  his  line. 
Beauty,  bom  of  the  Graces, 

Ranks  next  to  Divine ! 


THEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART. 

Thet  know  not  my  heart,  who  believe  there  can  be 
One  stain  of  this  earth  in  its  feelings  for  thee  ; 
Who  think,  while  I  see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour, 
As  pure  as  the  morning's  first  dew  on  the  flow'r, 
I  could  harm  what  I  love, — as  the  sun's  wanton 
ray 
I  But  smiles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 


are  meant  to  allude  to  that  aucicnt  haunt  of 
■^UHittoo.  called  Patrick's  Ptirgatory.  "  In  the  midst  of 
tkow^oomj  regions  of  Donegal  1  (says  Dr.  Campbell)  lay  a 
l^e,  whidi  was  to  become  the  mystic  theatre  of  this  fabled 
■d  ittemediate  state.  In  the  lake  were  several  islands ;  but 
ne  of  them  was  dignified  with  that  called  the  Mouth  of  Pur- 
fttory,  wMch.  during  the  dark  ages,  attracted  the  notice  of  all 
OvbteBdom.  and  was  the  resort  of  penitents  and  pilgrims 
ffem  alaoft  ewerj  country  in  Europe." 


No — beaming  with  light  as  those  young  features 

are. 
There's  a  light  round  thy  heart  which  is  lovelier 

far: 
It  is  not  that  cheek — 'tis  the  soul  dawning  clear 
Thro'  its  innocent  blush  makes  thy  beauty  so  dear ; 
As  the  sky  we  look  up  to,  though  glorious  and  fair, 
Is  look'd  up  to  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there! 


I  WISH  I  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAKR 

I  WISH  I  was  by  that  dim  Lake,* 
Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 
There,  there,  far  from  thee. 
Deceitful  world,  my  home  should  be ; 
MHiere,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pain. 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 

Of  unseen  waters  falling  round ; 

The  dry  leaves,  quiv'ring  o'er  my  head. 

Like  man,  unquiet  ev'n  when  dead ! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean. 

My  soul  from  life's  deluding  scene, 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharg'd  with  gloom, 

Like  willows,  downward  tow'rds  the  tomb. 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light, 
So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quench'd,  ere  it  can  rest. 
Cold,  cold,  this  heart  must  grow, 
Unmov'd  by  either  joy  or  woe, 
Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that's  thrown 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 


SHE  SUNG  OF  LOVE. 

She  sung  of  Ix)ve,  while  o'er  her  lyre 
The  rosy  rays  of  evening  fell, 

*•  It  was,"  as  the  same  writer  tolls  us,  *'  one  of  the  mo»t  dis- 
mal and  dreary  spots  in  the  North,  almost  inaccessible,  through 
deep  glens  and  rugged  mountains,  frightful  with  impending 
rocks,  and  the  hollow  murmurs  of  the  western  winds  in  dark 
caverns,  peopled  only  with  such  fantastic  beings  as  the  mind, 
however  gay,  is,  from  strange  association,  wont  to  appropriate 
to  such  gloomy  scenes."  —  Strictures  on  the  EccUtiastical  and 
Literary  History  qf  Ireland. 
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As  if  to  feed,  with  their  soft  fire, 
The  soul  within  that  trembling  shell. 

The  same  rich  light  hung  o'er  her  cheek, 
And  play*d  around  those  lips  that  sung 

And  spoke,  as  flowers  would  sing  and  speak, 
If  Loye  could  lend  their  leaTes  a  tongue. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  bum*d. 

Each  rosy  ray  from  heav'n  withdrew  ; 
'And,  when  to  gaze  again  I  tum'd. 

The  minstrePs  form  seem'd  fading  too. 
As  if  her  light  and  heay*n's  were  one, 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame ; 
And  from  her  glimmering  lips  the  tone, 

As  fh>m  a  parting  spirit,  came.i 

Who  ever  lov'd,  but  had  the  thought 
That  he^and  all  he  loy*d  must  part  ? 

Fill'd  with  this  fear,  I  flew  and  caught 
The  &ding  image  to  my  heart — 

And  cried,  **  Oh  Loye  I  is  this  thy  doom  ? 
**  Oh  light  of  youth's  resplendent  day  I 

**  Must  ye  then  lose  your  golden  bloom, 
And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away  ?  ** 


w 


SING— SING— MUSIC  WAS  GIVEN. 

Sing — sing —  Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moying. 
Beauty  may  boast  of  her  eyes  and  her  cheeks. 

But  ]jOve  from  the  lips  his  true  archery  wings ; 
And  she,  who  but  feathers  the  dart  when  she 
speaks, 
At  once  sends  it  home  to  the  heart  when  she 
siugs. 
Then  sing — sing — Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 
By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 

When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother, 

Lay  sleeping  as  calm  as  slumber  could  make  him, 
"  Hush,  hush,"  said  Venus,  "  no  other 

**  Sweet  voice  but  his  own  is  worthy  to  wake 
him." 

1  l*he  thought  here  was  luggetted  by  some  beautifVil  lines 
In  Mr.  Rogers's  Poem  of  Human  Lffe,  beginning— 

"  Now  In  the  glimmering,  dying  light  she  grows 
Less  and  less  earthly.'* 

1  would  quote  the  entire  passage,  did  I  not  fear  to  put  my 
own  humble  imitation  of  it  out  of  countenance. 


Dreaming  of  music  he  f  Inmber'd  the  while 

Till  faint  from  his  lip  a  soft  melody  brok 

And  Venus,  enchanted,  look'd  on  with  a  sm 

While  Love  to  his  own  sweet  singing  aw> 

Then  sing — sing — Music  was  givei 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  tl 

ing; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 
By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  m 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQU1 

Though  humble  the  banquet  to  which  I 
thee, 
Thou*lt  find  there  the  best  a  poor  bard  cai 
mand: 
Eyes,  beaming  with  welcome,  shall  throng 
to  light  thee. 
And  Love  serve  the  feast  with  his  own  ^ 
hand. 

And  though  Fortune  may  seem  to  have 

fh>m  the  dwelling 

Of  him  thou  regardest  her  fkyouring  ray, 

Thou  wilt  find  there  a  gift,  all  her  treasoi 

celling. 

Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  h. 

'Tis  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vulg 
minion 
Can  turn  from  the  path  a  pure  consciei 
proves; 
Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart,  and  no  eh 
the  pinion, . 
Holds  upwards  its  course  to  the  light  wl 
loves. 

'Tis  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  reti 

And,  with  this,  though  of  all  other  trc 

bereav'd, 

The  breeze  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sn 

Than  the  costliest  incense  that  Pomp  e 

ceiv'd. 

Then,  come, — if  a  board  so  untempting 

power 
To  win  thee  from  grandeur,  its  best  si 

thine ; 
And  there's  one,  long  the  light  of  the  bard*8 

bower. 
Who,  smiling,  will  blend  her  bright  welcon 

mine. 


IRISH  MELODIES. 


211 


SING,  SWEET  HARP. 

SmOr  tweet  Harp,  oh  sing  to  me 

Some  eoog  of  ancient  days. 
Whose  sounds,  in  this  sad  memory, 

Long  buried  dreams  shall  raise ;  — 
Some  lay  that  tells  of  vanish'd  fame. 

Whose  light  once  round  us  shone ; 
Of  noble  pride,  now  tum'd  to  shame, 

And  hopes  for  ever  gone. — 
Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me  ; 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast, 
Both  lost  to  all  but  memory. 

We  lire  but  in  the  past 

How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh. 
As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by ; — 
Of  Chieftains,  now  fbrgot,  who  seem'd 

The  foremost  then  in  £une ; 
Of  Bards  who,  once  immortal  deem'd. 

Now  sleep  without  a  name. — 
In  '▼ain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  ait 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh ; 
In  Tain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  Toicet  long  gone  by. 

ConldBt  thou  but  call  those  spirits  round. 

Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 
Sat  listening  to  thy  magic  sound, 

Now  mute  and  mould'ring  all ;  — 
But,  no  ;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 

Their  children's  slavery ; 
Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleep, 

The  dead,  at  least,  are  free  !  — 
Hush,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone, 

That  knell  of  Freedom's  day  ; 
Or,  listening  to  its  death-like  moan, 

Let  me,  too,  die  away. 


SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE. 
TiMi—THi  Ninth  CKNTrBV. 

To-MORBow,  comrade,  we 
On  the  battle-plain  must  be, 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low  ! 
The  morning  star  is  up, — 
Bat  there's  wine  still  in  the  cup. 

And  well  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go,  boy, 
go; 

Well  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go. 


'Tis  true,  in  manliest  eyes 
A  passing  tear  will  rise. 

When  we  think  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone ; 
But  what  can  wailing  do  ? 
See,  our  goblet's  weeping  too ! 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own,  boy, 
our  own ; 

With  its  tears  well  chase  away  our  own. 

But  daylight's  stealing  on ; — 
The  last  that  o'er  us  shone 

Saw  our  children  aroimd  us  play ; 
The  next — ah !  where  shall  we 
And  those  rosy  urchins  be  ? 

But — no  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away, 
boy,  away ; 

No  matter — grasp  thy  sword  and  away  I 

Let  those,  who  brook  the  chain 
Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Ignobly  by  their  firesides  stay ; 
One  sigh  to  home  be  given. 
One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven. 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  boy,  hurra ! 
hurra  I  hurra  I 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra  I 


THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

What  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  be, — 
The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 
As  the  mountain  lark  that  o'er  him  sings. 
And,  like  that  lark,  a  music  brings 
Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes, — 
A  fount  that  for  ever  flows  ! 
The  world's  to  him  like  some  play-ground, 
WTiere  fairies  dance  their  moonlight  round  ;  — 
If  dimm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod. 
The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod ; 
So,  when  less  bright  his  scene  of  glee. 
To  another  away  flies  he  I 

Oh,  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom, 

Without  a  bard  to  fix  her  bloom  ? 

They  tell  us,  in  the  moon's  bright  round. 

Things  lost  in  this  dark  world  are  found  ; 

So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone. 

In  the  poet's  lay  live  on.  — 

Would  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dim  ? 

You've  only  to  give  them  all  to  him. 

Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  wand, 

Can  lend  them  life,  this  life  beyond, 

And  fix  them  high,  in  Poesy's  sky,  — 

Young  stars  that  never  die ! 
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1,  welcome  the  bard  where'er  he  comes,  — 
though  he  hath  countless  airy  homes, 
hich  his  wing  excursive  roves, 
till,  from  time  to  time,  he  loves 
ght  upon  earth  and  find  such  cheer 
tightens  our  banquet  here, 
latter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
re  only  to  light  up  kind  young  eyes, 
signal-fires  as  here  are  given, — 
down  he'll  drop  from  Fancy's  heaven, 
minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirth 
aims  he's  wanting  on  earth ! 


)NE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 

TE  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 
feel  that  all  the  charm  is.  gone 
;h  voices  dear  and  eyes  belov'd 
round  us  once,  where'er  we  rov'd — 
this  the  doom  must  be 
I  who've  lov'd,  and  liv'd  to  see 
few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 
!ver  near  them,  die  away. 

fairer  forms  around  us  throng, 
r  smiles  to  others  all  belong, 
want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 
d  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 
re,  where  the  sunny  brow  ? 
long-known  voice — where  are  they  now? 
ask  I  still,  nor  ask  in  vain, 
silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

rhat  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

her  art  cannot  call  forth 

jliss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 

.  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold  ? 

lO, — her  spell  is  vain, — 

ion  could  she  bring  back  again 

e  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave, 

ake  again  one  bliss  they  gave. 


:'VE  A  SECRET  TO  TELL  THEE. 

I  secret  to  tell  thee,  but  hush  1  not  here, — 
I  not  where  the  world  its  vigil  keeps : 

le  God  of  .Silrnce,  thu»  pictured  by  the  Egyptians, 
klllesiui  r«n«nlH»ml  tha  remarknble  prediction  of  the 
>al  Druid,  who  (brctold  that  the  posterity  of  Gadelos 


m  seek,  to  whisper  it  in  thine  ear. 
Some  shore  where  the  Spirit  of  Silence  sleept 

Where  sununer's  wave  nnmurm'ring  dies. 
Nor  fity  can  hear  the  fountain's  gush ; 

Where,  if  but  a  note  her  night-bird  sighs. 
The  rose  saith,  chidingly,  **  Hush,  sweet,  hash 

There,  amid  the  deep  silence  of  that  hoar. 

When  stars  can  be  heard  in  ocean  dip, 
Thyself  shall,  under  some  rosy  bower, 

Sit  mute,  with  thy  finger  on  thy  lip : 
Like  him,  the  boy ',  who  bom  among 

The  flowers  that  on  the  Nile-stream  blndi. 
Sits  e?er  thus, — his  only  song 

To  earth  and  heaven,  **  Hash,  all,  hash !" 


SONG  OF  INNISFADL 

Thet  came  finom  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 

And  now  o'er  the  western  main 
Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gallantly. 

From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 
**  Oh,  Where's  the  Isle  we've  seen  in  dreami, 

**  Our  destin'd  home  or  grave  ?"1> 
Thus  sung  they  as,  by  the  morning's  beaiitt» 

They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 

And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green. 
As  though  in  that  deep  lay  emerald  mines, 

Whose  light  through  the  wave  was  seen. 
"  Tis  Innisfails— 'tis  Innisfail!  " 

Rings  o'er  the  echoing  sea ; 
While,  bending  to  heav'n,  the  warriors  hail 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

Then  tum'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wave, 

Where  now  their  Day-God's  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  frown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea, 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod. 
When  first  on  their  Isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefathers  trod. 


should  obtain  the  possession  oft  WMtCfB 
Ireland),  and  there  Inhabit.*'— XmIAv* 

3  The  Island  of  Destiny,  one  of  the 
land. 
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THE  NIGHT  DANCE. 

SrmiKB  the  gtj  harp !  see  the  moon  is  on  high. 
And,  as  true  to  her  beam  as  the  tides  of  the 


Toong  hearts,  when  they  Ibel  the  soft  light  of  her 
eye. 
Obey  the  mnte  calU  and  heaTe  into  motion. 
Then,  lonnd  notes — the  gayest,  the  lightest, 
That  erer  took  wing,  whni  heav'n  look'd  bright- 
est! 

Again!  Again! 
Oh  I  could  soch  heart-stirring  music  be  heard 

In  that  City  of  Statues  described  by  romancers. 
So  wak'hing  its  spdl,  eren  stone  woold  be  stirred. 
And  statncs  themselTes  all  start  into  dancers  ! 

Why  then  delay,  with  soch  sounds  in  our  ears. 
And  the  flower  of  Beauty's  own  garden  before 
us,— 
While  stars  orerhead  leave  the  song  of  their 
spheres, 
And  list'ning  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o'er  us  ? 
Again,  that  strain  I— to  hear  it  thus  sounding 
lfi|^  set  eren  Death's  cold  pulses  bounding — 
Again!  Again! 
Oh,  what  ddii^  when  the  youthful  and  gay. 
Each  with  eye  like  a  sunbeam  and  foot  like  a 
feather. 
Thus  dance,  like  the  Hours  to  the  music  of  May, 
And  mingle  sweet  song  and  sunshine  together  I 


THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  OF  MIRTH. 

TsBas  are  sounds  of  mirth  in  the  night-air  ring- 
ing. 

And  lamps  from  erery  casement  shown ; 
While  Yoices  blithe  within  are  singing, 

That  seem  to  say  **  Come,"  in  every  tone. 
Ah !  (mce  how  light,  in  Life's  yonog  season. 

My  heart  had  leap'd  at  that  sweet  lay ; 
Kor  paus'd  to  ask  of  greybeard  Reason 

Should  I  the  syren  call  obey. 

And,  see — the  lamps  still  livelier  glitter. 

The  syren  lips  more  fondly  sound ; 
No,  seek,  ye  nymphs,  some  victim  fitter 

To  sink  in  your  rosy  bondage  bound. 

I  The  RockiBf  Stooet  of  the  Draid*.  lome  of  which  no 
ton  to  aU*  to  dUlodg*  Drom  their  ttationi. 

*  *  The  inhaUUnU  of  Arranmore  are  itill  persuaded  that. 
Is  a  ctaar  day.  tli^  can  tee  fhmi  thli  ooatt  H j  Bryiail,  or  the 


Shall  a  bard,  whom  not  the  world  in  arms 
Could  bend  to  tyranny's  rude  controul, 

Thps  quail,  at  sight  of  woman's  charms, 
And  yield  to  a  smile  his  freebom  soul  ? 

Thus  sung  the  sage,  while,  slyly  stealing. 

The  nymphs  their  fetters  around  him  cast. 
And,  — their  laughing  eyes,  the  while,  conceal- 
ing,— 

Led  Freedom's  Bard  their  slave  at  last 
For  the  Poet's  heart,  still  prone  to  loving. 

Was  like  that  rock  of  the  Druid  race,  ^ 
Which  the  gentlest  touch  at  once  set  moving. 

But  all  earth's  power  couldn't  cast  from  iu  base. 


OH !  ARRANMORE,  LOVD  ARRAN- 
MORE. 

Oh!  Arranmore,  lov'd  Arranmore, 

How  oft  I  dream  of  thee. 
And  of  those  days  when,  by  thy  shore, 

I  wander'd  young  and  tree. 
Full  many  a  path  I've  tried,  since  then. 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze. 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bliss  again 

I  felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  cliflb 

At  sunny  mom  I've  stood. 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiffs 

That  danc'd  along  thy  flood ; 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  daylight's  parting  wing. 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing ; — « 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  in  a  land  serene, — 
Whose  bow'rs  beyond  the  shining  wave. 

At  sunset,  oft  are  seen. 
Ah  dream  too  full  of  sadd'ning  truth ! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  main 
Are  like  the  hopes  I  built  in  youth, — 

As  sunny  and  as  vain  I 


Enchanted  Island,  the  Paradise  of  the  Pagan  Irish,  and  con- 
cerning which  they  relate  a  number  of  ronumtlc  sterlet."  — . 
Betu^nft  Andent  Topogrttpkjf  nf  Ireiand. 
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LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE. 

Lay  his  sword  by  his  side  \  it  hath  served  hiin  too 
well 

Not  to  rest  near  his  pillow  below ; 
To  the  last  moment  true,  from  his  hand  ere  it  fell. 

Its  point  was  still  tum*d  to  a  flying  foe. 
Fellow-lab'rers  in  life,  let  them  slumber  in  death, 

Side  by  side,  as  becomes  the  reposing  brave, — 
That  sword  which  he  loved  still  unbroke  in  its  sheath, 

And  himself  unsubdued  in  his  grave. 

Yet  pause — for,  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  hear. 

As  if  breath'd  from  his  brave  heart's  remains ;  — 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  ear. 

Once  soimded    the    war-word,   "  Burst    your 
chains ! " 
And  it  cries,  from  the  g^ve  where  the  hero  lies  deep, 

**  Tho'  the  day  of  your  Chieftain  for  ever  hath  set, 
**  O  leave  not  his  sword  thus  inglorious  to  sleep,  — 

**  It  hath  victory's  life  in  it  yet  I 

**  Should  some  alien,  unworthy  such  weapon  to  wield* 

"  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gallant  sword, 
**  Then  rest  in  thy  sheath,  like  a  talisman  seal'd, 

"  Or  return  to  the  g^ve  of  thy  chainless  lord. 
"  But,  if  grasp'd  by  a  hand  that  hath  learn'd  the 
proud  use 

**  Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-plain, — 
"  Then,  at  Liberty's  summons,  like  lightning  let 
loose, 

**  Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again ! 


OH,  COULD  WE  DO  WITH  THIS  WORLD 

OF  OURS. 

Oh,  could  we  do  with  this  world  of  ours 
As  thou  dost  with  thy  garden  bowers, 
Reject  the  weeds  and  keep  the  flowers, 

What  a  heaven  on  earth  we'd  make  it  I 
So  bright  a  dwelling  should  be  our  own, 
So  warranted  free  from  sigh  or  frown. 
That  angels  soon  would  be  coming  down. 

By  the  week  or  month  to  take  it 


t  It  WM  the  custom  of  the  ancient  Irish,  in  the  manner  of 
the  Scythians,  to  bury  the  faTourite  swords  of  their  heroes 
along  with  thero. 

>  The  Palace  of  Fin  Mac-Cumhal  (the  Fingal  of  Mac- 
pherson)  in  Leinster.  It  was  built  on  the  top  of  the  hill, 
which  has  retained  Arom  thence  the  name  of  the  Hill  of  Allen, 


Like  those  gay  flies  that  wing  through  sir. 
And  in  themselves  a  lostre  bear, 
A  stock  of  light,  still  ready  there. 

Whenever  they  wish  to  use  it ; 
So,  in  this  world  I'd  make  for  thee. 
Our  hearts  should  all  like  fire-flies  be. 
And  the  flash  of  wit  or  poesy 

Break  forth  whenever  we  choose  it 

While  evVy  joy  that  glads  our  sphere 
Hath  still  some  shadow  hov'ring  near. 
In  this  new  world  of  ours,  my  dear. 

Such  shadows  will  all  be  omitted : — 
Unless  they're  like  that  graceful  one. 
Which,  when  thou'rt  dancing  in  the  sua. 
Still  near  thee,  leaves  a  charm  upon 

Each  spot  where  it  hath  flitted  1 


THE  WINE-CUP  IS  CIRCLING. 

The  wine-cup  is  circling  in  Almhin's  hall,< 

And  its  Chief,  'mid  his  heroes  reclining. 

Looks  up,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  trophied  wall, 

Where  his  sword  hangs  idly  shining. 

When,  hark  I  that  shout 

From  the  vale  without,  — 

**  Arm  ye  quick,  the  Dane,  the  Dane  is  nigh  I' 

Ev'ry  Chief  starts  up 

From  his  foaming  cup,  i 

And  "  To  battle,  to  battle  !**  is  the  Fmian's  cry.  ' 

The  minstrels  have  seized  their  harps  of  gold, 

And  they  sing  such  thrilling  numbers, — 
*Tis  like  the  voice  of  the  Brave,  of  old. 

Breaking  forth  from  their  place  of  slumbers  I 

Spear  to  buckler  rang. 

As  the  minstrels  sang. 
And  the  Sun-burst  >  o'er  them  floated  wide ; 

While  rememb'ring  the  yoke 

Which  their  fathers  broke. 

On  for  liberty,  for  liberty  I "  the  Finians  cried. 


it 


Like  clouds  of  the  night  the  Northmen  came. 
O'er  the  valley  of  Almhin  lowering ; 

While  onward  mov'd,  in  the  light  of  its  fame, 
That  banner  of  Erin,  towering. 


in  the  county  of  Kildare.  The  Flnlani.  or  Fenit,  were  tits 
celebrated  National  Militia  of  Ireland,  which  this  Chief  cos- 
manded.  The  introduction  of  the  Danes  In  theaboivesoocit 
an  anachronism  common  to  most  of  the  Finlan  and  Osaiaak 
legends. 
3  The  name  given  to  the  banner  of  the  Irfih. 
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ith  the  piingting  ihock 

anff  cliff  ud  rock, 
le,  rank  on  nnk,  the  inra 
nd  the  ihoot,  th«t  Iwt 
er  the  dying  pan'd, 
"Victory  I  Tictorj!"— tl 


Though  the  lea,  where  thou  embarkeit, 

Offete  now  a  friendly  ahore, 
Ijght  may  come  where  all  looks  darkest, 

Hope  luth  life,  when  life  leenu  o'er. 
And,  of  those  past  ages  dreaming. 

When  glory  deck'd  thy  brow, 
Ofl  I  fondly  think,  Ihoogh  seemina 

So  bU'n  and  clouded  now, 
Thoult  again  break  forth,  all  beaming, — 

None  M  bright,  so  blest  ai  thou  I 


-HE  DREAM  OF  THOSE  DAYS. 

ream  of  those  days  when  flnt  I  song  thee  ia 

inm^  hath  tuia'i  the  charm  thy  sorrows 

then  wore  ; 

■"a  of  the  tight  which  Hope  once  shed  o'er 

thy  chains, 

M  a  gleam  ta  grace  thy  freedom  lemaini. 

it  that  slaTCry  sunk  so  deep  b  thy  heart, 
ill  the  dark  bniul  is  there,  though  chmnless 

reedom's  sweet  finit,  for  which  thy  qriHt 

long  bum'd, 

aching  at  last  thy  lip,  to  iihes  hath  tum'd? 

lerty's  steep  by  Truth  and  Eloquence  led, 

eyes   on  her  temple  Gi'd,  bow  proud  wai 

thy  tread ! 

Iter  thou  ne'er  had'st  liv'd  that  summit  to 

gain, 

I  in  the  porch,  than  thus  dishonour  the  Gme. 


H  this  hour  the  pledge  is  giien. 
rom  ihii  hoar  my  soul  a  ihioc: 
e  what  wilt,  from  earth  or  beaTcn, 
'eil  or  woe,  thy  fate  be  mine, 
■n  ihe  proud  and  (treat  slood  by  thee, 
one  dar'd  Iby  rij^hts  to  tpurn  ; 
if  pow  they're  false  and  fly  thee, 
ull  1, 100,  basely  turn? 
—  whale'er  the  firei  that  trj-  thee, 
L  the  same  this  heart  shall  hum. 


SILENCE  IS  IN  OUR  FESTAL  HALLS,  i 

SiLEKCE  is  io  onr  fertal  halls,—  '^ 

Sweet  Son  of  Song  I  thy  course  is  o'er ; 
Id  Tain  on  thee  sad  Erin  calls, 

Her  miastTel's  Toice  reaponds  no  more; — 
AU  silcot  aa  th'  Eolian  shell 

Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  brigbl  day, 
When  the  sweet  breeic,  that  wak'd  its  swell 

At  sunny  mom,  hath  died  away. 

Yet,  at  our  f^aata.  thy  spirit  long, 

Awak'd  by  music'a  apell,  shall  rise ; 
For,  name  so  link'd  with  deathless  song 

Partakes  its  eliarm  and  never  diea  ; 
And  ev'n  within  the  holy  fiine. 

When  music  wafta  the  soul  to  heaven. 
One  thought  to  him,  whose  earliest  strain 

Was  echoed  there,  ihall  long  be  given. 

But,  where  is  now  the  cheerful  day, 
The  social  night,  when,  by  tby  side, 

He,  who  now  weaves  Ibis  porting  lay. 
His  akilless  voice  with  tbine  allied  ; 

And  sung  ibose  songs  whose  every  (one, 
When  bard  and  minstrel  lonR  have  past, 

Embalm'd  by  fume,  uudying  last. 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  Ihe  fame, — 

Or.  if  thy  bard  have  sbar'd  the  crown. 
From  thee  the  borrowed  glory  came. 

And  at  thy  feet  is  now  laid  doivn. 
Enouph,  if  Freedom  still  inpslre 

His  latest  song,  and  still  Ibere  be. 
As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre, 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  thee. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

PREFIXED 

TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  NUMBERS. 

Power  takes  the  liberty  of  announcing  to  the 
Public  a  Work  which  has  long  been  a  Desideratum 
in  this  country.  Though  the  beauties  of  the  Na- 
tional Music  of  Ireland  have  been  very  generally 
felt  and  acknowledged,  yet  it  has  happened,  through 
the  want  of  appropriate  English  words,  and  of  the 
arrangement  necessary  to  adapt  them  to  the  voice, 
that  many  of  the  most  excellent  compositions  have 
hitherto  remained  in  obscurity.  It  is  intended, 
therefore,  to  form  a  Collection  of  the  best  Ori- 
ginal Irish  Melodies,  with  characteristic  Sym- 
phonies and  Accompaniments  ;  and  with  Words 
containing,  as  frequently  as  possible,  allusions  to 
the  manners  and  history  of  the  country.  Sir  John 
Stevenson  has  very  kindly  consented  to  undertake 
the  arrangement  of  the  Airs;  and  the  lovers  of 
Simple  National  Music  may  rest  secure,  that,  in 
such  tasteful  hands,  the  native  charms  of  the 
original  melody  will  not  be  sacrificed  to  the  osten- 
tation of  science. 

In  the  Poetical  Part,  Power  has  had  promises  of 
assistance  from  several  distinguished  Literary  Cha- 
racters; particularly  from  Mr.  Moore,  whose  lyrical 
talent  is  so  peculiarly  suited  to  such  a  task,  and 
whose  zeal  in  the  undertaking  will  be  best  under- 
stood from  the  following  Extract  of  a  Letter  which 
he  has  addressed  to  Sir  John  Stevenson  on  the 
subject :  — 

**  I  feel  very  anxious  that  a  work  of  this  kind 
should  be  undertaken.  We  have  too  long  neglected 
the  only  talent  for  which  our  English  neighbours 
ever  deigned  to  allow  us  any  credit  Our  National 
Music  has  never  been  properly  collected';  and, 
while  the  composers  of  the  Continent  have  en- 
riched their  Operas  and  Sonatas  with  melodies 
borrowed  from  Ireland, — very  often  without  even 
the  honesty  of  acknowledgment,  —  we  have  left 
these  treasures,  in  a  great  degree,  unclaimed  and 


>  The  writer  ror{;ot,  when  he  made  thit  astcrtion,  that  the 
public  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Buotlng  for  a  ferjr  valuable  col- 


fugitive.  Thus  oar  Airs,  like  too  many  of  oar 
coontrymen,  have,  for  want  of  protection  at  home, 
passed  into  the  service  of  foreigners.  But  we  lit 
come,  I  hope,  to  a  better  period  of  both  Politici 
and  Music;  and  how  much  they  are  connected, 
in  Ireland  at  least,  appears  too  plainly  in  the  tone 
of  sorrow  and  depression  which  characterises  moit 
of  our  early  Songs. 

**  The  task  which  you  propose  to  me,  of  adapt- 
ing words  to  these  airs,  is  by  no  means  easy.  The 
Poet  who  would  follow  the  various  sentiments 
which  they  express,  must  feel  and  understand  that 
rapid  fluctuation  of  spirits,  that  unaccoontable  mix- 
ture of  gloom  and  levity,  which  composes  the 
character  of  my  countrymen,  and  has  deeply  tinged 
their  Music  Even  in  their  liveliest  strains  we 
find  some  melancholy  note  intrude, — some  minor 
Third  or  flat  Seventh, — which  throws  its  shade  ai 
it  passes,  and  makes  even  mirth  interesting.  If 
Bums  had  been  an  Irishman  (and  I  would  willinglj 
give  up  all  our  claims  upon  Qsstan  for  him),  hit 
heart  would  have  been  proud  of  such  music,  and  hii 
genius  would  have  made  it  immortaL 

"  Another  difficulty  (which  is,  however,  purely 
mechanical)  arises  fVom  the  irregular  structure  of 
many  of  those  airs,  and  the  lawless  kind  of  metre 
which  it  will  in  consequence  be  necessary  to  adapt 
to  them.  In  these  instances  the  Poet  must  write, 
not  to  the  eye,  but  to  the  ear ;  and  most  be  content 
to  have  his  verses  of  that  description  which  Cicero 
mentions,  *  Qung  si  cantu  spoliav^eris  nuda  remandM 
oratio:  That  beautiful  Air,  *  The  Twisting  of  the 
Rope,'  which  has  all  the  romantic  character  of  the 
Swiss  Ranz  dcs  Vaches^  is  one  of  those  wild  and 
sentimental  rakes  which  it  will  not  be  very  easy  to 
tie  down  in  sober  wedlock  with  Poetry.  However, 
notwithstanding  all  these  difficulties,  and  the  very 
moderate  portion  of  talent  which  I  can  bring  to 
surmount  them,  the  design  appears  to  me  so  tmly 
National,  that  I  shall  feel  much  pleasure  in  giving 
it  all  the  assistance  in  my  power. 

"  Leice$ter$kire,  Feb.  1807.*' 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO    THE    THIRD    NUMBER 

In  presenting  the  Third  Number  of  this  work  to 
the  Public,  Power  begs  leave  to  offer  his  acknow- 


lecUon  of  Irish  Music ;  and  that  the  patriotic  gvnius  of  Wu 
Owenson  has  been  employed  upon  tome  of  oar  flneat  airs. 
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ATery  liberal  pttronagewithwhieh 
ired ;  and  to  ezpress  m  hope  that  the 
'thoae  who  have  hitherto  so  admi- 
it,  will  enaUe  him  to  contiirae  it 
otnre  Nomben  with  equal  spirit, 
e.  The  stock  of  popular  Melodies 
^ezhansted;  and  there  is  still  in 
iance  ot  beantiM  Airs,  which  call 
s,  in  the  language  he  so  well  nnder- 
hem  from  the  obUrion  to  which 

tfbllj  trusts  he  will  not  be  thought 
I  saying,  that  he  feels  prood,  as  an 
ren  the  yery  subordinate  share 
daim,  in  promoting  a  Work  so 

talents  of  the  Country, — a  Work 
I  spirit  of  nationality  it  breathes, 

is  conTinced,  towards  liberalising 
ciety,  and  producing  that  brother- 
it  which  it  is  so  much  our  interest 
I  eould  ever  be  effected  by  the 
i  of  well-intentioned  but  nninter- 


LETTER 

TO 
NBSS  DOWAGER  OF  DONEGAL, 

runZBD  TO 

:  THIRD  NUMBER. 

isher  of  these  Melodies  very  pro- 
hem  to  the  Nobility  and  Gentry 
ioeral,  I  have  much  pleasure  io 
cm  that  number,  to  whom  my 
9rk  is  particularly  dedicated.  I 
gh  your  Ladyship  has  been  so 
n  Ireland,  you  still  continue  to 
11  and  warmly,  —  that  you  have 
attractions  of  English  society  to 

taste  of  the  lotus,  any  forgetful- 
Tu   country,  but  that  even  the  I 
which   I  oflfer  derives  its  chief 

interest  and  sympathy  from  the 

tccur*  In  a  Letter  from  the  Earl  of  Dei- 
Ormond,  In  Elizabeth's  time.  —  Scriitia 
Curry, 
gratifying  accounts  of  the  gallantry  of 
•  in  "  The  complete  History  of  the  Wars 
iontrose"  (1660).  See  particularly,  for 
hman  at  the  battle  of  Aberdeen,  chap.  tI. 
ate  to  the  bravery  of  Colonel  O'Kyan, 
uloo  owns  that  the  Marquis  of  Montrose 


appeal  which  it  makes  to  your  patriotism.  Indeed, 
absence,  however  fiital  to  some  affections  of  the 
heart,  rather  tends  to  strengthen  our  love  fbr  the 
land  where  we  were  born;  and  Ireland  is  the 
country,  of  all  others,  which  an  exile  from  it  must 
remember  with  most  enthunasm.  Those  iew 
darker  and  less  amiable  traits  with  which  bigotry 
and  misrule  have  stained  her  character,  and  which 
are  too  apt  to  disgust  ns  npon  a  nearer  intercourse, 
become  at  a  distance  softened,  or  altogether  in- 
visible. Nothing  is  remembered  but  her  virtiies 
and  her  misfortunes, — the  seal  with  which  she 
has  always  loved  liberty,  and  the  barbaroos  policy 
which  has  always  withheld  it  from  her, — the  ease 
with  which  her  generous  spirit  might  be  conci- 
liated, and  the  cruel  ingenuity  which  has  been 
exerted  to  **  wring  her  into  undutifblness.**  i 

It  has  been  often  remarked,  and  still  oltener  felt, 
that  in  our  music  is  found  the  truest  of  all  com- 
menti  npon  our  history.    The  tone  of  defiance, 
succeeded  by  the  languor  of  despondency, — a 
burst  of  turbulence  dying  away  into  softness, — the 
sorrows  of  one  moment  lost  in  the  levity  of  the 
next, — and  all  that  romantic  mixture  ot  mirth 
and  sadness,  which  is  naturslly  produced  by  the 
efforts  of  a  lively  temperament  to  shake  ofl^  or 
forget,  the  wrongs  which  lie  upon  it    Such  sre 
the  features  of  our  history  and  character,  which 
we  find  strongly  and  fiuthftilly  reflected  in  our 
music;    snd  there  are  even  many  airs,  which 
it  is  difficult  to  listen  to,  without  recalling  some 
period  or  event  to  which  their  expression  seems 
applicable.      Sometime^,  for  instance,  when  the 
strain  is  open  and  spirited,  yet  here  and  there 
shaded  by  a  mournful  recollection,  we  can  fancy 
that  we  behold  the  brave  allies  of  Montrose^, 
marching  to  the  aid  of  the  royal  cause,  notwith- 
standing   all    the    perfidy  of   Charles    and   his 
ministers,  and  remembering  just  enough  of  past 
sufferings  to  enhance    the    generosity  of  their 
present  sacrifice.    The  plaintive  melodies  of  Ca- 
rolan  takes  us  back  to  the  times  in  which  he  lived, 
when  our  poor  countrymen  were  driven  to  worship 
their  God  in  caves,  or  to  quit  for  ever  the  land  of 
their  birth, — like  the  bird  that  abandons  the  nest 
which  human  touch  has  violated.     In  many  of 
these  moumAil  songs  we  seem  to  hear  the  lost 
farewell  of  the  exile  ^  mingling  regret  for  the  ties 


was  indebted  for  much  of  his  miraculous  succeu  to  the  snuUl 
band  of  Irish  heroes  under  Macdunnell. 

'  The  associations  of  the  Hindu  music,  though  moreobvioui 
and  defined,  were  far  less  touching  and  characteristic.  They 
divided  their  songs  according  to  the  seasons  of  the  year,  by 
which  (says  Sir  William  Jones) "  they  were  able  to  recall  the 
memory  of  autumnal  merriment,  at  the  close  of  the  harvest,  or 
of  separation  and  melancholy  during  the  cold  months,"  Ac.  -. 
AMtatic  TransactionSt  vol.  iil.  on  the  Muskal  Modes  of  the 


vbich  he  le«Tc8  at  home,  villi  lODguine  hopes  of 
tlie  high  hoDoura  that  await  hiui  ahraad,— such 
luuuiura  as  wore  wno  od  the  field  o{  Fonleiioy, 
whprc  Ihc  valuur  of  Insh  Calholim  turned  the 
fortuue  of  the  day,  and  eilorled  (roio  Georj^  the 
Second  that  memorable  cxclamatioD,  "  Cursed  be 
the  htws  which  deprive  me  of  such  aubjecis  t  " 

Though  much  has  been  said  of  the  antiquity  of 
CUT  music,  it  is  certain  that  our  finest  and  most  po- 
pular airs  an)  modern ;  and  perhaps  we  may  look 
no  fiinlier  than  the  last  disgraceful  century  for  the 
origin  of  mosi  of  those  wild  and  tuelancboly  atraiuii, 
which  were  at  once  the  offspring  and  solace  of  griet 
and  were  applied  to  the  miod  as  mosic  waa  formerly 
to  Ilie  body,  "  decantare  loca  dolentia."  Mr.  Pin- 
kerton  is  of  opinion '  thai  none  of  the  Scotch  popu- 
lar airt  ore  as  old  as  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth 
lury,  and  though  mnsical  antiquaries  refer  ns. 
some  of  our  melodies,  to  so  early  a  period  as  the 
fifth  cuntury.  I  am  persuaded  thai  there  are  few.  of  a 
cieSiitd  deacriplion.  (and  by  this  I  mean  to  exclude 
all  the  savage  Ceanaoa.  Cries  ^  &c.}  which  can 
claim  quite  so  ancient  a  date  as  Mr,  Pinkerton 
allDws  to  the  Scotch.  But  music  is  not  the  only 
subject  upon  which  our  taxle  for  antiquity  has  been 
rather  unreaaonably  indulged;  and,  howciier  he- 
retical it  may  he  to  dissent  from  these  romantic 
speculations,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  is  poa- 
:  to  lOTE  our  country  very  icalously,  and  to 
feel  deeply  interested  in  her  honour  and  happiness, 


without  believing  that  Irish  was  the  laagnifi 
spoken  in  Paradise  ■ ,  that  our  anceston  were  kiml 
enough  lo  take  the  troubleof  polishing  the  GrNki*, 
or  that  Abaris,  the  Hyperborean,  was  a  aaliic  ai 
the  North  of  Ireland.*  : 

By  some  of  these  zealous  antiquarians  it  hat  beta 
imagined  that  the  Irish  were  early  acquainted  wall 
counter-point^  1  and  they  endeavour  la  suppoit 
this  coi^eclure  by  a  well-known  passage  in  til-  | 
raldno,  where  be  dilates,  with  such  eiatnnte  j 
praise,  upon  the  beauties  of  OUT  national  minatnlsy. 
But  the  lenos  of  thii  eulogy  are  modi  Um  ii^. 
too  deficient  in  ifchnical  accuracy,  to  prove  thai 
even  Giraldos  himself  knew  any  thing  of  the 
artifice  of  counter-point.  There  are  mani  ri'  | 
pressions  in  the  Greek  and  Latin  writers  whirli  | 
might  be  cited,  with  much  more  plauaibilily,  la 
prove  that  they  understood  the  arrangement  <i 
music  inparla'i  and  it  is  in  geaetal  now  conuitsd. 
I  believe,  by  the  learned,  thai,  however  grand  md 
pathetic  the  melody  of  the  ancients  may  have  tww. 
il  was  reserved  for  the  ingenuity  of  niodent  Sei> 
eoce  to  transmit  the  "  light  of  Song "  throng  tbr 
variegating  prism  of  Harmony. 

Indeed,  the  irregular  scale  of  the  early  Iridi  (in 
which,  as  in  the  music  of  Scotland,  the  IntemI  nt 
the  fourth  was  wanting*,)  must  have  fhrniihtd 
but  wild  and  rc^iVactory  subject*  la  tlu;  hannaniiL 
It  was  only  when  the  iuvenlion  of  Guido  began  10 
be  known,  and  the  powera  of  the  harp"  were  e»- 
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Tgedbj  aiMitkimil  Mriiigit  that  our  tin  ean  be 
ppoied  to  hKf  — imied  tlie  sweet  cbancter 
uehinteveiiiniatpnwiit;  and  while  the  Scotch 
nerered  in  the  old  mittiUttxm  of  the  scale  i,  our 
■ie  beeune  hj  degrees  more  unenaUe  to  the 
rs  of  hannooj  sad  eoanterpoint 
While  praAtfaig^  however,  hj  the  improyements 
the  modems,  our  style  still  keeps  its  original 
sraeCcr  SMied  from  their  refinements;  and 
Bm^  Gaiolny  it  appears,  had  frequent  opporta- 
tiea  of  hearing  tiie  woiks  of  Geminiani  and  other 
est  masters,  we  hot  rardj  find  him  sacrificing 
I  aativs  simplieity  to  anj  ambition  of  their  omar 
enls,  or  afljectation  of  thmr  science.  In  that 
rioNsa  eomposition,  indeed,  called  his  Concerto, 
is  erideat  diat  he  laboored  to  imitate  Corelli; 
d  Aif  vaion  of  manners,  so  Torj  dissimilar,  pro- 
ess  tlie  same  kind  of  nneasj  sensation  which  is 
t  at  *  mixtare  of  different  styles  of  arehitectore. 
gaaend,  howeYor,  the  artless  flow  of  oor  nrasio 
s  pwaci'tud  itself  free  from  all  tinge  of  fbreign 
Mfntfkm*;  and  tiie  chief  eormptions  of  which 
i  haive  to  eoospiain  ariae  from  the  nnskilftil  per- 
of  our  own  itinerant  musicians,  from 
too  freqaently,  the  airs  are  noted  down, 
mmbeitid  by  their  tasteless  decorations,  and 
ipjilliit  ill  aUtheirignorantanomalies.  Thongh 
Is  aiwsetimes  impossible  to  trace  the  original 
lin,  yet,  in  most  c^  them,  **  ami  per  ramos  otoYi 
MgetV  dM  pore  gold  of  the  mdody  shines 
reogh  the  angracefal  foliage  which  surrounds  it, 
lod  the  most  delicate  and  difficult  duty  of  a 
Dpiler  is  to  endeavour,  by  retrenching  these 
elegant  snperflnities,  and  collating  the  various 
etbods  of  pJaying  or  singing  each  air,  to  restore 
t  regnkrity  of  its  form,  and  the  chaste  simplicity 
its  character. 

I  most  again  observe,  that  in  doubting  the  anti- 
jty  of  our  music,  my  scepticism  extends  but  to 
Me  polished  q>ecimens  of  the  art,  which  it  is 

«■!»  the  aMUBlnf,  and  matiUte  tite  grunmatical  con- 
MtSoo  of  Cbia  extract,  is  uoaocountable.  The  following  U 
f  pMaaa*  aa  1  Sod  It  entire  In  Bromton ;  and  it  requires 
;  Nltle  Latin  to  percelTe  the  tqjustice  which  has  been  done 
the  words  of  the  old  Chronicler :  _  "  Et  cum  Scotia,  hujus 
rn  niB,  ntalw  lyrt,  tymfiano  et  choro,  ac  Wallia  citharft, 
i»  cC  choro  Hibemid  tamen  In  duobus  mtuici  generis 
troncntla.  yiiawns  pntdpitem  et  vrlocem,  ntavem  tamen 
'fi/flwi,  crispatb  modulis  et  Intricatls  notulis,  ifflciuni 
rwumiam,**  —  Hist.  Anglic.  Script,  page  107A.  I  should 
:  have  thooght  this  error  worth  remarking,  but  that  the 
B|rtler  of  the  Dissertation  on  the  Harp,  prefixed  to  Mr. 
•ting's  last  Work,  has  adopted  it  implicitly. 
The  8«otch  laj  claim  to  some  of  our  best  airs,  but  there 
f  «roog  traita  of  diflbrcoce  between  their  melodies  and  ours . 
My  had  formerly  the  same  passion  for  robbing  us  of  our 
ksa,  nd  the  learned  Dempster  was  for  this  offence  called 
rw  talBt  Stealer.**  It  most  ha?e  been  some  Irishman,  I 
t,  who,  by  way  of  reprisal,  stole  Dempster's  beautlAil 


difllonh  to  conceive  anterior  to  the  dawn  (^  modem 
improvement;  and  that  I  would  by  no  means  in- 
validate the  claims  of  Ireland  to  as  early  a  rank 
in  the  annals  of  minstrelsy,  as  the  most  xealous 
antiquary  may  be  inclined  to  allow  her.  In  addi- 
tion, indeed,  to  the  power  which  music  must  always 
have  possessed  over  the  minds  of  a  people  so  ardent 
and  susceptible,  the  stimulus  of  persecution  was 
not  wanting  to  quicken  our  taste  into  enthusiasm; 
the  charms  of  song  were  ennobled  with  the  glories 
of  martyrdom,  and  the  acts  against  minstrels,  in 
the  reigns  of  Henry  VIIL  and  Elisabeth,  were  as 
successful,  I  doubt  not,  in  making  my  countrymen 
musicians,  as  the  penal  laws  have  been  in  keeping 
them  Catholics. 

With  respect  to  the  verses  which  I  have  written 
for  these  melodies,  as  they  are  intended  rather  to 
be  song  than  read,  I  can  answer  for  their  sound 
with  somewhat  more  confidence  than  for  their 
sense.  Tet  it  would  be  siFectation  to  deny  that  I 
have  given  much  attention  to  the  task,  and  that  it 
is  not  through  any  want  of  seal  or  industry,  if  I 
unfortunately  disgrace  the  sweet  airs  of  my  country 
by  poetry  altogether  unworthy  of  their  taste,  their 
energy,  and  their  tenderness. 

Though  the  humble  nature  of  my  contributions 
to  this  work  may  exempt  them  from  the  rigours  of 
literary  criticism,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that 
those  touches  d  political  fueling,  those  tones  (^ 
national  complaint,  in  which  the  poetry  sometimes 
sympathises  with  the  music,  would  be  suffered  to 
pass  without  censure  or  alarm.  It  has  been  accord- 
ingly said,  that  the  tendency  of  this  publication  is 
mischievous^,  and  that  I  have  chosen  these  airs  but 
as  a  vehicle  of  dangerous  politics, — as  fair  and  pre- 
cious vessels  (to  borrow  an  image  of  St  Augustine^), 
from  which  the  wine  of  error  might  be  adminis- 
tered. To  those  who  identify  nationality  with 
treason,  and  who  see,  in  every  effort  for  Ireland, 
a  system  of  hostility  towards  England, — to  those, 

wife  from  him  at  Pisa.  —  See  this  anecdote  in  the  PHucotkeca 
of  Erythreus,  part  i.  page  95. 

*  Among  other  false  refinements  of  the  art,  our  music  (with 
the  exception  perhaps  of  the  air  called  "  Marama,  Mamma," 
and  one  or  two  more  of  the  same  ludicrous  dotcription.)  has 
aroided  that  puerile  mimicry  of  natural  noises,  motions,  ftc. 
which  disgraces  so  often  the  works  of  even  Handel  himself. 
D'Alembert  ought  to  have  had  better  taste  than  to  become 
the  patron  of  this  imitative  affectation.  —  Diseours  PrtUmi- 
naire  de  FEncycioptdie.  The  reador  may  find  some  good 
remarks  on  the  subject  in  Avison  upon  Musical  Expression ; 
a  work  which,  though  under  the  name  of  Avison,  was  written, 
it  is  said,  bjr  Dr.  Brown. 

*  Virgil.  JEnetd,  lib.  vi.  verse  9M. 

^  See  Letters,  under  the  signatures  of  Timseus,  &c  in  the 
Morning  Post,  Pilots  and  other  papers. 

>  "  Non  accufo  verba,  quasi  vasa  electa  atque  pretiosa ; 
sed  vinum  erroris  quod  cum  eis  nobis  propiuatur."  —  Lib.  i. 
Confess,  chap.xvi. 
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I,  who,  nuraed  in  Ae  gloom  of  prejudice,  are 
dunned  by  the  fainlesl  gleam  of  liberalily  that 
Ihreatens  to  disturb  Iheir  darkness,  —  like  tliat 
Deinoiihan  of  old.  vlio,  when  the  bud  ahoae  upon 
I,  siii<en-d ', —  to  luch  men  I  shall  not  con- 
iend  to  offer  ui  apology  for  the  loo  great 
luth  if  any  political  Beutimeot  which  may 
nr  in  the  courte  of  IhiiSe  pages.  But  ax  there 
many,  araoug  the  more  if  is*  and  tolerant,  who, 
with  feeling  enough  to  mourn  over  tbe  wrongs  of 
their  country,  and  tense  cuoogh  to  perceive  all  the 
dingvr  of  not  redres^g  tbcm,  msy  yet  be  of 
opinion  that  lUnsioiu,  in  tbe  least  degree  infUm- 
milory.  should  be  avoided  in  a  publication  of  this 
pular  description — I  beg  of  these  respected 
persons  la  believe,  that  there  is  no  one  who  moire 
sincerely  deprecates  than  I  do,  any  appeal  to  the 
passions  of  an  ignorant  and  angry  multitude:  but 
it  is  not  through  thai  gross  and  inflammable 
region  of  society,  a  work  of  this  nature  could  ever 
have  been  intended  to  circulate.  It  looks  mach 
higher  for  its  audience  and  readen,^it  is  found 
upon  the  piano-forleB  of  the  rich  and  the  educated, 
if  (hose  who  con  aSord  to  have  their  national 
1  a  little  stimulated,  without  exciting  much 
dread  of  the  excesses  into  which  it  may  hurry 
themi  and  of  many  whose  nerves  may  be,  now 
id  then,  alarmed  with  advantage,  as  much  more 
lo  be  gained  by  their  tarn,  than  could  ever  be 
expected  from  their  justice. 

Having  thus  adverted  to  tbe  principal  objection, 
which  has  been  hitherto  made  to  the  poetical  part 
of  this  work,  allow  me  to  odd  a  few  words  id  de- 
fence of  my  ingenious  coadjutor.  Sir  John  Steven- 
son, who  has  been  accused  of  baving  spoiled  the 
simplicity  of  the  airs  by  the  chromatic  richness  of 
bis  symphonies,  and  the  elaborate  variety  of  bis 
harmonies.  We  might  cite  the  example  of  the  ad- 
mirable Haydn,  who  has  sported  through  all  the 
maxes  of  maiicol  science,  in  hit  arrangement  of 
the  simplest  Scottish  melodies;  but  It  appears  To 
t,  that  Sir  John  Stevenson  has  bronghc  lo  this 
•k  an  Innate  and  national  feeling,  which  it  would 
vain  lo  expect  from  o  foreigner,  however  taste- 
ful or  judicious.  Through  many  of  his  own  coin- 
pnsilions  we  trace  a  vein  of  Irish  sentiment,  wliich 
points  liim  out  as  peculiarly  suited  (o  catch  tlie 
spirilofhiscAuntry'smusici  aDd.fartrom agreeing 
with  those  bstidious  critics  who  think  that  his 
lymphome*  have  nothing  kindred  with  the  airs 
which  they  introduce.  I  would  say  that,  on  the 
ontrary,  they  resemble,  in  general,  those  illu- 


minated initials  of  old  manuscripts,  which  are  vl 
ime  character  with  the  writing  which  fuUon. 
though  more  highly  coloured  and  more  curiouil; 

In  those  ajn,  which  be  has  arranged  for  loico,  I 
his  skill  has  particularly  distinguished  ilaclf,  mi  | 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  that  a  siagle  tni'lodj 
most  naturally  expresses  the  language  of  tetliaj 
and  passion,  yet  often,  when  a  favourite  strein  1w 
been  dismissed,  as  having  lost  its  charm  of  iKnel^ 
for  the  ear,  it  returns,  in  a  harmanised  ibofir,  will 
new  claims  on  our  interest  snd  ■Itention  ;  and  M 
those  who  study  the  delicate  anifices  of  cotnposl' 
tion.  the  eonatmciion  of  the  inner  pans  of  these 
pieces  must  sSord,  I  thiok,  considerable  auisftc- 
tion.  Every  voice  ha*  an  air  to  ilsel£  a  tlov^n; 
succession  of  notes,  which  might  be  heard  lilt 
pleasure,  independently  of  the  rest  -.  —  so  anftill;r 
has  the  harmonist  (if  I  may  ihns  eipn«  It)  ' 
jarwHcd  the  melody,  distribating  so  equal  p 
of  its  sweetness  to  every  part 

Ifyour  Ladyship's  love  of  Muuc  were  uc 
known  to  me.  I  should  not  have  haiardcd  so  long 
a  letter  npon  the  subject  i  but  as,  jirobilily,  1  a 
hove  presumed  too  far  upon  joor  portiality.  the 
best  revenge  yon  now  can  take  is  lo  write  me  jsst 
as  long  a  letter  upon  Painting;  and  I  p 
alKmd  to  your  theory  of  the  art,  with  a 
only  surpassed  by  that  which  1  have  so  oftm 
derived  from  your  practice  of  it.  —  May  the  m 
which  such  talents  adorn,  continue  calm  alkil* 
bright,  and  happy  as  it  is  virtuous ! 
Believe  me,  your  Ladyship's 

UratefUl  Friend  and  Srrvatit. 

Taoiua  Uoold 


ADVERTISEMENT 
O  THE  FOURTH  KCMSEi 


"•^ 


This  Number  of  the  Melodies  ought  lo  ban  if- 
peared  much  earlier ;  and  the  writer  of  tt«  wnnll 
is  ashamed  lo  confess,  Ibat  the  delay  of  its  pnbli- 
cation  most  be  imputed  chiefly,  if  oot  entire!;,  to 
him.  He  finds  it  necessary  lo  make  Ibis  avonl 
not  only  for  the  purpose  of  removiog  all  Waait 
from  the  Publisher,  but  in  consequence  of  a  ramnS) 
which  has  been  circulnled  industriously  in  DuhUo, 
that  the  Irish  Government  had  inl«rfer«d  to  pv- 
vent  the  cintinuBQce  of  (be  Work. 

This  would  be,  indeed,  a  revival  of  HMiy  Ihs 
Eighth's  euBctmenta  againat  Minstrvlo,  and  U  k 
ilallering  to  find  that  so  much  inportotue  kti- 
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to  our  compiladoii,  even  by  such  persons 
lYentors  of  the  report    Bishop  Lowth,  it 

-was  of  opinion,  that  one  song,  like  the 
to  HarmodiuSy  would  have  done  more 
rousing  the  spirit  of  the  Romans,  than  aU 
lippics  of  Cicero.  But  we  live  in  wiser 
(  musical  times;  ballads  have  long  lost 
nrolationary  powers,  and  we  question  if 
**  Liliibollero "  would  produce  any  very 
Donseqaences  at  present  It  is  needless, 
e,  to  add,  that  there  is  no  truth  in  the 
and  we  trust  that  whatever  belief  it  ob- 
ras  founded  more  upon  the  character  of  the 
naU  than  of  the  Work, 
lirs  of  the  last  Number,  though  full  of  ori- 
and  beauty,  were,  in  general,  perhaps,  too 
J  selected  to  become  all  at  once  as  popular 
link,  they  deserve  to  be.  The  public  are 
e  reserved  towards  new  acquaintances  in 
ad  this,  perhaps,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why 
odem  composers  introduce  none  but  old 
o  their  notice.     It  is,  indeed,  natural  that 

who  love  music  only  by  association, 
e  somewhat  slow  in  feeling  the  charms  of 
nd  strange  melody;  while  those,  on  the 
nd,  who  have  a  quick  sensibility  for  this 
ng  art,  will  as  naturally  seek  and  eigoy 
because  in  every  variety  of  strain  they 
esh  combination  of  ideas ;  and  the  sound 
^y  reached  the  ear,  before  the  heart  has 
y  rendered  it  into  imagery  and  sentiment 
L,  however,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the 
polar  of  our  National  Airs  are  also  the 
latiful ;  and  it  has  been  our  wish,  in  the 
Number,  to  select  from  those  Melodies 
ich  have  long  been  listened  to  and  ad- 
The  least  known  in  the  collection  is  the 
'^Love's  Young  Dream;"  but  it  will  be 
[  think,  one  of  those  easy  and  artless 
s  whose  merit  the  heart  instantly  acknow- 


T.  M. 


ft,  St.  Jamrs's, 
r.  ISIl. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE   FIFTH  NUMBER. 

fair  to  those,  who  take  an  interest  in  this 
)  state  that  it  is  now  very  near  its  termin- 


K  tbcue  i»  Saroumn  Deelisk,  which  1  have  been 
nlj  withheld  from  selecting  by  the  diffidence  I  Teel 
I  upon  the  siune  ground  with  Mr.  Campbell,  whose 
rords  to  this  fine  Air  have  taken  too  strong  pos- 


ation,  and  that  the  Sixth  Number,  which  shall 
speedily  appear,  will,  most  probably,  be  the  last  of 
the  series.  Three  volumes  will  then  have  been 
completed,  according  to  the  original  plan,  and  the 
Proprietors  desire  me  to  say  that  a  List  of  Sub- 
scribers will  be  published  with  the  concluding 
Number. 

It  is  not  so  much,  I  must  add,  from  a  want  of 
materials,  and  still  less  from  any  abatement  of 
zeal,  or  industry,  that  we  have  adopted  the  resolu- 
tion of  bringing  our  task  to  a  close ;  but  we  feel 
so  proud,  still  more  for  our  country's  sake  than 
our  own,  of  the  general  interest  which  this  purely 
Irish  Work  has  excited,  and  so  anxious  lest  a  par- 
ticle of  that  interest  should  be  lost  by  too  long  a 
protraction  of  its  existence,  that  we  think  it  wiser 
to  take  away  the  cup  from  the  lip,  while  its  flavour 
is  yet,  we  trust,  fresh  and  sweet,  than  to  risk  any 
further  trial  of  the  charm,  or  give  so  much  as  not 
to  leave  some  wish  for  more.  In  speaking  thus,  I 
allude  entirely  to  the  Airs,  which  are,  of  course, 
the  main  attraction  of  these  Volumes ;  and  though 
we  have  still  a  great  many  popular  and  delightful 
Melodies  to  produce^,  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
we  should  soon  experience  considerable  difficulty 
in  equalling  the  richness  and  novelty  of  the  earlier 
numbers,  for  which,  as  we  had  the  choice  of  all 
before  us,  we  naturally  selected  only  the  most  rare 
and  beautiful  The  Poetry,  too,  would  be  sure  to 
sympathise  with  the  decline  of  the  Music ;  and, 
however  feebly  my  words  have  kept  pace  with 
the  excellence  of  the  Airs,  they  would  follow  their 
falling  off^  I  fear,  with  wonderful  alacrity.  Both 
pride  and  prudence,  therefore,  counsel  us  to  come 
to  a  close,  while  yet  our  Work  is,  we  believe,  flou- 
rishing and  attractive,  and  thus,  in  the  imperial 
attitude,  "  stantes  morij"  before  we  incur  the  charge 
either  of  altering  for  the  worse,  or,  what  is  equally 
unpardonable,  continuing  too  long  the  same. 

We  beg  to  say,  however,  that  it  is  only  in  the 
event  of  our  failing  to  find  Airs  as  good  as  most 
of  those  we  have  given,  that  we  mean  thus  to  an- 
ticipate the  natural  period  of  dissolution  (like 
those  Indians  who  when  their  relatives  become 
worn  out,  put  them  to  death)  ;  and  they  who  are 
desirous  of  retarding  this  Euthanasia  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  cannot  better  effect  their  wish  than  by 
contributing  to  our  collection, — not  what  are  called 
curious  Airs,  for  we  have  abundance  of  such,  and 
they  are,  in  general,  onfy  curious,  —  but  any  real 
sweet  and  expressive  Songs  of  our  Country,  which 


session  of  all  ears  and  hearts,  for  me  to  think  of  following  in 
his  footsteps  with  any  success.  I  suppose,  however,  as  a  matter 
of  duty,  I  must  attempt  the  air  for  our  next  Number. 
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r  reirarpli  may  hnve  broughl  inl 
T,  M, 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO   THE    SIXTH   NDMBER. 

|_  In  presenting  thia  Siilli  Number  lo  (he  Public  m 
ding  Bdien  to  the  Irish  Harp  for 
ft  Vrer,  we  shull  not  onsver  very  confidt^ntly  fbr  the 

■  Hrrngl]!  of  our  resolution,  nor  teel  quite  sure  that 
if  tbote  etrmo!  fare- 

■  mslli  which  s  lover  takes  occaiionally  of  bis  tnis- 
Ftress,  aerely  lo  enhance,  perhaps,  ihe  pleasure  of 

t  meeting.  Our  only  motive,  indeed, 
fbr  discouliuoiiig  the  Work  was  s  fear  thai  our 
(reaaurea«ere  nearly  eihaoMcd,  and  n  natural  un- 
willingness to  descend  to  the  gathering  of  mere 
Med-pearl,  after  the  really  precious  gems  it  ha* 
I  been  our  lot  lo  string  together.  The  announce- 
l^nent,  however,  of  this  intention,  in  our  Fifth 
jnber,  has  elicited  a  degree  of  anxiety  in  the 
loTers  of  Irish  Music,  not  only  pleasant  and 
flattering,  bn(  highly  usoftil  to  ux ;  for  the  larioua 
contribntioos  we  have  received  in  cansequence, 
have  enriched  our  collection  with  so  man;  choice 
and  beautiful  Airs,  that  should  we  adhere  to  our 
present  rvsolation  of  publishing  no  more,  it  would 
certainly  rumish  au  instance  of  forbearance  unei- 
■mpled  in  the  history  of  poets  and  masicinns.  To 
)  gentleman  io  panicular,  who  has  been  tbr 

■  ■oany  years  resident  in  England,  but  who  has  not 
Vftrgot,  among  his  various  pursuits,  either   the 

'uigoagc  or  the  melodies  of  his  native  coantry,  we 
keg  to  offer  our  beat  thanks  for  the  many  inierest- 
ing  communicaliouB  with  which  he  has  favoured 
na.  We  (rust  that  neither  he  nor  any  other  of  onr 
kind  friends  will  relax  in  those  efforts  by  which 
we  have  been  bo  considerably  assillcd  ;  for,  though 
r  work  most  unw  be  looked  upon  as  defunct, 
yet — as  Reaumur  found  out  the  art  of  maki 


le  cicada  ung  alter  il 


IB  just  pot- 


limilu  experimeut  upon  the  Irish  Melodies. 

T.M. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  THE  SEVRNTH  N 

Has  I  conenlted  only  my  own  judgme 
Work  would  not  have  eitvuded  beyond  I 
Numbers  already  poblished;  which  coul 
flower,  perhaps,  of  our  national  mrlodiel 
now  attained  a  rank  in  public  &Totir,  d| 
would  not  willingly  risk  the  forfeitn 
oeraling,  in  any  way,  from  those  mer 
its  source.  Wliatever  treai 
still  in  reserve,  (and  it  will  be  seen,  1  in 
they  are  numerous  and  valnnble.)  I  would 
have  left  to  f\iture  poets  to  glean,  and,  w 
ritual  words  "  lib!  trado."  would  havedelivi 
the  torch  into  other  hands,  before  it  had  loi 
of  its  light  in  my  own.  But  the  call  for  ■  c 
once  of  the  work  has  been,  as  I  nnderstan 
the  Publisher,  so  genend,  and  we  have  r 
so  many  contributions  of  old  and  beiutifii 
—  the  suppression  of  which,  fbr  the  enhan 
of  those  we  have  published,  would  too  di 
•emhie  the  policy  of  the  Dutch  ji 
spices, —  that  I  have  been  persuaded,  li 
without  much  diffidence  in  my  si 

of  the  Irish  Meiud 


DEDICATION 
THi:  MARCHIONESS  Ot  E 


It  is  with  a  pleasure,  not  unmixed  with  ri 
that  I  dediciile  the  last  Nnrober  of  the  IriH 
dies  to  yoar  Ladyship;  nor  can  I  have  in; 
that  the  feelings  with  which  you  receive  the 
will  be  of  the  same  mingled  and  uddene 
Toyou. — who,  though  but  little  beyond  tb* 
of  childhood,  when  the  eariier  numbers  ofth 
appeared.  —  lent  the  aid  of  your  beaulifiil 
and,  even  then,  exquisite  feeling  for  music 
happy  circle  who  met,  to  sing  them  togethei 
your  father's  rooC  the  gratification,  whaleve 
be,  which  this  humble  oHering  brings,  flu 


e  than  darkened  by  the  c 


.jiHI. 
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any  of  the  *oicM,  which  ihcn  jomed  with 
re  DDw  silent  in  death ! 
I  not  withont  hope  thai,  aa  tar  a  regaris 
k1  fpiril  of  the  Melodies,  yoD 


the  four  supplemenlsry  aongs.  which  rotlow  Ihis 
Tenth  Nnmber,  have  been  added. 

Trusting  that  I  may  yKl  again,  in  remembrancv 
of  old  times.  Lear  our  voices  together  in  aome  of 


ising  portion  of  the  work  not  nnwortby  of   the  harmonised  tun  of  this  Volume,  I  have  the 

u  preceded  it.    The  Sixteen  Airs  of  which    honour  to  subscribe  myself, 

imber  and  the  Supplement  cansiits,  have  Vour  Lodyihip's 

elected  tnun  ihe  immenK  maES  of  Irish  faithful  Friend  and  Semmt, 

wtudi  has  been  S>r  years  piul  accimialatiDg  „ 

^  ...    -    ,  J  Thomas  Moore. 

band*]  and  it  vu  from  a  desire  to  include 

aflieared  mow  worthy  of  preservation,  that 
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ADVEHTISEJIENT. 

Cicero,  I  believe,  who  says,  "nalura  ad 
fmcimsr!  and  the  abundance  of  wild,  indi- 

ain,  which  almost  every  eounlry.  eievpt 
d,  pooeaws,  sufficiently  proves  the  truth  of 
ittion.  The  loven  of  this  simple,  but  in- 
ig  kind  of  music,  are  here  presented  with 
a  number  of  a.  collection,  which,  I  trust, 
xiiribatioD*  will  enable  us  to  continue.  A 
air  without  words  resembles  one  of  those 
cMorea  of  Plato,  which  are  described  as 
iag  in  search  of  the  rcioaiuder  of  [bemselvea 
i  the  world.     To  supply  this  other  half,  by 

with  congeoiai  words  the  maoj  fiigitive 
m  which  have  hitherto  had  none,  —or  only 
I  are  Biiiptetligible  to  the  generality  of  their 
\, — is  the  otqecl  and  ambition  of  the  present 

Helher  is  it  our  intention  to  confine  oor- 
Bwhalare  strictly  called  National  Melodies, 
Mnrer  we  meet  with  any  wandering  ood 
■1  air,  to  which  poetry  bss  not  yet  assigued 
ij  home,  we  shall  venture  to  claim  it  as  ao 
swan,  and  enrich  oar  bumble  Bippncrene 
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A  TEMPLE  TO  PBIEHD8HIP.' 
(Sruun  An.) 

"  A  Temple  to  PHendsbip,"  said  Lsora,  enchanted, 

"  Va  build  in  lhi«  garden,  — Ihe  thongbt  is  di- 
ffer temple  was  built,  and  she  now  only  wanted 

An  image  of  Friendship  lu  place  on  the  shrine. 
She  flew  to  a  tculpior,  who  set  down  before  her 

A  Friendship,  (he  faircsl  hii  an  could  invent; 
But  so  cold  and  so  dull,  thai  the  youtbAil  adorer 

Saw  plainly  Ibis  was  not  the  idol  she  meant 

"  Obi  never,"  she  cried,  "could  I  think  of  en- 
"  An  image,  whose  looks  are  so  joyless  and 


of  him." 

Sotbebargwo  wag  struck;  with  the  little  god  laden 
She  joyfully  flew  to  her  ahrine  in  the  grove; 

"  Farewell."  said  the  sculptor,  "you're  not  the  first 

■naiden 

"  Who  came  but  for  Friendship  and  took  awaj 


Duiht  l>  ulivn  rton  ■ 
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FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVER. 

(PoRTUocESB  Air.) 

Flow  on,  thou  shining  river; 

But,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea, 
Seek  Ella's  bower,  and  give  her 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o'er  thee. 
And  tell  her  thus,  if  she'll  be  mine. 

The  current  of  our  lives  shall  be. 
With  joys  along  their  course  to  shine. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 

But  if,  in  wandVing  thither. 

Thou  find*st  she  mocks  my  prayer. 
Then  leave  those  wreathes  to  wither 

Upon  the  cold  bank  there; 
And  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o'er. 

Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  by  upon  life's  weedy  shore. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 


ALL  THArS  BRIGHT  MUST  FADE. 

(Indian  Air.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made, 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 
Stars  that  shine  and  fall ;  — 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing; — 
Tliese,  alas!  are  types  of  all 

To  which  our  hearts  are  clinging. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 

Who  would  seek  or  prize 

Delights  that  end  in  aching? 
Who  would  trust  to  ties 

That  every  hour  are  breaking? 
Better  far  to  be 

In  utter  darkness  lying. 
Than  to  be  bless'd  with  light  and  see 

That  light  for  ever  flying. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest! 


SO  WARBILY  WE  MET. 

(HuKOAUAM  Air.) 

So  warmly  we  met  and  so  fondly  we  parted. 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  ev*n  I  could  n 
tell,— 
That  first  look  of  welcome  her  sunny  eyes  darta 

Or  that  tear  of  passion,  which  bless'd  our  hn 
welL 
To  meet  was  a  heaven,  and  to  part  thus  another,- 

Our  joy  and  our  sorrow  seem'd  rivals  in  bliss; 
Oh!  Cupid's  two  eyes  are  not  liker  each  other 

In  smiles  and  in  tears,  than  that  moment  to  thi 

The  first  was  like  day-break,  new,  sodden,  di 
'  licions, — 
The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  np  yet 
The  last  like  the  farewell  of  daylight,  more  preckxi 
More  glowing  and  deep,  as  'tis  nearer  its  seC 
Our  meeting,  though  happy,  was  tfng'd  bj  a  sorro 
To  think  that  such  happines^^nld  not  reman 
While  our  parting,  though  sad,  gave  a  hope  th 
to-morrow 
Would  bring  back  the  bless'd  hour  of  meeCii 
again. 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 
(Air —  Thi  Bells  or  St.  PxTBRSBcmoB.) 

Those  evening  bells!  those  evening  bells! 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tella. 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time. 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime. 

Those  joyous  hours  are  pass'd  away; 
And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay. 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells. 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells. 

And  so  'twill  be  when  I  am  gone ; 
That  tuneful  peal  will  still  ring  on. 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  dells. 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells ! 
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SHOULD  THOSE  FOND  HOPE& 

(POKTVOOEtB  An.) 

louLD  those  fond  hopes  e*er  forsake  thee,  ^ 
Which  now  so  sweetly  thy  heart  employ; 
loold  the  cold  world  come  to  wake  thee 
From  all  thy  riaions  of  youth  and  joy; 
KNild  the  gay  friends,  for  whom  thon  wooldst 

banish 
Him  who  once  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own, 
U,  like  spring  birds,  fidsely  yanish. 
And  leaTe  thy  winter  unheeded  and  lone; — 

b !  'tis  then  that  he  thou  hast  slighted 
Would  come  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seem'd  o'er; 
ben  the  truant,  lost  and  blighted. 
Would  to  his  bosom  be  taken  once  more. 
ke  that  dear  bird  we  both  can  remember. 
Who  left  us  while  summer  shone  round. 
It,  when  chill^by  bleak  December, 
On  our  threshold  a  welcome  still  found. 


REASON,  FOLLY,  AND  BEAUTY. 
(Italian  Aik.) 

^LksoN,  and  Folly,  and  Beauty,  they  say, 
ent  on  a  party  of  pleasure  one  day : 

Folly  play'd 

Around  the  maid, 
le  bells  of  his  cap  rung  merrily  out; 

While  Reason  took 

To  his  sermon -book  — 
1 !  which  was  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt, 
hich  was  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt. 

aoty,  who  likes  to  be  thought  very  sage, 
im*d  for  a  moment  to  Reason's  dull  page. 

Till  Folly  said, 

**  Look  here,  sweet  maid  ! " — 
le  sight  of  his  cap  brought  her  back  to  herself; 

While  Reason  read 

His  leaves  of  lead, 
ith  no  one  to  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf! 
0, — no  one  to  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf! 

ben  Reason  grew  jealous  of  Folly's  gay  cap  ; 
ad  he  that  on,  he  her  heart  might  entrap — 

'  This  is  tme  of  the  nuwy  intUnces  among  mj  lyrical 
<x«tt.  —  though  the  above,  it  must  be  owned,  is  ao  extreme 


"  There  it  is,** 

Quoth  FoUy,  "  old  quiz  !" 
(FoUy  was  always  good-natured,  'tis  said,) 

**  Under  the  sun 

**  There's  no  such  fun, 
"  As  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head, 
**  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head ! " 

But  Reason  the  head-dress  so  awkwardly  wore. 
That  Beauty  now  lik'd  him  still  less  than  before  ; 

While  Folly  took 

Old  Reason's  book. 
And  twisted  the  leaves  in  a  cap  of  such  ftm, 

That  Beauty  vow'd 

(Though  not  aloud). 
She  lik*d  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own. 
Yes, — lik'd  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own. 


FARE  THEE  WELL,  THOU  LOVELY  ONE! 

(Sicilian  Aii.) 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  loyely  one ! 

Loyely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gofie. 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 
Thy  words,  whate'er  their  flatfring  spell. 

Could  scarce  have  thus  deceived ; 
But  eyes  that  acted  truth  so  well 

Were  sure  to  be  believed. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one  ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone. 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 

Yet  those  eyes  look  constant  still. 

True  as  stars  they  keep  their  light ; 
Still  those  cheeks  their  pledge  fulfil 

Of  blushing  always  bright. 
'Tis  only  on  thy  changeful  heart 

The  blame  of  falsehood  lies ; 
Love  lives  in  every  other  part. 

But  there,  alas  !  he  dies. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more  ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone. 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 


case,  —  where  the  metre  has  been  DecetsarHy  sacri6ced  to  the 
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DOST  THOU  REMEMBER. 

(POITOOOBB  AlB.) 

Dost  thoa  remember  that  place  so  lonely, 
A  place  for  loTers,  and  lovers  only. 

Where  first  I  told  thee  all  my  secret  sighs? 
When,  as  the  moonbeam,  that  trembled  o'er  thee, 
Blom'd  thy  blushes,  I  knelt  before  thee. 

And  resd  my  hope's  sweet  triumph  in  those  eyes? 
Then,  then,  while  closely  heart  was  drawn  to  heart. 
Love  bound  ns — never,  never  more  to  parti 

And  when  I  call'd  thee  by  names  the  dearest  > 
That  love  could  &ncy,  the  fondest,  nearest, — 

**  My  life,  my  only  life  I"  among  the  rest ; 
In  those  sweet  accents  that  still  enthral  me, 
Thou  saidst,  **  Ah!  wherefore  thy  life  thus  call  me? 

**  Thy  soul,  thy  soul's  the  name  that  I  love  best ; 
**  For  life  soon  passes, — but  how  bless'd  to  be 
**  That  Soul  which  never,  never  parts  from  thee !" 


OH,    COME    TO    ME  WHEN   DAYLIGHT 

SET& 

(Vbmitum  AlB.) 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'e/the  moonlight  sea. 
When  Mirth's  awake,  and  Love  begins. 

Beneath  that  glancing  ray, 
With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins. 

To  steal  young  hearts  away. 
Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  then's  the  hour  for  those  who  love. 

Sweet  I  like  thee  and  me ; 
When  all's  so  calm  below,  above, 

In  heav'n  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcarolles^ 

And  Ech6  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  ears  and  souls  • 

Should  love  and  listen  then. 


So,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet!  then  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 


OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGI 
(Scotch  Aib.) 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  m 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me  ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears. 
Of  boyhood's  years. 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  bit>ken ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  hath  bound  i 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 
I've  seen  around  me  fall. 
Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather ; 
I  feel  like  one. 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled. 
Whose  garlands  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  m 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  da3rs  around  me. 


HARK!  THE  VESPER  HYMN 
STEALING. 

(Russian  Aib.) 

Hark  !  the  vesper  hymn  is  stealing 
O'er  the  waters  soft  and  clear ; 


1  The  thought  in  this  ?erM  is  borrowed  from  the  originBl    chaotent  Ics  gondoliers  k  Venise i?o«MM«,  D 

Portuguese  words.  i  de  Musique. 

*  Barcarolles,  sorte  de  chansons  en  langue  Vfoitienne,  que 
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Nearer  jet  and  nearer  pealing, 

And  now  bursts  upon  the  ear : 

Jnbilate,  Amen. 

Farther  now,  now  farther  stealing, 

Soft  it  fiides  upon  the  ear : 

Jubilate,  Amen. 

Now,  like  moonlight  waves  retreating 

To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 
Now,  like  angry  surges  meeting, 
Breaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song: 
Jubilate,  Amen. 
Hush!  again,  like  waves,  retreating 
To  the  shore,  it  dies  along  : 
Jubilate,  Amen. 


LOVE  AND  HOPE, 

(Swiss  Air.) 

At  mom,  beside  yon  summer  sea. 
Young  Hope  and  Love  reclined ; 

But  scarce  had  noon-tide  come,  when  he 

Into  his  bark  leap'd  smilingly. 
And  left  poor  Hope  behind. 

"  I  go,"  said  Love,  **  to  sail  awhile 

**  Across  this  sunny  main ;  ** 
And  then  so  sweet  his  parting  smile, 
That  Hope,  who  never  dreamt  of  guile, 

Believ'd  he*d  come  again. 

She  lingered  there  till  evening's  beam 

Along  the  waters  lay  ; 
And  o'er  the  sands,  in  thoughtful  dream. 
Oft  traced  his  name,  which  still  the  stream 

As  often  wash'd  away. 

At  length  a  sail  appears  in  sight. 

And  toward  the  maiden  moves ! 
'Tis  Wealth  that  comes,  and  gay  and  bright, 
His  golden  bark  reflects  the  light, 
Bat  ah !  it  is  not  Love's. 

Another  sail — 'twas  Friendship  show'd 

Her  night-lamp  o'er  the  sea ; 
And  calm  the  light  that  lamp  bestow'd ; 
But  Love  had  lights  that  warmer  glow'd. 

And  where,  alas!  was  he? 

Now  £sst  around  the  sea  and  shore 

Night  threw  her  darkling  chain  ; 
The  sunny  sails  were  seen  no  more, 
VLope'9  morning  dreams  of  bliss  were  o'er, — 
Love  never  came  again. 


THERE  COMES  A  TIME. 
(German  Air.) 

There  comes  a  time,  a  dreary  time. 

To  him  whose  heart  hath  flown 
O'er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  prime, 

And  made  each  flower  its  own. 
'Tis  when  his  soul  must  first  renounce 

Those  dreams  so  bright,  so  fond ; 
Oh !  then's  the  time  to  die  at  once. 

For  life  has  nought  beyond. 

When  sets  the  sun  on  Afric's  shore, 

That  instant  all  is  night ; 
And  so  should  life  at  once  be  o'er. 

When  Love  withdraws  his  light ;  — 
Nor,  like  our  northern  day,  gleam  on 

Through  twilight's  dim  delay. 
The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone. 

Of  fire  long  pass'd  away. 


MY  HARP  HAS  ONE  UNCHANGING 

THEME. 

(  Swedish  Air.) 

Mr  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme. 

One  strain  that  still  comes  o'er 
Its  languid  chord,  as  'twere  a  dream 

Of  joy  that's  now  no  more. 
In  vain  I  try,  with  livelier  air,    <» 

To  wake  the  breathing  string  \ 
That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

And  saddens  all  I  sing. 

Breathe  on,  breathe  on,  thou  languid  strain. 

Henceforth  be  all  my  own ; 
Though  thou  art  oft  so  full  of  pain 

Few  hearts  can  bear  thy  tone. 
Yet  oft  thou'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh. 

The  breath  that  Pleasure's  wings 
Gave  out,  when  last  they  wanton'd  by. 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 


OH,  NO— NOT  EV'N  WHEN  FIRST  WE 

LOV'D. 

(Cashmkbian  Aib.) 

Oh,  no— not  ev'n  when  first  we  loVd, 
Wert  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  art ; 
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liy  beauty  then  my  senses  mor'd. 
Bat  now  thy  virtues  bind  my  heart 

Hiat  was  but  Passion's  sigh  before, 
Has  since  been  tum'd  to  Reason's  vow  ; 

Lud,  though  I  then  might  love  thee  fiiore, 
Trust  me,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

Jthough  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire, 
Relieve  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire, 
'he  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core. 

That  then  but  sparkled  o'er  my  brow, 
jid,  though  I  seem'd  to  love  thee  more, 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 


PEACE  BE  AROUND  THEE. 

(Scotch  Air.) 

CE  be  around  thee,  wherever  thou  rov'st ; 

[ay  life  be  for  thee  one  summer's  day, 

.  all  that  thou  wishest,  and  all  that  thou  loVst, 

ome  smiling  around  thy  sunny  way ! 

irrow  e'er  this  calm  should  break, 

[ay  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly, 

*  spring-showers,  they'll  only  make 

he  smiles  that  follow  shine  more  brightly. 

Time,  who  sheds  his  blight  o'er  all, 
nd  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death, 

thee  let  years  so  gently  fall, 
bey  shall  not  crush  one  flower  beneath, 
lalf  in  shade  and  half  in  sun 
iiis  world  along  its  path  advances, 

that  side  the  sun's  upon 
\  all  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glances ! 


COMMON  SENSE  AND  GENIUS. 
(Frxnch  Ais.) 

While  I  touch  the  string. 

Wreathe  my  brows  with  laurel. 
For  the  tale  I  sing 

Has,  for  once,  a  moral. 
Common  Sense,  one  night. 

Though  not  used  to  gambols. 
Went  out  by  moonlight. 

With  Genius,  on  his  rambles. 
While  I  touch  the  string,  &c. 


Common  Seme  went  on. 

Many  wise  things  saying ; 
While  the  light  that  shone 

Soon  set  Genius  straying. 
One  his  eye  ne'er  rais'd 

From  the  path  before  him ; 
Tother  idly  gaa'd 

On  each  night-cloud  o*er  him. 
While  I  touch  the  string,  A 

So  they  came,  at  last, 

To  a  shady  river ; 
Common  Sense  soon  pasa'd^ 

Safe,  as  he  doth  ever ; 
While  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  Heaven  that  minute, 
Never  saw  the  brook 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it ! 
While  I  touch  the  string,  A 

How  the  Wise  One  smil'd. 

When  safe  o*er  the  torrent, 
At  that  youth,  so  wild. 

Dripping  from  the  current  I 
Sense  went  home  to  bed ; 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 
On  the  bank,  'tis  said. 

Died  of  that  cold  river ! 

While  I  touch  the  strings  & 


THEN,  FARE  THEE  WEL 
(Old  Enolub  Aim.) 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  my  own  dear 
This  world  has  now  for  us 

No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 
The  pain  of  parting  thus. 

Dear  love ! 
The  pain  of  parting  thus. 

Had  we  but  known,  since  firrt  we  i 
Some  few  short  hours  of  bliff, 

We  might,  in  nnmbVing  them,  fior| 
The  deep,  deep  pain  (^this. 

Dear  love  I 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  thit. 

But  no,  alas,  we've  never  teen 
One  glimpse  of  fAeunn^  nj^ 

But  still  there  came  ioiiie  dood  bel 
And  chas'd  it  all  awmy. 

Dear  love  I 
And  chas'd  it  all  away. 
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TeC,  ev^  ooold  tliote  nd  momento  last, 

FIv  dcner  to  mj  lieart 
WcfB  boon  of  gnsf|  togethor  pssty 

Tlian  yeun  of  mirth  apurt, 
Dear  loTol 

Tlian  jean  of  mirth  apart 

Farewdl  1  our  hope  waa  bom  in  fean, 
And  nnra'd  'mid  Tain  regrets  ; 

Like  winter  sam,  it  roae  in  tears, 
Like  them  in  tean  it  sets, 

I>eark>Te! 
Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 


OAILT  SOUNDS  THE  CASTANET. 

(Maltssb  An.) 

O JILT  sounds  the  castanet. 

Beating  time  to  boonding  feet. 
When,  after  dajli^n  golden  set, 

Ifaids  and  yooths  bj  moonlight  meet 
(H^  then,  how  sweet  to  more 

Through  all  that  maze  of  mirth. 
Led  by  Ught  firom  eyes  we  Ioto 

Beyond  all  eyes  on  earth. 

Then,  the  Joyoos  banquet  qiread 

On  the  eool  and  fragrant  ground. 
With  heaT*n's  bright  sparklers  overhead. 

And  still  brighter  sparkling  roond. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 

Into  some  lov*d  one's  ear, 
Thongihts  reserrld  through  many  a  day 

To  be  thns  whisper'd  here. 

When  the  dance  and  feast  are  done. 

Arm  in  arm  as  home  we  stray, 
How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  sun 

0*er  her  cheek's  warm  blushes  play ! 
Then,  too,  the  farewell  kiss — 

The  words,  whose  parting  tone 
lingers  still  in  dreams  of  bliss. 

That  haunt  young  hearts  alone. 


LOVE  IS  A  HUNTER-BOY. 
(Lahoubdocian  Air.) 

Lots  is  a  hunter-boy. 

Who  makes  young  hearts  his  prey ; 
And,  in  his  nets  of  joy. 

Ensnares  them  nigiht  and  day. 


In  Tain  conceal'd  they  lie — 
Lore  tracks  them  OTery  where ; 

In  Tain  aloft  they  fly — 
Lore  shoots  them  flying  there. 

But  'tis  his  joy  most  sweet, 

At  early  dawn  to  trace 
The  print  of  Beauty's  fbet. 

And  give  the  trembler  chase. 
And  if^  through  Tirgin  snow. 

He  tracks  her  footsteps  fkir. 
How  sweet  for  LoTe  to  know 

None  went  before  him  there. 


COME,  CHASE  THAT  STARTING   TEAR 

AWAY. 

(FttMCH  Alt.) 

CoMX,  chase  that  starting  tear  away. 

Ere  mine  to  meet  it  springs ; 
To-night,  at  least,  to-ni^t  be  gay, 

Whate'er  to-morrow 'brings. 
Like  sun-set  gleams,  that  linger  late 

When  all  is  dark'nhig  fost. 
Are  hours  like  these  we  snatch  from  Fate — 

The  brightest,  and  the  ]uL 

Then,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &c 

To  gild  the  deep'ning  gloom,  if  Heaven 

But  one  bright  hour  allow, 
Oh,  think  that  one  bright  hour  is  given. 

In  aU  its  splendour,  now. 
Let's  live  it  out — then  sink  in  night. 

Like  waves  that  from  the  shore 
One  minute  swell,  are  touch'd  with  light, 

Then  lost  for  evermore ! 

Come,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &c. 


JOYS  OF  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETING! 

(PoiTUODUB  Air.) 

Whisp'rinos,  heard  by  wakefUl  maids, 

To  whom  the  night-stars  guide  us ; 
Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  shades. 
With  those  we  love  beside  us. 
Hearts  beating, 
At  meeting ; 
Tears  starting, 
At  partmg ; 
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Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  soon  it  fades  I 
Sweet  joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting ! 

Wanderings  far  away  from  home, 

With  life  all  new  before  us ; 
Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  come. 
From  hearts  whose  prayers  watched  o'er  us. 
Tears  starting. 
At  parting ; 
Hearts  beating. 
At  meeting ; 
Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some ! 
To  some,  how  bright  and  fleeting ! 


HEAR  ME  BUT  ONCE. 
(Fekmch  Aim.) 

ILeab,  me  but  once,  while  o*er  the  grave, 
In  which  our  Loye  lies  cold  and  dead, 

I  count  each  flatt'ring  hope  he  gave 
Of  joys,  now  lost,  and  charms  now  fled. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  smile  he  wore. 
When  first  we  met,  would  fade  away  ? 

Or  that  a  chill  would  e'er  come  o'er 

Those  eyes  so  bright  through  many  a  day  ? 
Hear  me  but  once,  &c 


WHEN  LOVE  WAS  A  CHILD. 

(SmtDiia  Air.) 

When  Love  was  a  child,  and  went  idling  round, 
'Mong  flowers,  the  whole  summer's  day. 

One  mom  in  the  valley  a  bower  he  found, 
So  sweet,  it  allur'd  him  to  stay. 

O'erhead,  from  the  trees,  hung  a  garland  fair, 

A  fountain  ran  darkly  beneath  ;  — 
'Twas  Pleasure  had  hung  up  the  flow'rets  there ; 

Love  knew  it,  and  jump'd  at  the  wreath. 

But  Love  didn't  know — and,  at  his  weak  years, 

What  urchin  was  likely  to  know  ?  — 
That  Sorrow  had  made  of  her  own  salt  tears 
The  fountain  that  murmur'd  below. 

He  caught  at  the  wreath — but  with  too  much  haste, 

As  boys  when  impatient  will  do — 
It  fell  in  those  waters  of  briny  taste, 

And  the  flowers  were  all  wet  through. 


This  garland  he  now  wears  night  and  day; 

And,  though  it  all  sunny  appears 
With  Pleasure's  own  light,  each  leaf,  they  s 

Still  tastes  of  the  Fountain  of  Tears. 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUR  SPORT 

DAY? 

(SiciUAN  Air.) 

Sat,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  ? 

There's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air. 
Too  bright,  too  high,  too  wild,  too  gay. 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare! 
'Tis  like  the  returning  bloom 

Of  those  days,  alas,  gone  by. 
When  I  lov'd,  each  hour — I  scarce  knew  wh 

And  was  bless'd —  I  scarce  knew  why. 

Ay — those  were  days  when  life  had  wings, 

And  flew,  oh,  flew  so  wild  a  height. 
That,  like  the  lark  which  sunward  springs, 

'Twas  giddy  with  too  much  light. 
And,  though  of  some  plumes  bereft, 

With  that  sun,  too,  nearly  set, 
I've  enough  of  light  and  wing  still  left 

For  a  few  gay  soarings  yet 


BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREAM& 

(Welsh  Air.) 

Bright  be  thy  dreams — may  all  thy  weepi 
Turn  into  smiles  while  thou  art  sleeping. 
May  those  by  death  or  seas  remov'd. 
The  friends,  who  in  thy  spring-time  knen 

All,  thou  hast  ever  priz'd  or  lov'd. 
In  dreams  come  smiling  to  thee! 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepes 
Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thou  sleepest ; 
Still  as  she  was — no  charm  forgot — 
No  lustre  lost  that  life  had  given  ; 

Or,  if  chang'd,  but  changed  to  what 
Thou'lt  find  her  yet  in  Heaven  I 
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GO,  THEN— 'TIS  VAIN. 
(SiciUAM  Aim.) 

Go,  then — 'tis  Tun  to  hover 

Thus  round  a  hope  that's  dead ; 
At  length  my  dream  is  over ; 

'Twas  sweet— 'twas  fiOse — 'tis  fled ! 
Farewell  I  since  nought  it  moves  thee, 

Such  truth  as  mine  to  see — 
Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee. 

Perhaps  more  hless'd  will  be. 

Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightness 

New  life  around  me  shed ; 
Farewell,  fidse  heart,  whose  lightness 

Now  leaves  me  death  instead. 
Go,  now,  those  charms  surrender 

To  some  new  lover's  sigh — 
One  who,  though  far  less  tender. 

May  be  more  bless'd  than  L 


THE  CRYSTAL-HUNTERS. 
(Swim  Aift.) 

O'be  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light. 
We  Crystal  Hunters  speed  along  ; 

While  rocks  and  caves, 

And  icy  waves. 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song ; 
And,  when  we  meet  with  store  of  gems. 
We  grudge  not  kings  their  diadems. 

O'er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light. 
We  Crystal- Hunters  speed  along ; 

While  grots  and  caves. 

And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 

Not  half  so  oft  the  lover  dreams 
Of  sparkles  from  his  lady's  eyes. 

As  we  of  those  refreshing  gleams 
That  tell  where  deep  the  crystal  lies ; 

Though,  next  to  crystal,  we  too  grant, 

That  ladies'  eyes  may  most  enchant. 
O'er  mountains  bright,  &c 

Sometimes,  when  on  the  Alpine  rose 
The  golden  sunset  leaves  its  ray. 

So  like  a  gem  the  flow'ret  glows. 
We  thither  bend  our  headlong  way ; 


And,  though  we  find  no  treasure  there. 
We  bless  the  rose  that  shines  so  fiiir. 
O'er  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light, 
We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along ; 
While  rocks  and  caves. 
And  icy  waves. 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 


ROW  GENTLY  HERE. 
(VnamAir  Ant) 

Row  gently  here. 
My  gondolier. 
So  softly  wake  the  tide. 
That  not  an  ear. 
On  earth,  may  hear, 
But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 
Had  Heaven  but  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 

As  starry  eyes  to  see, 
Oh,  think  what  tales  'twould  have  to  tell 
Of  wandering  youths  like  me ! 

Now  rest  thee  here. 

My  gondolier ; 
Hush,  hush,  for  up  I  go. 

To  climb  yon  light 

Balcony's  height. 
While  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 
Ah  !  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 

But  half  such  pains  as  we 
Take,  day  and  night,  for  woman's  love, 
What  Angels  we  should  be  ! 


OH,  DAYS  OF  YOUTH. 

(Frkncr  Ais.) 

Oh,  days  of  youth  and  joy,  long  clouded, 

Why  thus  for  ever  haunt  my  view  ? 
When  in  the  grave  your  light  lay  shrouded, 

Why  did  not  Memory  die  there  too  ? 
Vainly  doth  Hope  her  strain  now  sing  me, 

Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain  — 
No,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 

One  joy  that  equals  youth's  sweet  pain. 

Dim  lies  the  way  to  death  before  me. 

Cold  winds  of  Time  blow  round  my  brow ; 

Sunshine  of  youth !  that  once  fell  o'er  me. 
Where  is  your  warmth,  your  glory  now? 
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*Ti8  not  that  then  no  pain  could  sting  me ; 

*Tis  not  that  now  no  joys  remain ; 
Oh,  'tis  that  life  no  more  can  bring  me 

One  joy  so  sweet  as  that  worst  pain. 


WHEN  FIRST  THAT  SMILE, 

(Ybnitian  All.) 

When  first  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  bless'd  my 
sight. 

Oh  what  a  vision  then  came  o*er  me! 
Long  years  of  love,  of  cahn  and  pure  delight, 

Seem*d  in  that  smile  to  pass  before  me. 
Ne*er  did  the  peasant  dream  of  summer  skies. 

Of  golden  fruit,  and  harvests  springing, 
With  fonder  hope  than  I  of  those  sweet  eyes. 

And  of  the  joy  their  light  was  bringmg. 

Where  now  are  all  those  fondly  promised  hours? 

Ah  I  woman's  faith  is  like  her  brightness — 
Fading  as  fest  as  rainbows,  or  day-flowers. 

Or  aught  that's  known  for  grace  and  lightness. 
Short  as  the  Persian's  prayer,  at  close  of  day, 

Should  be  each  vow  of  Love's  repeating ; 
Quick  let  him  worship  Beauty's  precious  ray — 

Even  while  he  kneels,  that  ray  is  fleeting ! 


PEACE  TO  THE  SLUMB'RERS! 

(Catalonun  Air.) 

Peace  to  the  slumb'rers! 

They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 
With  no  shroud  to  cover  them; 

The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 
Are  all  that  weep  over  them. 
Peace  to  the  slumb'rers! 

Vain  was  their  brav'ry !  — 

The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay 

Across  the  wintry  river; 
But  brave  hearts,  once  swept  away, 

Are  gone,  alas!  for  ever. 

Vain  was  their  brav'ry! 

Woe  to  the  conq'ror! 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  theirs 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us. 

Ere  we  forget  the  deep  arrears 
Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us! 
Woe  to  the  conq'ror  I 


WHEN  THOU  SHALT  WANDER. 

(Sicilian  Aik.) 

When  thou  shalt  wander  by  that  sweet  light 
We  used  to  gaze  on  so  many  an  eve. 

When  love  was  new  and  hope  was  bright, 
Ere  I  could  doubt  or  thou  deceive — 

Oh,  then,  rememb'ring  how  swift  went  by 

Those  hours  of  transport,  even  thou  mayst  sigb. 

Yes,  proud  one!  even  thy  heart  may  own 
That  love  like  ours  was  far*too  sweet 

To  be,  like  summer  garments,  thrown 
Aside,  when  pass'd  the  summer's  heat; 

And  wish  in  vain  to  know  again 

Such  days,  such  nights,  as  bless'd  thee  then. 


WHO'LL  BUY  MY  LOVE-KNOTS? 

(PoRTCouBaB  Air.) 

Hymen,  late,  his  love-knots  selling, 
Call'd  at  many  a  maiden's  dwelling. 
None  could  doubt,  who  saw  or  knew  them, 
Hymen's  call  was  welcome  to  theno. 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love  knots? 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots?" 
Soon  as  that  sweet  cry  resounded, 
How  his  baskets  were  surrounded! 

Maids,  who  now  first  dreamt  of  trying 
These  gay  knots  of  Hymen's  tying; 
Dames,  who  long  had  sat  to  watch  him 
Passing  by,  but  ne'er  could  catch  him ; — 

"  >VTio'll  buy  my  love-knots? 

"  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots?"— 
All  at  that  sweet  cry  assembled; 
Some  laugh'd,  some  blush'd,  and  some  tremble 

"  Here  are  knots,"  said  Hymen,  taking 
Some  loose  flowers,  "of  Ix)ve's  own  making; 
"  Here  are  gold  ones — you  may  trust  *em"— 
(These,  of  course,  found  ready  custom). 

"  Come,  buy  my  love-knots! 

"  Come,  buy  my  love-knots! 
"  Some  are  labell'd  *  Knots  to  tie  men — 
"  Love  the  maker — Bought  of  Hymen.* " 


Scarce  their  bargains  were  completed. 
When  the  nymphs  all  cried,  **  We're  cheated 
"  See  these  flowers — they're  drooping  sadly; 
"  This  gold-knot,  too,  ties  but  badly — 
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**  Who*d  Ixiy  tach  lore-knoti? 

**  Who'd  baj  such  loye-knots? 
**  Eren  this  tie,  with  Lore't  name  round  it— 
**  All  a  aham — He  nerer  bound  it*' 

Lore,  who  law  tiie  whole  proceeding. 
Would  hare  lan^'d,  hot  for  good-breeding; 
While  Old  Hymen,  who  was  used  to 
Cries  Uke  that  theae  dames  ga^e  loose  to— 

**  Take  back  our  love-knots  I 

*«  Take  back  our  love-knots ! " 
Cooll  J  said,  **  There's  no  retoming 
**  Wares  on  Hymen's  hands — Good  morning! " 


SEE,  THE  DAWN  FROM  HEAVEN. 
(To  AM  An  amio  at  Bomb,  om  CBRisniAt  Btb.) 

Sbb,  the  dawn  firom  Heaven  is  breaking 

O^er  our  sight, 
And  Earth,  from  sin  awaking. 

Hails  the  light  I 
See  thoae  groups  of  angels,  winging 

From  the  realms  above, 
On  their  brows,  from  Eden,  bringing 

Wreaths  of  Hope  and  Love. 

Hark,  their  hymns  of  glory  pealing 

Through  the  air, 
To  mortal  ears  revealing 

Who  lies  there! 
In  that  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly. 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 
He,  whose  home's  above, — the  Holy, 

Ever  Holy  One! 


NETS  AND  CAGEai 
(SwiOMH  Air.) 

Cowatf  listen  to  my  story,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply; 
At  what  I  sing  some  maids  will  smile. 

While  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh. 
Though  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blames 

Sueh  florid  songs  as  ours, 
Yet  Truth  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames. 

Can  speak  her  thoughts  by  flowers. 


bf  the  foUowfng  remark  of  Swift :  —  **  The 
«bf  to  tnr  muTiaget  are  happy.  It,  becaute  jroong 
i  ttMir  time  In  making  neU,  not  hi  makhig  caget." 


Then  listen,  maids,  come  listen,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply; 
At  what  I  sing  there*k  some  may  smile, 

While  some,  perhiqM,  will  sigh. 

Young  Cloe,  bent  on  catching  Loves, 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame. 
That  none,  in  all  our  vales  and  groves. 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game: 
But  gentle  Sue,  less  giv'n  to  roam. 

While  Cloe's  nets  were  taking 
Such  lots  of  Loves,  sat  still  at  home. 

One  little  Love-cage  making. 
Come,  listen,  nudds,  &c. 

Much  Cloe  laugh'd  at  Susan's  task; 

But  mark  how  things  went  on: 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  could  ask 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone! 
So  weak  poor  Cloe's  nets  were  wove. 

That,  though  she  charmed  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Love 

Was  able  to  break  through  them. 
Come,  listen,  maids,  &c 

Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whose  cage  was  wrought 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  sever, 
One  Love  with  golden  pinions  canght. 

And  caged  him  there  for  ever; 
Instructing,  thereby,  all  coquettes, 

Whatever  their  looks  or  ages. 
That,  though  'tis  pleasant  weaving  Nets, 

'Tis  wiser  to  make  Cages. 

Thus,  mudens,  thus  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply. — 
May  all  who  hear  like  Susan  smile. 

And  not,  like  Cloe,  sigh! 


WHEN  THROUGH  THE  PIAZZETTA. 

(Vbmitian  Air.) 

When  through  the  Piazetta 

Night  breathes  her  cool  air, 
Then,  dearest  Ninetta, 

I'll  come  to  thee  there. 
Beneath  thy  mask  shrouded, 

ril  know  thee  afar, 
As  Love  knows,  though  clouded. 

His  own  Evening  Star. 

In  garb,  then,  resembling 
Some  gay  gondolier. 
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ni  whisper  thee,  trembling. 

"  Our  bark,  love,  is  near : 

FAREWELL,  THERESA ! 

**  Now,  now,  while  there  hoyer 

(VSNITIAN  All.) 

**  Thofie  clouds  o'er  the  moon. 

**  'Twill  waft  thee  safe  over 

Farewell,  Theresa!  yon  cloud  that  over 

**  Ton  silent  Lagoon." 

Heaven's  pale  night-star  gath'ring  we  see. 

Will  scarce  from  that  pure  orb  have  pass'd,  ere  t 

lover 
Swift  o'er  the  wide  wave  shall  wander  firom  di 

Long,  like  that  dim  cloud,  Fve  hung  around  tb 

GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM. 

Dark'ning  thy  prospects,  sadd'ning  thy  bit>v 

(Sicilian  Aik.) 

With  gay  heart,  Theresa,  and  bright  chfifk 

found  thee ; 

QOf  now,  and  dream  o*er  that  joy  in  thy  slumber — 

Oh,  think  how  chang'd,  love,  how  chang'd  ; 

Moments  so  sweet  again  ne'er  shalt  thou  number. 

thou  now ! 

Of  Pain's  bitter  draught  the  flavour  ne'er  flies. 

While  Pleasure's  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 

But  here  I  firee  thee  :  like  one  awaking 

Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 

From  fearfhl  slumber,  thou  break'st  the  spell 

'Tis  over — the  moon,  too,  her  bondage  is  bra 

That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so 

ing— 

splendid. 

Past  are  the  dark  clouds;  Theresa,  fiurewell ! 

Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did — 

But,  never  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  bum 
In  those  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 

Qo,  then,  and  dream,  &c. 

HOW  OFT,  WHEN  WATCHING  STAR 

(Savoyard  Aim.) 

Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow  pale. 

TAKE  HENCE  THE  BOWL. 

And  round  me  sleeps  the  moonlight  scene. 
To  hear  a  flute  through  yonder  vale 

(Neapolitan  Air.) 

I  fh)m  my  casement  lean. 

"  Come,  come,  my  love ! "  each  note  then  see 

Take  hence  the  bowl ; — though  beaming 

to  say. 

Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone, 

**  Oh,  come,  my  love !  the  night  wears  ftst  awa^ 

Oh,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 

Never  to  mortal  ear 

Of  happy  days  now  gone. 

Could  words,  though  warm  they  be. 

There,  in  its  dear  reflection. 

Speak  Passion's  language  half  so  clear 

As  in  a  wizard's  glass, 

As  do  those  notes  to  me  I 

Lost  hopes  and  dead  affection. 

Like  shades,  before  me  pass. 

Then  quick  my  own  light  lute  I  seek. 

And  strike  the  chords  with  loudest  swell ; 

Each  cup  I  drain  brings  hither 

And,  though  they  nought  to  others  speak. 

Some  scene  of  bliss  gone  by ;  — 

He  knows  their  language  well. 

Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither, 

**  I  come,  my  love  I "  each  note  then  seems  to  8 

Warm  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 

"  I  come,  my  love  I — thine,  thine  till  break  of  da 

Till,  as  the  dream  comes  o*er  me 

Oh,  weak  the  power  of  words. 

Of  those  long  vanish'd  years, 

The  hues  of  painting  dim. 

Alas,  the  wine  before  me 

Compar'd  to  what  those  simple  chords 

Seems  turning  all  to  tears ! 

Then  say  and  paint  to  him ! 
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VEES  THE  FIB8T  SUMMER  BEE 
(Qbbmam  An.) 


WvMSK  die  fint  mmiier  bee 
(yet  the  yomig  roee  ihall  horer. 
Then*  like  that  gej  rorer, 
rn  eome  to  thee. 
I  flowers,  I  to  ItpCyftill  of  tweets  to  the  brim — 
i  a  mccCfaig^  what  a  meeting  for  me  and  for 

hull 
Whes  die  first  sommer  bee,  fto. 

Then,  to  ererj  bright  tree 

In  the  garden  hell  wander ; 

While  I,  oh,  moch  fonder. 
Win  stay  with  thee, 
ireh  of  new  sweetness  throogh  thousands  he*U 


e  I  ind  the  sweetness  of  thoossnds  in  one. 
rhen,  to  erery  bright  tree,  &e. 


HOUOH  TI8  ALL  BUT  A  DREAM. 

(FuNCH  Ala.) 

RMNm  *tis  an  but  a  dream  at  the  best, 
And  sdn,  when  happiest,  soonest  o'er, 
t,  eren  in  a  dream,  to  be  bless'd 
b  so  sweet,  that  I  ask  for  no  more. 

The  bosom  that  opes 

With  earliest  hopes, 
The  soonest  finds  those  hopes  antrae ; 

As  fiowers  that  first 

In  spring-time  burst 
The  earliest  wither  too  I 

Ay — 'tis  all  but  a  dream,  &c 

lOQgh  by  Friendship  we  oft  are  deceived, 
And  find  Lore^s  sonshine  soon  o'ercast, 
t  Friendship  will  still  be  believed, 
And  Lore  trusted  on  to  the  last 

The  web  'mong  the  leaves 

The  spider  weaves 
Is  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o'er  men ; 

Though  often  she  sees 

"Tis  broke  by  the  breese, 
She  spins  the  bright  tissue  again. 

Ay — 'tis  aU  but  a  dream,  &c 


WHEN  THE  WINE-CUP  IS  8MILIN0. 
(Italiam  Alt.) 

Webn  the  wineHsnp  is  smiling  before  ns. 

And  we  pledge  roond  to  hearts  that  are  true, 
boy,  true. 
Then  the  sky  of  this  lifo  opens  o'er  us, 

And  Heaven  gives  a  glimpse  of  its  bine. 
Talk  of  Adam  in  Eden  reclining^ 

We  are  better,  for  better  off  thus,  boy,  thos ; 
For  him  but  two  bright  eyes  were  shining — 

See,  what  numbers  are  sparkling  for  ns ! 

When  on  one  side  the  gn^e-Jnice  is  dancing, 

While  on  f  other  a  blue  eye  beams,  boy,  beams, 
'Tis  enough,  twixt  the  wine  and  the  glancing. 

To  disturb  ev'n  a  saint  from  his  dreams. 
Yet,  though  lifo  like  a  river  is  fiowing, 

I  care  not  how  ftst  it  goes  on,  boy,  on. 
So  the  gnpe  on  its  bank  is  stin  growing 

And  Love  lights  the  waves  as  they  run. 


WHERE  SHALL  WE  BURT  OUR  SHAME? 

(NiAPOUTAM  An.) 

Whbub  shaU  we  bury  our  shame? 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place, 
Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace? 
Death  may  dissever  the  chain. 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gone; 
But  the  dishonour,  the  stain. 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 

Was  it  for  this  we  sent  out 

Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore? 
Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 

Thriird  to  the  world's  very  core? 
Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slaves!  — 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead, 
Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves. 

Shudder,  as  o*er  you  we  tread? 


NE'ER  TALK  OF  WISDOM'S  GLOOMY 

SCHOOLS. 

(Mahiatta  All.) 

Ne'er  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools; 
Give  me  the  sage  who's  able 
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To  draw  his  moral  thoughts  and  rules 
From  the  study  of  the  table; — 

Who  learns  how  lightly,  fleetly  pass 
This  world  and  all  that's  in  it. 

From  the  bumper  that  but  crowns  his  glass, 
And  is  gone  again  next  minute ! 

The  diamond  sleeps  within  the  mine. 

The  pearl  beneath  the  water; 
While  Truth,  more  precious,  dwells  in  wine, 

The  grape's  own  rosy  daughter. 
And  none  can  prize  her  charms  like  him. 

Oh,  none  like  him  obtain  her. 
Who  thus  can,  like  Leander,  swim 

Through  sparkling  floods  to  gain  her! 


HERE  SLEEPS  THE  BARD. 

(Highland  Air.) 

Here  sleeps  the  Bard  who  knew  so  well 
All  the  sweet  windings  of  Apollo's  shell; 
Whether  its  music  roU'd  like  torrents  near. 
Or  died,  like  distant  streamlets,  on  the  ear. 
Sleep,  sleep,  mute  bard;  alike  unheeded  now 
The  storm  and  zephyr  sweep  thy  lifeless  brow;  — 
That  storm,  whose  rush  is  like  thy  martial  lay; 
That  breeze  which,  like  thy  loye-song,  dies  away! 


DO  NOT  SAY  THAT  LIFE  IS  WANING. 

Do  not  say  that  life  is  waning. 
Or  that  Hope's  sweet  day  is  set; 

While  I've  thee  and  love  remaining, 
Life  is  in  th'  horizon  yet 

Do  not  think  those  charms  are  flying, 
Though  thy  roses  fade  and  fall; 

Beauty  hath  a  grace  undying. 
Which  in  thee  survives  them  all. 

Not  for  charms,  the  newest,  brightest. 
That  on  other  cheeks  may  shine, 

Would  I  change  the  least,  the  slightest. 
That  is  ling'ring  now  o'er  thine. 


THE  GAZELLR 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  silver  bell. 
Through  yonder  lime-trees  ringiog? 

'Tis  my  lady's  light  gazelle, 
To  me  her  love  thoughts  bringing,— 

All  the  while  that  silver  bell 
Around  his  dark  neck  ringing. 

See,  in  his  mouth  he  bears  a  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  tying; 

Oh,  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying, — 

Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss*d  in  tying! 

Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest. 
Who  thus  hath  breath'd  her  soul  to  me. 

In  every  leaf  thou  bearest; 
Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest! 

Hail  ye  living,  speaking  flowers. 
That  breathe  of  her  who  bound  ye; 

Oh,  'twas  not  in  fields,  or  bowers, 
'Twas  on  her  lips,  she  found  ye;  — 

Yes,  ye  blushing,  speaking  flowers, 
'Twas  on  her  lips  she  found  ye. 


NO—LEAVE  MY  HEART  TO  REST. 

No — leave  my  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away 
Couldst  thou,  when  summer  hours  are  fled. 
To  some  poor  leaf  that's  fall'n  and  dead, 
Brmg  back  the  hue  it  wore,  the  scent  it  shed  ? 
No — leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  awaj 

Oh,  had  I  met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright. 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  tranquil  light; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skies. 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman's  eyes. 

When  wreck'd  and  lost  his  bark  before  him  lies ! 

No  —  leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 
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And  thoogh,  ss  Time  gathers  hia  clouds  o'er  our 

niERE  ABE  THE  VISIONS, 

head. 

«rc  the«i»ioM  thW  round  meoncG  horer'fl, 

u  IhU  ibcd  ffln™  ft™,  thsir  shadows 

So  thai  Low's  »often-d  %bl  m»y  .bine  through  to 

IhelaM. 

Jttih  u  light  froDi  a  star  jurt  diKOver'd, 

TUCMlluilMaiieiiiigLtlaheforhcrown?" 

lile  I  (poke,  with  hii  wings  rerting  o'er 
M«  Biy.  "  Wliere  »re  Uiow  visiona,  ob 

8LUHBEK,  OH  SLUMBER. 

"  Slomser,  oh  slumber  j  if  sleeping  Oiou  nuk'rt 

b««?- 

■■  My  bean  b«t  so  wildly.  I'm  lost  if  thou  wak  M." 

diaK  hi*  »ind  to  ihe  nuu-et  brfbre  m*. 

Thus  sung  I  to  s  maiden. 

rilh  a  n^  Uke  the  holloK  wind. "  Tber&" 

Who  slept  one  lommer's  day. 

And.  like  a  flower  o'erladen 

look'd,  when  the  wl««^  had  spoken. 

With  loo  much  sunshine.  lay. 

Mtv,  mid  the  dim  »hining  rain*  of  daj, 

Slumber,  oh  slumber.  &c 

their  Uf^^  Uke  ■  talUman  broken. 

■t  gaUeo  ftsgrneus  of  hope  melt  away. 

■■  Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  ye  winda,  o'er  her 

cheeks; 

•■  If  mute  thus  she  charm  me,  I'm  lot  whvn  she 

speaks." 

THT  HOKN,  MY  HUNTKa  BOY. 

Thus  sing  L  while,  awskixg. 

She  marmurs  words  that  ce«m 

Ay  horn,  my  hunter  boy, 

As  if  her  lips  were  taking 

1  bare  thy  Inte's  ioglorioiu  sighs ; 

Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

l^i.lli.h.ro-ijoy. 

Breathe  not,  cib  breathe  not,  Itc. 

war  his  nobler  game  supplies. 

Oa  homut-belts  ringing  sweet, 

hoDlen  shout  end  the  woods  repeat. 

HiUi-ho!  IlilJi-ho< 

BRING    THE    BRIGHT    GARLANDS 

HITHER. 

■gain  thy  cheerful  bora, 

echo.  6iDt  with  answ-ring,  dies  ; 

Briso  the  bright  garlands  hither. 

bright  torches,  bom  till  mom. 

Ereyeluleaf  isdving! 
If  so  soon  they  must  wither. 
Ours  be  their  last  sweel  ugbiag. 

I  lead  ns  where  the  wild  boar  lies. 

!  the  cry,  "  He's  found,  he's  (bund.- 

hiO  and  niley  our  shouts  reaonnd. 

Hark,  that  low  dismal  chime  1 

HillL-holHiUi-hol 

'Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Time, 

Oh,  bring  beauty,  bring  rose*. 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  onrs  ; 

Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes. 

1,  GOARD  ODR  AFFECTION. 

Shine  lo  (he  laet  through  Sowers. 

fd  onr  affection,  nor  e'er  lei  it  feel 

Haste,  ere  the  bowl's  declining. 

^1  that  this  world  o'er  the  warmest  will 

Drink  of  it  now  or  never  1 

Ical: 

Now,  while  Beauty  is  cliininfr, 

le  bith  of  all  round  us  is  fading  or  post. 

Love,  or  she's  lost  for  ever. 

.  erer  green,  keep  il»  bloom  to  the  lost. 

Hark  1  again  ^at  dull  chime. 

'Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

r  for  Lore  'tia  to  wake  end  to  weep. 

Oh,ifllfebeatOTrent, 

led  in  bis  prime,  than  go  Bmiliog  to  sleep ; 

Down  10  oblivion  going. 

i>  on  his  slnniber.  cold  death  follows  fast. 

Uke  this  cap  be  its  cnrreDl, 

W  lore  that  is  wakrfiil  lives  on  to  the  last 

Bright  W  the  lait  drcf)  flowing ! 
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IF  IN  LOVING,  SINGING. 

If  in  loying,  singing,  night  and  day 

We  coold  trifle  meirily  life  away. 

Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam. 

Like  day-flies  skimming  o'er  the  stream. 

Or  summer  blossoms,  bom  to  sigh 

Their  sweetness  out,  and  die — 

How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  side. 

Thou  and  I  could  make  our  minutes  glide ! 

No  atoms  ever  glanced  so  bright. 

No  day-flies  ever  danc'd  so  light, 

Nor  summer  blossoms  mix'd  their  sigh. 

So  dose,  as  thou  and  1 1 


THOU  LOVST  NO  MORE. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken. 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o'er ; 

Thy  heart  is  changed,  thy  tow  is  broken. 
Thou  lov'st  no  more — thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Though  kindly  still  those  eyes  behold  me. 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  wore ; 

Though  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
Tis  not  the  same  —  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 
I've  thought  thee  all  thou  wert  before ; 

But  now  — alas  I  there's  no  deceiving, 
'Tis  all  too  plain,  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  couldst  waken, 

As  lost  affection's  life  restore, 
Give  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken, 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more. 


WHEN  ABROAD  IN  THE  WORLD. 

When  abroad  in  the  world  thou  appearest. 
And  the  young  and  the  lovely  are  there, 
To  my  heart  while  of  all  thou'rt  the  dearest. 
To  my  eyes  thou'rt  of  all  the  most  fair. 
They  pass,  one  by  one, 

Like  waves  of  the  sea. 
That  say  to  the  Sun, 
"  See,  how  fidr  we  can  be** 


But  Where's  the  light  like  thine, 
In  sun  or  shade  to  shine? 
No — no,  'mong  them  all,  there  is  nothing  like  ti 
Nothing  like  thee. 

Oft,  of  old,  without  £Eurewell  or  wanung, 

Beauty's  self  used  to  steal  from  the  ^ies 
Fling  a  mist  round  her  head,  some  fine  mora 
And  post  down  to  earth  in  disguise ; 
But,  no  matter  what  shroud 

Around  her  might  be. 
Men  peep'd  through  the  cloud. 
And  whisper'd,  "  *Tis  Shc.** 
So  thou,  where  thousands  are, 
Shin'st  forth  the  only  star, — 
Yes,  yes,  *mong  them  all,  there  is  nothing  like  1 
Nothing  like  thee. 


I 


KEEP  THOSE  EYES  STILL  PURELY  Ifl 

Keep  those  eyes  still  purely  mine. 

Though  far  off  I  be : 
When  on  others  most  they  shine. 

Then  think  they're  tum'd  on  me. 

Should  those  lips  as  now  respond 

To  sweet  minstrelsy, 
When  their  accents  seem  most  fond. 

Then  think  they're  breath'd  for  me. 

Make  what  hearts  thou  wilt  thy  own. 

If  when  all  on  thee 
Fix  their  charmed  thoughts  alone. 

Thou  think'st  the  while  on  me. 


HOPE  COMES  AGAIN. 

Hope  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a  Strang 
Once  more  she  sings  me  her  flattering  stra 

But  hush,  gentle  syren — for,  ah,  there's  less  di 
In  still  safiVing  on,  than  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repinmg. 
Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  bosom  hath  lain 

And  joy  coming  now,  like  a  sudden  light  shi 
O'er  eyelids  long  darken'd,  would  bring  m 
pain. 


I 
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lea,  ye 


that  Hope  would  died  o'er 


t  to  die  fbtue,  mj  sole  chanee  of  rest 

liei  not  in  dreemhig  of  Uia  thaf  •  befbre  me, 

;  ah — in  togeUiug  how  onee  I  was  Uest 


^T.  THOU  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST. 

>  SAT,  thon  iMst  and  brig^itest. 

My  first  lore  and  my  last, 
iHien  he^  wbom  now  thoa  sti^itest, 

fVom  lift's  dai^  seene  hath  past, 
ifill  kinder  thon^tts  then  move  thee  t 

wot  pity  wake  one  thrill 
^or  him  who  liVd  to  lore  thee, 

And  dyings  loT'd  thee  still  ? 

f  when,  that  hoar  recalling 

fVom  which  he  dates  his  woes, 
rhon  fedlst  a  tear-drop  ftllini^ 

Ah,  hinsh  not  while  it  flows : 
lot,  all  die  past  Ibrgrring^ 

Bend  gently  o'er  his  shrine, 
knd  WKff  "  This  heart,  when  liring, 

**  With  an  its  flnlts,  was  mine." 


HEN  KIGHT  BRINGS  THE  HOUR. 

Whem  night  brings  the  hour 

Of  starlight  and  joy, 
There  comes  to  my  bower 

A  &iry-wing*d  boy ; 
With  eyes  so  bright, 

So  fbll  of  wild  arts. 
Like  nets  of  light. 

To  tangle  yoong  hearts ; 
With  lips,  in  whose  keeping 

Lore's  secret  may  dwell. 
Like  Zephyr  asleep  in 

Some  rosy  sea-shelL 
Gness  who  he  is. 

Name  bat  his  name. 
And  his  best  kiss. 

For  reward,  yoa  may  claim. 

Where'er  o*er  the  groond 

He  prints  his  light  feet. 
The  flow*rB  there  are  foand 

Bfiost  shining  and  sweet : 


ffis  looks,  as  soft 

As  ligihtning  in  May, 
Though  dangeroas  oft. 

Ne'er  wound  bat  in  |day : 
And  oh,  when  his  wings 

Have  bmsh'd  o'er  my  lyre, 
Yoa'd  flmcy  its  strings 

Were  turning  to  fire. 
Guess  who  he  is. 

Name  but  his  name. 
And  his  best  kiss. 

For  reward,  yoa  mi^  daim. 


LIKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOM'D. 

Lns  one  who,  doom'd  o'er  distant  seas 

£Bs  weary  path  to  measure. 
When  home  at  length,  with  fty'ring  breese. 

He  brings  the  Ihr-sought  treasare ; 

His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore^  goes  down. 
That  shore  to  which  he  hasted ; 

And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 
Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted. 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro'  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying. 
One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back. 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

Like  him,  alas,  I  see  that  ray 

Of  hope  before  me  perish. 
And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 

What  years  were  given  to  cherish. 


FEAR  NOT  THAT,  WHILE  AROUND 

THEE. 

Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee 

Life's  varied  blessings  pour, 
One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee, 

Whose  smile  thou  seek'st  no  more. 
No,  dead  and  cold  for  ever 

Let  our  past  love  remain ; 
Once  gone,  its  spirit  never 

Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

May  the  new  ties  that  bind  thee 
Far  sweeter,  happier  prove. 
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Nor  e'er  of  me  remind  thee. 

Bat  by  their  truth  and  lo»e. 

moon, 

Think  Low  asleep  or  wskmg, 

Onr  partingi,  though  late,  appeaT'daliniftlMM 

Thy  image  haiints  me  yi-t 

But,  how  thii  heart  is  l.reakmg 

The  tw  were  all  cnlld  from  the  banks  of  t 

For  thy  own  peace  forgeU 

glade. 
Where,  watehing  the  snnset,  ao  often  we've  mt] 

And  moum'd.  as  the  time  wont,  thu  Lore  had 

power 
To  bind  in  his  ebaia  even  one  happy  hour. 

WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND 

Whem  Love  i>  kind. 

Cheerful  and  free. 

Love'g  sure  to  fiod 

HOW  SHALL  I  WOO? 

Welcome  from  me. 

But  when  Love  brings 

Thou  Ihink'n  I  speak  too  coldly; 

If  I  mention  Love's  devoted  flame. 

Tewa,  and  inch  thing*— 

Thon  say'st  I  ^,«■Bk  tm  b.>kll.v. 

Love  way  go  hang  r 

Between  these  (wo  unequal  fires. 
Why  doom  me  ihos  to  hover? 

IfLovecuiigh 

I'm  a  friend,  if  such  (liy  heart  requires. 

For  one  alone, 

)f  mniv  ihnii  aeek'st,  a  lover. 

WeU  pleaa'd  km  I 

Which  .haU  it  be?  How  shaUI  woof 

To  be  that  one. 

Fair  one,  choose  between  the  twa 

Bnt  Bhonld  I  lee 

Tho'  the  wingi  of  Love  will  brightly  play 

Love  giv'n  lo  rove 

When  firat  lie  comes  lo  woo  Ihee. 

To  two  or  three, 

There's  a  clianc  (hat  he  hiil)-  fly  away 

Then— good-by,  Lore  1 

As  &st  as  )ie  flics  U,  th.-e. 
Whil,'  Vrirndship.  iliough  on  foot  she  com. 

Love  must,  in  Bhort, 

No  flights  of  fimey  trying, 

Keep  fbnd  and  ime. 

Through  good  report. 

When  Love  abroad  is  flying. 

And  evil  ;oo. 

Which  shall  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 
Dear  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

Elu,  here  1  swear, 

Toung  Love  may  go, 

If  neither  feeling  suits  thy  heart. 

For  »nght  I  care- 

Ufs  si>,,  10  pk'ase  ih......  whether 

To  Jericha 

We  may  not  learn  Mime  precious  art 

To  mil  their  channs  together 
One  feeling,  still  more  sweet,  to  foim 

From  two  M  sweet  already- 
A  friendship  that  like  love  is  wBjm. 

THE  GARLAND  I  SEND  THEE. 

A  love  like  frieadshrp  ««dy. 

Thus  let  ii  he,  thus  let  me  woo. 

Thb  GarUnd  I  send  thee  was  cull'd  from  those 

I>eareal,  thus  we'll  join  the  two. 

Where  thoa  and  I  wander'd  in  long  van 

■b'dboursi 

Hot  a  leaf  or  a  bloewm  ita  bloom  here  displayi^ 

But  beara  some  remembrance  of  those 

appydays. 

SPRING  AND  ADTUMN. 

The  roses  were  gathered  by  that  garden  giile. 

Where  our  meetings,  though  early,  set 

m'd  always 

Ev'RT  season  hath  its  pleanr*.; 

toolale; 

Spring  may  boast  her  flowVy  prime. 
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Yet  the  TiiieTaxd't  ruby  treasures 
Brighten  Aatimm*s  sob'rer  time. 

So  Life's  year  begins  and  closes; 
Days,  tbou^  short'ning,  still  can  shine; 

What  though  youth  gave  love  and  roses. 
Age  still  leayes  os  friends  and  wine. 

PhiUis,  when  she  might  have  caught  me, 

All  the  Spring  looked  coy  and  shy, 
Yet  herself  in  Autumn  sought  me. 

When  the  flowers  were  all  gone  by. 
Ah,  too  late  ; — she  found  her  lover 

Calm  and  free  beneath  his  vine. 
Drinking  to  the  Spring-time  over 

In  his  best  autumnal  wine. 

Thus  may  we,  as  years  are  flying, 
To  their  flight  our  pleasures  suit, 

Nor  regret  the  blossoms  dying. 
While  we  still  may  taste  the  fruit 

Oh,  while  days  like  this  are  ours, 
Where's  the  lip  that  dares  repine  ? 


Spring  may  take  our  loves  and  flow*rs. 
So  Autumn  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 


LOVE  ALONE. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  eyes. 
First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies: 
Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a  heartless  throne. 

Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

t 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth. 
Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth? 
Maidens,  unlov'd,  like  flowers  in  darkness  thrown. 
Wait  but  that  light,  which  comes  Arom  Love  alone. 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in  yonder  glass  appear. 
Trust  not  Uieir  bloom,  they'll  fade  from  year  to  year : 
Wouldst  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first  they 

shone. 
Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eyes  alone. 
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THOU  ART,  OH  GOD. 

(Air.  —  Unxnown.<) 

**  Tli«  day  is  thine,  the  night  also  is  thine :  thou  hast  pre- 
red  the  light  and  the  sun. 

'*  Tboa  bast  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth :  thou  hast 
sde  sonuner  and  winter."  —  Pso/m  Ixxiv.  16, 17. 

Thou  art,  O  Gon,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee. 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fidr  and  bright  are  Thine  I 

1  I  bare  beard  that  this  air  is  by  the  htte  Mrs.  Sheridan. 
;  ia  sosic  to  tbe  beaotlAil  old  words,  **  I  do  confess  thou'rt 
fair.*' 


When  Day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  tbe  op'ning  clouds  of  Even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven  — 

Those  hues  that  make  the  Sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord!  are  Thine. 

When  Night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
Overshadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes  — 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine. 

So  grand,  so  countless,  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

When  youthful  Spring  around  us  breathes. 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh ; 


R 
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Ind  every  flower  the  Summer  mreatlies 

Ib  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 
^ere*er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine, 
Ind  all  things  &ir  and  bright  are  Thine  I 


THE  BIRD,  LET  LOOSE. 

(AlE.  —  Bbkthovkn.) 

• 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies,  i 

^Vhen  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne*er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 
But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light, 

Above  all  low  delay. 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight. 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free. 
Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air, 

To  hold  my  course  to  Thee ! 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  Soul,  as  home  she  springs ;  — 
Thy  Sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  Freedom  in  her  wings! 


FALLEN  IS  THY  THRONE. 

(AiK.  — Mabtini.) 

Fall*n  is  thy  Throne,  oh  Israel ! 

Silence  is  o'er  thy  plains  ; 
Thy  dwellings  all  lie  desolate, 

Thy  children  weep  in  chains.    ' 
Where  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

On  Etham*8  barren  shore  ? 
That  fire  from  Heaven  which  led  thee. 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 

The  carrier-ptgeon,  it  is  well  known,  files  at  an  elerated 
h,  in  order  to  surmount  every  obstacle  between  her  and 
place  to  which  she  is  destined. 

"  1  have  left  mine  heritage ;  I  have  given  the  dearly 
»ved  of  my  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  enemies.'*— J«mnt4iA, 
7. 

"  Do  not  disgrace  the  throne  of  thy  glory.**  —  Jer. 
21. 

"  The  Lord  called  thy  name  a  green  olive-tree ;  fair,  and 
oodly  fruit,"  ftc.  —  Jer.  xi.  16. 

"  For  he  shall  be  like  the  heath  in  the  desert.**— J«r. 
.6. 


Lord!  tfaoa  didst  lore  Jenmlem — 

Once  she  was  all  thy  own ; 
Her  love  thy  &irest  heritage,* 

Her  power  thy  glory's  throne. ' 
Till  evil  came,  and  blighted 

Thy  long-lov'd  olive  tree ; —  * 
And  Salem's  shrines  were  lighted 

Forother  gods  than  Thee. 

Then  sunk  the  star  of  Solyma — 

Then  pass'd  her  glory's  day. 
Like  hei^  that,  in  the  wilderness,  * 

The  wild  wind  whirls  away. 
Silent  and  waste  her  bowers, 

Where  once  the  mighty  trod. 
And  sunk  those  guilty  towers, 

While  Baal  reign'd  as  God. 

*«  Go"— said  the  Lord—**  Te  Cooqaeror 

**  Steep  in  her  blood  yonr  swords, 
**  And  rase  to  earth  her  battlements,* 

"•  "^Qit  they  are  not  the  Lord's. 
**  Till  Zion's  mournful  daughter 

"•  O'er  kindred  bones  shall  tread, 
'*  And  Hinnom's  vale  of  slangfater^ 

'^  Shall  hide  but  hatf  her  dead  r 


WHO  IS  THE  BiAID? 
ST.  Jerome's  love.* 

(  Al  a.  —  BUTBOVBN . ) 

Who  is  the  Maid  my  spirit  seeks, 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slandei^s  blight 
Has  «Ae  Love's  roses  on  her  cheeks  ? 

Is  ha-8  an  eye  of  this  world's  light  ? 
No — wan  and  sunk  with  midnight  prayer 

Are  the  pale  looks  of  her  I  love ; 
Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there, 

Its  beam  is  kindled  fhnn  above. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  heart's  elect. 
From  those  who  seek  their  Ifakei^s  duii 

«  *'  Take  away  her  batttements ;  far  tbaf  an  att 
Lord's.'*— J«r.v.  10. 

7  *<  Therefore,  behold,  the  days  con*,  sattk  tte 
it  shall  no  more  be  called  Tcqihet,  nor  ths  TaDif  sf 
of  Hinnom,  but  the  Valley  of  Slaufhtar  t  Swd 
in  Tophet  till  there  be  no  place.**— J^rr.TlLai. 

B  These  lines  were  logfealed  by  a 
Jerome's  Letters,  replying  to  sotm 
had  been  circulated  reapectlnf  Ui 
Paula  :  —  **  Numquld  me  TestM 
idcta  fades,  aut  aori  rapait  ambitio  ? 
matronarum,  qusi  meam  poaelt 
atque  Jcdonans,  lleta  peoa 
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•  ind  gnindf  proodlj  deok*d, 
^  duoMdines  vm  thing!  diTine. 
[mtoi  bal  fSuntl J  warmi  tlie  brettt 
beats  boMsth  a  Ivoider'd  yeil ; 
e  who  eomet  in  g^tt'ring  Test 
MNirn  her  frailty,  itill  is  fraiL  > 

theihdedlbnn  I  prise 
lowtt  hecaose  its  bloom  is  gone ; 
wj  in  tiiose  sainted  eyes 
I  the  grace  kar  brow  pats  on. 
('er  was  Beauty's  dawn  so  bright, 
oehing  as  that  form's  decay, 
,  like  the  altar's  trembing  lijtht, 
Aj  Inatre  wastes  away. 


WOBLD  IS  ALL  A  FLEETING 
SHOW. 
(An —  Stbtbhmm.) 

vM  is  all  a  fleeting  show, 
nan's  illnsion  giyen ; 
tiles  of  Joy,  the  tears  of  Woe, 
ol  shine,  deoeitftil  flow — 
e's  nothing  tme,  but  Heaven  1 

Ise  die  li^t  on  Glory's  plnme, 
iding  hnes  of  Eren; 
nwt  and  Hope,  and  Beanty's  bloom, 
esoms  gather'd  Ibr  the  tomb — 
e*s  nothing  bright,  bat  Heaven  ! 

■nd*rer8  of  a  stormy  day  ! 
I  wave  to  wave  we're  driven, 
kney's  flash,  and  Reason's  ray, 
at  to  light  the  troubled  way  — 
e's  nothing  calm,  bat  Heaven ! 


,  THOU  I  WHO  DRVST  THE 
MOURNER'S  TEAR. 
(AiE.  — Hatdm.) 

icCh  the  brokeo  in  heart,  and  Mndeth  up  their 

on !  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear, 
dark  this  world  woold  be, 

)w.— CAfyMut  Homil.  8. 


TSm, 

mid  vena,  which  I  wrato  long  after  the  first,  al- 
tatm  ofa  very  lova^  and  amiabie  girl,  the  daughter 
alooei  Balnbrlgfe.  who  was  married  hi  Athboume 
obcr  11.  ISIS,  and  died  of  a  fever  hi  a  few  wedu 
Mmd  of  her  marriago-beUi  teemed  icarcely  oirt  of 


If,  when  deoeiy'd  and  wounded  here^ 

We  coold  not  fly  to  Tliee ! 
The  friends,  who  in  oar  snnshine  live, 

When  wintor  comes,  are  flown  $ 
And  he  who  has  bat  tears  to  give. 

Most  weep  those  tears  alone. 
Bat  thoa  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart. 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  the  woanded  part, 

Breathes  sweetness  oat  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers. 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  oar  tears, 

Is  dimm'd  and  vanish'd  too, 
Oh,  who  woald  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  thy  Wing  of  Love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  throngh  the  gloom 

Oar  Peace-branch  fh>m  above  ? 
Then  sorrow,  tonch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  raptnre's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  as  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day  I 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  THOSE. 

(AiB.^AviaoM.) 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb, 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  oar  eyes. 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom. 
Or  earth  had  profan'd  what  was  bom  for  the 
skies. 
Death  chill'd  the  fair  fountain,  ere  sorrow  had 
stain'd  it ; 
'Twas  frozen  in  all  the  pare  light  of  its  coarse. 
And  but  sleeps  till  the  sunshine  of  Heaven  has 
unchain'd  it. 
To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source. 
Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb, 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  eyes. 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom. 
Or  earth  had  profan'd  what  was  bom  for  the 
skies. 

Mourn  not  for  her,  the  young  Bride  of  the  Vale,^ 
Our  gayest  and  loveliest,  lost  to  us  now, 

our  cart  wlien  we  heard  of  her  death.  During  her  last  deli- 
rium she  sung  several  hymns,  in  a  Toice  even  clearer  and 
sweeter  than  usual,  and  among  them  were  some  from  the 
present  collection,  (particularly,  **  There's  nothing  bright  but 
Heaven,")  which  this  very  interesting  girl  had  often  heard 
me  ting  during  the  summer. 
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Ere  life's  early  lustre  had  time  to  grow  pale. 
And  the  garland  of  Love  was  yet  fresh  on  her 

brow. 
Oh,  then  was  her  moment,  dear  spirit,  for  flying 
From  this  gloomy  world,  while  its  gloom  was 
unknown — 
And  the  wild  hymns  she  warbled  so  sweetly,  in 
dying, 
Were  echoed  in  Heaven  by  lips  like  her  own. 
Weep  not  for  her — in  her  spring-time  she  flew 
To  that  land  where  the  wings  of  the  soul  are 
unfurrd ; 
And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening's  cold  dew. 
Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  tears  of  this  world. 


THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT 

SHRINE. 

(All.  —  Stbtsmsow.) 

The  turf  shall  be  my  fragrant  shrine ; 
My  temple,  Lord  I  that  Arch  of  thine ; 
My  censer's  breath  the  mountain  airs. 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers.' 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves. 
When  murmVing  homeward  to  their  caves, 
Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea. 
Even  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee ! 

I'll  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown. 
All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne  ; 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night. 
The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tis  bliss  to  look. 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  shining  book, 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame. 
The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name. 

I'll  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day-beam's  track ; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

Of  sunny  brightness,  breaking  through. 

There's  nothing  bright,  above,  below. 
From  flowers  that  bloom  to  stars  that  glow. 
But  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 
Some  feature  of  thy  Deity 

1  Plionmttuit^ 

*  I  have  so  much  altered  the  character  of  this  air,  which  is 
from  the  beginning  of  one  of  Arlson's  old-fashioned  concertos, 
that,  irithout  this  aduiowledgment,  it  could  hardly,  I  think, 
be  recogniied. 


There's  nothing  dark,  below,  above, 
But  in  its  giocmi  I  trace  thy  Love, 
And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  when 
Thy  touch  shall  torn  all  bright  again ! 


SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREL. 
Miriam's  somo. 

(AlB.  — Atmon.*) 

**  And  Miriam  the  noiihetess,  the  airter  of  Aaron,  tu 
timbrel  in  her  hand ;  and  all  the  women  went  oat  alko' 
with  timbrels  and  with  dances.'*—  JScotf.  zt.  20. 

Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free. 
Sing — for  the  pride  of  the  Tyrant  is  broken. 
His  chariots,  his  horsemen,  all  splendid  i 
brave — 
How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  hath  1 
spoken. 
And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sank  in  1 
wave. 
Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea; 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free. 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lobd  ! 
His  word  was  our  arrow,  his  breath  was  c 

sword. — 
Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  prid 
For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pillar 
glory, » 
And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  in  t 
tide. 
Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea ; 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free! 


GO,  LET  ME  WEEP. 

(  Aia.  —  Stetbioon.) 

Go,  let  me  weep — there's  bliss  in  tears. 
When  he  who  sheds  them  inly  feels 

Some  lingering  stain  of  early  yean 
Effiftc'd  by  every  drop  that  steals. 


*  "  And  it  came  to  pass,  that,  in  the  momlnt  walcb,  I 
Lord  loolied  unto  the  host  of  the  EgyiKiana,  through  the  pB 
of  fire  and  of  the  clotid,  and  troubled  the  hott  of  the  Ici 
tians.'*~.SMMr.  ziT.M. 
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Tht  frvidflM  ibcnrait  of  woffldfy  woo 

When,  bringing  every  balmy  sweet 

Ml  dnk  to  evA  nd  nerer  rioes 

Her  day  of  Inxniy  stored. 

While  ton  that  ftom  nqpentmoe  flow. 

She  o*er  her  Saviour's  hallow'd  feet 

In  hrii^  eihakBMiit  reach  the  ikies. 

The  precioas  odours  poor'd; — 

Go^  let  me  weep. 

And  wip'd  them  with  that  golden  hair. 

Leave  ne  to  algh  o'er  hoon  that  flew 

Where  <moe  the  diamond  shone; 

More  idly  than  die  snmnier*!  wind. 

Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  there 

And,  wlule  diejr  paai'd,  a  ftsgrance  threw. 

Which  shine  fbr  God  alone! 

But  kft  no  traee  of  sweets  behind.— 

The  wannest  sigh  that  pkasore  he«Tes 

Were  not  those  sweets,  so  humbly  shed — 

Is  cold,  is  fldnt  to  those  that  swell 

That  hair — those  weeping  eyes — 

The  heart,  where  pore  repentanee  grieres 

And  the  sunk  heart,  that  inly  bled — 

CXer  hours  of  pleasore,  loy'd  too  weU. 

Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice? 

Leacve  me  to  n^ 

Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error's  sleep, 

Oh,  wouldst  thou  wake  in  Heaven, 
Like  Mary  kneel,  like  Mary  weep, 

**  Love  much*"  and  be  foigiveni 

COME  NOT,  OH  LORD. 
(An.— Hatiw.) 

Ooax  Bot|  oh  LomD^  m  the  dread  robe  of  splendour 

AS  DOWN  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATa 

Thon  wor^st  oo  the  Moont,  in  the  day  of  thine 
in; 
Ooam  ml'd  in  those  shadows,  deep,  awfbl,  but 

(Aw.~I1atmi.) 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  Ocean, 

tender. 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see. 

WUeh  Metcj  flings  orer  thy  featores  of  fire! 

So,  deep  in  my  soul  the  still  prayer  of  devotion. 

Unheard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 

LsBSb  don  lonemhYest  the  night,  when  thy 

My  GoDi  silent,  to  Thee— - 

Nation  > 

Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee. 

Stood  fkxnting  her  Foe  by  the  red-rolling  stream ; 

O^CT  Egypt  thy  pillar  shed  dark  desolation. 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded, 

WUle  Israd  bask'd  all  the  night  in  its  beam. 

The  needle  points  faithfully  o*er  the  dim  sea. 

So,  dark  as  I  roam,  in  this  wintry  world  shrouded, 

80,  when  the  dread  doods  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 

The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee, 

From  OS,  in  thy  mercy,  the  dark  side  remove; 

My  God!  trembling,  to  Thee — 

WUle  shrooded  in  terrors  the  guilty  behold  Thee, 

True,  fond,  trembling,  to  Thee. 

Oh,  torn  upon  ns  the  mild  light  of  thy  LoTel 

BUT  WHO  SHALL  SEE. 

WERE  NOT  TRK  SINFUL  MARY'S  TEARS. 

(Air.—  Stivenson.) 

(Air.  —  Stsvucson.) 

But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  day 

When,  thron*d  on  Zion*8  brow. 

Wcnx  not  the  sinfbl  Mary*s  tears 

The  Lord  shall  rend  that  veil  away 

An  oflering  worthy  Heaven, 

Which  hides  the  nations  now?  ' 

When,  o'er  tiie  fiuilts  of  former  years. 

When  earth  no  more  beneath  the  fear 

She  wept  — and  was  forgiven? 

Ofhis  rebuke  shall  lie; 4 

1  ■*  Ami  k  CMM  bilwMn  the  csmp  of  Um  BgjpCiaas  and 

s  **  And  he  will  destroy.  In  this  mountain,  the  &ce  of  the 

ttvcHMyoritrasI;  «d  It  wai  a  doodand  darknaM  to  them. 

fe«  II  iM«  Hgkt  bgr  Bitht  to  tiMM.'*  .£c0A  ziT.  90. 

aU  nations.*'—  /sa^A,  xxt.  7. 

*  **  Her  tim,  wbkli  an  way,  an  tot^rm ;  for  sha  lortd 

4  **  The  rebuke  of  his  people  shall  he  take  away  flrom  off 

mmkr^Lmtt^wfL^, 

aU  the  earth.**  —  Isaiak,  xzr.  8. 
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When  pain  shall  cease,  and  every  tear 
Be  wip'd  from  ev*ry  eye. » 

Then,  Judah,  thoa  no  more  shalt  mourn 

Beneath  the  heathen's  chain; 
Thy  days  of  splendour  shall  return. 

And  all  be  new  again.* 
The  Fount  of  Life  shall  then  be  quaff 'd 

In  peace,  by  all  who  come;' 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shall  wait 

Some  long-lost  exile  home. 


ALMIGHTY    GOD! 

CHORUS  OF   PBIE8T8. 
(Air.  — MoEAKT.) 

\XMIGHTT  God  !  when  round  thy  shrine 
The  Palm-tree's  heavenly  branch  we  twine,  * 
Emblem  of  Life's  etemd  ray, 
\nd  Love  that  "  fadeth  not  away,**) 
iVe  bless  the  flowers,  expanded  all,  ^ 
^e  bless  the  leaves  that  never  fidl, 
\nd  trembling  say, — ^  In  Eden  thus 
*  The  Tree  of  Life  may  flower  for  us  I 


»» 


ifVhen  round  thy  Cherubs — smiling  calm, 
SVithout  their  flames  ^ — we  wreathe  the  Palm, 
)h  God!  we  feel  the  emblem  true — 
Thy  Mercy  is  eternal  too. 
Those  Cherubs,  with  their  smiling  eyes. 
That  crown  of  Palm  which  never  dies, 
ire  but  the  types  of  Thee  above  — 
Sternal  Life,  and  Peace,  and  Love ! 


*'  And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes ; 

.  neither  shall  there  be  any  more  pain."  —  Rev.  xxi.  4. 

"  And  he  that  sat  upon  the  throne  said,  Behold,  1  make 

hlngs  new."  —  Rev.  xxl.  5. 

"  And  whoioerer  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life 

ly."  —  Rev.  xxil.  17. 

*'  The  Scriptures  having  declared  that  the  Temple  of 

isalem  was  a  t]rpe  of  the  Messiah,  it  is  natural  to  con- 

le  that  the  Painu^  which  made  so  conspicuous  a  figure 

lat  structure,  represented  that  L(fe  and  ImmortdUty  which 

e  brought  to  light  by  the  Gospel."  —  Observations  on  ike 

m,ata  Sacred  Emblem,  by  W.  Tighe. 

"  And  he  canred  all  the  walls  of  the  house  round  about 

1  carved  figures  of  cherubfms,  and  palm-trees,  and  open 

'er$.**  —  1  Kings,  ri.  99. 

**  When  the  passover  of  the  tabemades  waa  reraaled  to 


OH  FAIR!  OH  PURESl 

8AI1IT  AUGUminS  TO  BIB  On 
(Aia.—' Mooes.) 

OHfkir!  ohporestt  be  thoa  the  do 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sunny  groi 
And  lives  unseen,  and  bathes  her  w 
All  vestal  white,  in  the  limpid  sprin 
There,  if  the  hov'ring  hawk  be  neai 
That  limpid  spring  in  its  mirror  clo 
Reflects  him,  ere  he  reach  his  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 

Be  thou  this  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  this  dove. 

The  sacred  pages  of  God*s  own  boo! 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  broo 
In  whose  holy  mirror,  ni^t  and  da; 
Thoult  study  Heaven's  reflected  ra] 
And  should  the  foea  of  virtoe  dare, 
With  gloomy  wing,  to  seek  thee  the 
Thou  wilt  see  how  darik  their  ahado 
Between  Heaven  and  thee,  and  trem 

Be  thou  that  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thoa  that  dove. 


ANGEL  OF  CHARITY. 
(Aik.~Haiidbl.) 

Anqel  of  Charity,  who,  fWmi  abc 

Comest  to  dwell  a  pilgrim  here 
Thy  voice  is  music,  thy  smile  is  I 

And  Pity's  soul  is  in  thy  tear. 
When  on  die  shrine  of  God  were 

First-fruits  of  all  most  good  an 
That  ever  bloomed  in  Eden's  shad 

Thine  was  the  holiest  offering  I 


the  great  lawgiver  in  the  mount,  then  ths  di 
which  appeared  in  that  structure  were  no  kN^ 
by  flames  ;  for  thetabemacle  waaatTpeof  tlM< 
mercy,  by  which  Jbhovah  confirmed  hb  gndoi 
redeem  mankind.**^  Observaiiont  oss  llr  fulm 
7  In  St.  Augustine's  Treetlie  upon  the  ad 
solitary  life,  addressed  to  hia  fiitar,  there  to 
fanciful  passage,  ttom  which,  the  leader  wfli 
thought  of  this  song  was  taken :  —  **  T^  m 
nolo  esse  securam,  sed  tlmere 
habere  suspectam,  ad  instar  pevidas 
rivos  aquarum  et  quasi  in  iperalo 
Tolantis  effiglem  et  caTere.  Bivi 
scripturarum,  qua»  de  UmpldiMiaa 
entet,'*  &c.  &c.  — De  FA.  f  mnA  mt 
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Hope  and.licr  niter.  Faith,  were  giren 

But  M  our  guides  to  yonder  sky ; 
Soon  as  they  reach  the  Terge  of  heaven. 

There,  lost  in  perfect  hliae,  they  die.> 
Bat,  kmg  as  Lore,  Almighty  Love, 

Sball  on  his  throne  of  thrones  abide, 
Thoo,  Charity,  shall  dwell  above. 

Smiling  for  ever  by  His  side  I 


BEHOLD  THE  SUN. 

(AnU— LOBO  MOUOMOTOM.) 

Behold  the  Smi,  how  bright 
From  yonder  East  he  springs. 

As  if  the  sool  of  life  and  light 
Were  breathing  from  his  wings^ 

So  bright  the  Gospel  broke 

Upon  the  sools  of  men ; 
So  fresh  the  dreaming  world  Kwcke 

In  Troth's  fUI  ra^anoe  then. 

Before  yon  Son  arose, 

Stars  clustered  throogfa  the  sky — 
Bnt  oh,  how  dim  I  how  pale  were  those, 

To  His  one  boming  eye! 

So  Truth  lent  many  a  ray, 

To  bless  the  Pagan's  night — 
Bat,  Lord,  how  weak,  how  cold  were  they 

To  Thy  One  glorioos  Light  I 


LORD,  WHO  SHALL  BEAR  THAT  DAY. 

(All— DK.  BOTCB.) 

lOBD^  who  shall  bear  that  day,  so  dread,  so  splen- 
did. 
When  we  shall  see  thy  Angel,  hovYing  o*er 

■  -Thai  Faith  ihall  fidl.  and  holr  Hope  thaU  die, 
Om  loat  in  eartain^,  and  one  in  |<^.** —.  Prtor. 

s  **  Aad  tha  angd  which  I  saw  itand  upon  the  tea  and  upon 

M  avtti,  Hftsd  op  hk  hand  to  hcaren,  and  aware  bj  Him  thai 

Prth  Itar  OTcr  and  aver,  ....  tliattlientboiildbetlmeno 

i«w.**-.B(v.  x.A,6. 

s  *Awake.  fa  Dead,  and  ooom  to  JndgmeDt** 

*  *Tkqf  ihail  aaa  the  Son  of  Man  comlnf  in  the  elonda  of 

MNBo-  and  aU  tha  angeU  with  Um.**—  MaU^  xxlr.  SO.  and 

■v.tl. 


This  sinfhl  world,  with  hand  to  heav'n  extended. 
And  hear  him  swear  by  Thee  that  Time's  no 
more?« 
When  Earth  shall  feel  thy  tut  consaming  ray — 
Who,  Mighty  God^  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  ? 

When  through  the  world  thy  awfal  call  hath 
sounded — 
**  Wake,  all  ye  Dead,  to  Judgment  wake,  ye 
Dead!"* 
And  from  the  clouds,  by  seraph  eyes  surrounded. 
The  Saviour  shall  put  forth  his  radiant  head ;  ^ 
While  Earth  and  HeaVn  before  Him  pass  away —  * 
Who,  Biighty  God^  oh  wh<)  shall  bear  that  day  ? 

When,  with  a  glance,  th'  Eternal  Judge  shall  sever 
Earth's  evil  spirits  from  the  pure  and  bright. 

And  say  to  lAoae,  **  Depart  from  me  for  ever ! " 
To  fAeae,  *'Come,  dwell  with  me  in  endless 
light  I"* 

When  each  and  all  in  silence  take  their  way — 

Who,  Biighty  God^  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  ? 


OH,  TEACH  ME  TO  LOVE  THEE. 
(AiB.— Hatdn.) 

Oh,  teach  me  to  love  Thee,  to  feel  what  thou  art, 
Till,  fill'd  with  the  one  sacred  image,  my  heart 

Shall  all  other  passions  disown  ; 
Like  some  pure  temple,  that  shines  apart, 

Reserved  for  Thy  worship  alone. 

In  joy  and  in  sorrow,  through  praise  and  through 

blame, 
Thus  still  let  me,  living  and  dying  the  same. 

In  Thy  service  bloom  and  decay — 
Like  some  lone  altar,  whose  votive  flame 

In  holiness  wasteth  away. 

Though  born  in  this  desert,  and  doom'd  by  my  birth 
To  pain  and  affliction,  to  darkness  and  dearth, 

On  Thee  let  my  spirit  rely — 
Like  some  rude  dial,  that,  fix'd  on  earth. 

Still  looks  for  its  light  from  the  sky. 

*  '*  From  whose  ikce  the  earth  and  the  heaTen  flod  awaj.**  _ 
Sev.xx,  11. 

*  "  And  before  Him  shall  be  gathered  all  naticMs,  and  He 
shall  aeparate  them  one  from  another 

"  Then  shall  the  KioR  say  onto  them  on  hit  right  hand, 
Come,  je  blessed  of  my  Father,  Inh^t  the  Idngdom  prepared 
for  you,  Ac. 

**  Then  shall  He  say  also  onto  them  on  the  left  hand,  De> 
part  from  me,  ye  cursed,  ftc. 

**  And  these  shall  go  away  into  ererlasting  punishment ; 
but  the  righteous  into  life  etemaL**—  Matt.  xxr.  89.  et  seq. 
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WEEP,  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL. 

(Air.  —  Stitknion.) 

Weep,  weep  for  him,  the  Man  of  God —  > 
In  yonder  vale  he  sunk  to  rest ; 

Bat  none  of  earth  can  point  the  sod^ 
That  flowers  above  his  sacred  breast 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  I 

His  doctrine  fell  like  Heaven's  rain,' 

His  words  refreshed  like  Heaven's  dew — 

Oh,  ne'er  shall  Israel  see  again 
A  Chief,  to  God  and  her  so  true. 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Remember  ye  his  parting  gaze. 
His  farewell  song  by  Jordan's  tide, 

When,  fiill  of  glory  and  of  days. 
He  saw  the  promis'd  land — and  died.-* 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Yet  died  he  not  as  men  who  sink. 
Before  our  eyes,  to  soulless  clay ; 

But,  chang'd  to  spirit,  like  a  wink 
Of  summer  lightning,  pass'd  away.^ 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep! 


LIKE  MORNING,  WHEN  HER  EARLY 

BREEZE. 

(Air.  —  Bebthotbn.  ) 

Like  morning,  when  her  early  breeze 
Breaks  up  the  surface  of  the  seas, 
That,  in  those  furrows,  dark  with  night, 
Her  hand  may  sow  the  seeds  of  lights 

Thy  Grace  can  seud  its  breathings  o'er 
The  Spirit,  dark  and  lost  before, 
And,  fresh'ning  all  its  depths,  prepare 
For  Truth  divine  to  enter  there. 


>  "  And  the  children  of  Israel  wept  for  Motes  in  the  plains 
of  Moab." — Deut.  xxxir.  8. 

s  "  And  he  buried  him  in  a  ralley  in  the  land  of  Moab ; 
....  but  no  man  knoweth  of  bis  sepulchre  unto  this  day." 
—  Ibid.  ver.  6. 

'  "  My  doctrine  shall  drop  as  the  rain,  my  speech  shall 
distil  as  the  dew.'*  —  Mo$e**  Song,  Deut.  xxxii.  3. 

^  "  I  hare  caused  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  eyes,  but  thou 
shalt  not  go  over  thither."  —  DetU.  xxxiv.  4. 

*  "  As  he  was  going  to  embrace  Eleazer  and  Joshua,  and 


Till  David  touch'd  his  ncred  lyre. 
In  silence  lay  th'  unbreathing  wire ; 
But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along, 
EVn  Angels  stoc^'d  to  hear  that  song. 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  Thon,  oh  Lord, 
Shalt  deign  to  touch  its  lifeless  chord — 
Till,  wak'd  by  Thee,  its  breath  shall  rise 
In  music,  worthy  of  the  skies  ! 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 

fAiR.  — Gbrmam.) 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  yoa  l^ngnifli^ 

Come,  at  God's  altar  fervently  kneel ; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  an- 
guish— 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heiL 

• 

Joy  of  the  desolate.  Light  of  the  straying, 
Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fiideless  and  pore. 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  say- 
ing— 
**  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  care." 

Go,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  ns, 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  rvmI, 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  us — 
"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  hesL* 


AWAKE,  ARISE,  THY  LIGHT  IS  C03fE. 

(  AlB.  —  STBTKNtOir.) 

Awake,  arise,  thy  light  is  come  ;0 
The  nations,  that  before  outshone  thee, 

Now  at  thy  feet  lie  dark  and  dumb— 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  on  thee  I 

Arise — the  Gentiles  to  thy  ray. 
From  ev'ry  nook  of  earth  shall  cluster; 

And  kings  and  princes  haste  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  thy  rising  lustre.? 

was  still  discoursing  with  them,  a  clood  stood  over  hte  m 
the  sudden,  and  he  disappeared  In  a  oertaio  Talley,  i^tfwnt* 
he  wrote  in  the  Holy  Books  that  he  died,  whidi  was  doot 
out  of  fear,  lest  they  should  Tentitre  to  saj  tiiat,  boeaaie  d 
his  extraordinary  rirtue,  he  went  to  God.'*~,^itptos,  book  fr. 
chap.  riii. 

*  *'  Arise,  shine ;  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  gloiy  of  At 
Lord  is  risen  upon  thee.**— /foJaA,  Ix. 

7  "  And  the  Gentiles  shall  come  Co  thy  Ugbt,  sad  klagi  li 
the  brightness  of  thy  rising.** — lb. 
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Lift  vp  thine  ejes  aroand,  and  see, 
O'er  foreign  fields,  o'er  farthest  waters, 

Thy  exil'd  sons  return  to  thee. 
To  thee  retom  thy  home-sick  daughters,  i 

And  camels  rich,  firom  Midian's  tents, 
Shall  lay  their  treasures  down  before  thee ; 

And  Saba  bring  her  gold  and  scents, 
To  fill  thy  air  and  sparkle  o'er  thee.^ 

See,  who  are  these  that,  like  a  cloud,' 
Are  gathering  from  all  earth's  dominions. 

Like  doTCs,  long  absent,  when  allow'd 
Homeward  to  shoot  their  trembling  pinions. 

Surely  the  isles  shall  wait  for  me,  ^ 
The  ships  of  Tarshish  round  will  hover. 

To  bring  thy  sons  across  the  sea. 
And  waft  their  gold  and  silver  oyer. 

And  Lebanon  thy  pomp  shall  grace —  ^ 
The  fir,  the  pine,  the  palm  Tictorious 

Shall  beautify  our  Holy  Place, 
And  make  the  ground  I  tread  on  glorious. 

Ko  more  shall  Discord  haunt  thy  ways,  * 
Nor  ruin  waste  thy  cheerless  nation ; 

But  thou  shalt  call  thy  portals.  Praise, 
And  thou  shalt  name  thy  walls,  Salyation. 

The  sun  no  more  shall  make  thee  bright,  ^ 
Nor  moon  shall  lend  her  lustre  to  thee  ; 

But  God,  Himself,  shall  be  thy  Light, 
And  flash  eternal  glory  through  thee. 

Thy  sun  shall  never  more  go  down ; 

A  ray,  from  HeaVn  itself  descended. 
Shall  light  thy  ererlasting  crown — 

Thy  days  of  mourning  all  are  ended.^ 

My  own,  elect,  and  righteous  Land! 

The  Branch,  for  ever  green  and  vernal. 
Which  I  have  planted  with  this  band  — 

Live  thou  shalt  in  Life  Eternal.  ^ 


'  **  Lift  op  thine  eye*  round  about,  and  »ee ;  all  they  gather 
Uwnuelvet  together,  they  come  to  thee :  thy  aona  thall  come 
from  a&r,  and  thy  daughters  thall  be  nursed  at  thy  side."  — 
lMia*,lx. 

*  **  The  multitude  of  camels  shall  cover  thee  ;  the  drome- 
dvtet  of  Midian  and  Ephah  ;  all  they  ft-om  Shcba  shall  come ; 
Ihqy  abaU  bring  gold  and  incense."  -  lb. 

*  **  Who  are  these  that  fly  as  a  cloud,  and  as  the  doTes  to 
Ihdrwfadovs  ?'*  —  /». 

*  **  Sorely  the  Isles  shall  wait  for  me,  and  the  ships  of  Tar- 
Mih  first,  to  bring  thy  sons  firom  fkr,  their  silver  and  their 
frii  with  them.**  — /6. 

*  **  The  ^ory  of  Lebanon  shall  come  unto  thee ;  the  flr-tree, 
and  the  box  together,  to  beautify  the  place  of 
;  and  I  will  make  the  place  of  my  feet  glorious." 

—  A. 


THERE  IS  A  BLEAK  DESERT. 

(Aim.  —  Caiacnmin.) 

There  is  a  bleak  Desert,  where  daylight  grows 

weary 
Of  wasting  its  smile  on  a  region  so  dreary — 

What  may  that  desert  be? 
Tis  Life,  cheerless  Life,  where  the  few  joys  that 

come 
Are  lost  like  that  daylight,  for  'tis  not  their  home. 

There  is  a  lone  Pilgrim,  before  whose  faint  eyes 
The  water  he  pants  for  but  sparkles  and  flies — 

Who  may  that  Pilgrim  be  ? 
Tis  Man,  hapless  Man,  through  this  life  tempted  on 
By  faur  shining  hopes,  that  in  shining  are  gone. 

There  is  a  bright  Fountain,  through  that  Desert 

stealing 
To  pure  lips  alone  its  refreshment  revealing — 

What  may  that  Fountain  be  ? 
'Tis  Truth,  holy  Truth,  that,  like  springs  under 

ground. 
By  the  gifted  of  Heaven  alone  can  be  found.  >o 

There  is  a  fiiir  Spirit,  whose  wand  hath  the  spell 
To  point  where  those  waters  in  secrecy  dwell — 

Who  may  that  Spirit  be  ? 
'Tis  Faith,  humble  Faith,  who  hath  leam*d  that, 

where'er 
Her  wand  bends  to  worship,  the  Truth  must  be 

there! 


SINCE  FIRST  THY  WORD. 
(Air.  — Nicholas  Fbebman.) 

Since  first  Thy  Word  awak'd  my  heart. 
Like  new  life  dawning  o'er  me, 

"  "  Violence  shall  no  more  be  heard  in  thy  land,  wasting 
nor  destruction  within  thy  borders  ;  but  thou  shalt  call  thy 
walls,  Salvation,  and  thy  gates,  Praise.**  —  Isaiah^  \x. 

1  "  Thy  sun  shall  be  no  morn  thy  light  by  day ;  neither 
for  brightness  shall  the  moon  give  light  dnto  thee :  but  the 
Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light,  and  thy  Goo  thy 
glory."  — 76. 

"  "  Thy  sun  shall  no  more  go  down  ;  ....  for  the  Lord 
shall  be  thine  everlasting  light,  and  the  days  of  thy  mourning 
shall  be  ended.**  — 7». 

B  "  Thy  people  also  shall  be  all  righteous  ;  they  shall  in- 
herit the  land  for  ever,  the  branch  of  my  planting,  the  work 
of  my  hands."  ^  lb. 

>o  In  singing,  the  following  line  had  better  be  adopted,— 

**  Can  but  by  the  gifted  of  Heaven  be  found." 
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VHiere'er  I  tarn  mine  eyes,  Thou  art. 
All  light  and  love  before  me. 

Nought  else  I  feel,  or  hear  or  see — 
All  bonds  of  earth  I  sever — 

Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 
I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Like  him  whose  fetters  dropp'd  away 

When  light  shone  o'er  his  prison,  > 
My  spirit,  touch'd  by  Mercy's  ray. 

Hath  from  her  chains  arisen. 
And  shall  a  soul  Thou  bidst  be  free, 

Return  to  bondage  ? — never ! 
Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 


HARK !  'TIS  THE  BREEZE. 
( AiK.  —  RomssAU. ) 

Habk  I  'tis  the  breeze  of  twilight  calling 

Earth's  weary  children  to  repose ; 
While,  round  the  couch  of  Nature  filing. 

Gently  the  night's  soft  curtains  close. 
Soon  o'er  a  world,  in  sleep  reclining. 

Numberless  stars,  through  yonder  dark. 
Shall  look,  like  eyes  of  Cherubs  shining 

From  out  the  veils  that  hid  the  Ark. 

Guard  us,  oh  Thou,  who  never  sleepest, 

Thou  who,  in  silence  thron'd  above. 
Throughout  all  time,  unwearied,  keepest 

Thy  watch  of  Glory,  Pow'r,  and  Love. 
Grant  that,  beneath  thine  eye,  securely, 

Our  souls,  awhile  from  life  withdrawn. 
May,  in  their  darkness,  stilly,  purely, 

Like  "  sealed  fountains,"  rest  till  dawn. 


WHERE  IS  YOUR  DWELLING,  YE 
SAINTED? 

(Air.  — Hassb.) 

Where  is  your  dwelling,  ye  Sainted  ? 

Through  what  Elysium  more  bright 
Tlian  fiEuicy  or  hope  ever  painted, 

Walk  ye  in  glory  and  light  ? 

>  "  And,  behold,  the  angel  of  the  Lose  came  upon  him, 
and  a  light  thined  in  the  prison, ....  and  hia  chains  fell  off 
from  his  hands."  —  Acts,  xii.  7. 


Who  the  same  kingdom  inherits  ? 

Breathes  there  a  soul  that  may  dare 
Look  to  that  world  of  Spirits^ 

Or  hope  to  dwell  with  you  there  ? 

Sages !  who,  eVn  in  exploring 

Nature  through  all  her  bright  ways, 
Went,  like  the  Seraphs,  adoring. 

And  veil'd  your  eyes  in  the  blaie — 
Martyrs !  who  left  for  our  reaping 

Truths  you  had  sown  in  your  blood- 
Sinners  I  whom  long  years  of  weeping 

Chasten'd  from  evil  to  good-^ 

Maidens  I  who,  like  the  young  Crescent, 

Taming  away  your  pale  brows 
From  earth,  and  Uie  light  of  the  Present, 

Look'd  to  your  Heavenly  Spouse — 
Say,  through  what  region  enchanted, 

Walk  ye,  in  Heaven's  sweet  air? 
Say,  to  what  spirits  'tis  granted, 

Bright  souls,  to  dwell  with  you  there? 


HOW  LIGHTLY  MOUNTS  THE  MUSI 

WING. 

(Air. — Anontmous.  ) 

How  lightly  mounts  the  Muse's  wing, 
Whose  theme  is  in  the  skies — 

Like  morning  larks,  that  sweeter  sing 
The  nearer  Heav'n  they  rise. 

Though  Love  his  magic  lyre  may  tune. 
Yet  ah,  the  flow'rs  he  round  it  wreathes 

Were  pluck'd  beneath  pale  Passion's  moon. 
Whose  madness  in  their  odour  breather 

How  purer  far  the  sacred  lute, 

Round  which  Devotion  ties 
Sweet  flow'rs  that  turn  to  heav'nly  fhiit, 

And  palm  that  never  dies. 

Though  War's  high-sounding  harp  may  be 
Most  welcome  to  the  hero's  ears, 

Alas,  his  chords  of  victory 
Are  wet,  all  o'er,  with  human  tears. 

How  far  more  sweet  their  numbers  run, 
Who  h3rmn,  like  Saints  above. 

No  victor,  but  th'  Eternal  One, 
No  trophies  but  of  Love  ! 
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GO  FOBTH  TO  THE  MOUNT. 

(An.—  SnvEHaoH.) 

Go  forth  to  the  Moimt — bring  tho  olive-hnmeh 

home,! 
And  njoioe,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 
From  that  time'^  when  the  moon  upon  Ajalon's 

Tale, 
Locdung  niotaonleai  down^  sair  the  kinga  of  the 

earth. 
In  the  preaence  of  GoiD*a  mightj  Champion,  grow 

pale— - 
Oh,  never  had  Jndah  an  hoor  of  such  mirth ! 
Go  forth  to  te  Moont — bring  the  oliye-branch 

home, 
And  r^jmo^  for  the  day  of  oor  Freedom  is  oome ! 


myrtle  and  pahn — bring  the  booghs  of 

enehtree 
Thatfs  worthy  to  wave  o*er  the  tents  of  the  Free.^ 
From  Uiat  day,  when  the  footsteps  of  Israel  shone, 
With  nlig^  not  their  own,  throng  the  Jordan's 

deeptide^ 
Whose  waten  shmnk  back  as  the  Ark  glided 

oo — » 
(%,  never  had  Jndah  an  honr  of  soch  pride ! 
Qo  ioirth  to  the  Honnt — bring  the  oUve-branch 


And  rgoioe,  for  the  day  of  oor  Freedom  is  come  I 


IS  IT  NOT  SWEET  TO  THINK,  HERE- 

AFTER. 

(All.  — Haydn.) 

Is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
When  the  Spirit  leaves  this  sphere. 

Lore,  with  deathless  wing,  shall  waft  her 
To  those  she  long  hath  moiim*d  for  here? 

Hearts,  from,  which  'twas  death  to  sever 
Eyes,  this  world  can  ne'er  restore. 

There,  as  warm,  as  bright  as  ever. 
Shall  meet  us  and  be  lost  no  more. 

>  **  And  that  they  should  publish  and  proclaim  in  all  their 
cfttas,  and  ht  Jamialein,  saying.  Go  forth  unto  the  mount,  and 
tech  oHve-brancbes,**  ftc.  ftc Nek.  vUi.  IS. 

*  "For  ifaoe  the  days  of  Jeshua  the  son  of  Nun  unto  that 
iif  had  not  the  children  of  Israel  done  so :  and  there  was 
^«7  great  gladnesa."  —  Nek.  tIU.  17. 

'  "  tan,  stand  thou  still  upon  Gibeon ;  and  thou.  Moon, 
fi  fibe  Trikgr  of  AJakm.** — JimA.  X  18. 

*  **  FeMi  <iiive4Nraaches,  and  plne-brancfaei,  and  myrtle- 
lEHchaB,  and  palm-hranches,  and  branches  of  thick  trees,  to 
SMfce  bootha.**— ^M.  riH.  16. 

»  •*  Afld  the  prletu  that  bare  the  afk  of  the  oorentnt  of  the 


When  wearily  we  wander,  asking 
Of  earth  and  heaVn,  where  are  they, 

Beneath  whose  smile  we  onoe  lay  basking. 
Blest,  and  thinking  bliss  wonld  stay  ? 

Hope  still  lifts  her  radiant  foiger 

Pointing  to  th'  eternal  Home, 
Upon  whose  portal  yet  they  linger. 

Looking  back  ibr  ns  to  come. 

Alas,  alas — doth  Hope  deceive  ns  ? 

Shall  friendship — love — shall  all  those  ties 
That  bind  a  moment,  and  then  leave  ns. 

Be  fonnd  again  where  nothing  dies  ? 

Oh,  if  no  oth^  boon  were  giren. 
To  keep  oor  hearts  firom  wrong  and  stain, 

Who  wonld  not  try  to  win  a  Hearen 
Where  all  we  love  shall  live  again? 


WAR  AGAINST  BABTLON. 

(  An. — MOTSLLO.) 

**  Wab  against  Babylon ! "  shont  we  aronnd,^ 

Be  onr  banners  throogh  earth  nnfhrl'd ; 
Rise  up,  ye  nations,  ye  kings,  at  the  sonnd — 7 

**  War  against  Babylon  I"  shont  throng  the 
world ! 
Oh  thou,  that  dwellest  on  many  waters,  ^ 

Thy  day  of  pride  is  ended  now ; 
And  the  dark  curse  of  Israel's  daughters 

Breaks,  like  a  thunder-cloud,  over  thy  brow  I 
War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 

Make  bright  the  arrows,  and  gather  the  shields,  9 

Set  the  standard  of  God  on  high ; 
Swarm  we,  like  locusts,  o'er  all  her  fields, 

**  Zion  "  onr  watchword,  and  **  vengeance  "  our 
cry  I 
Woe  I  woe  I — the  time  of  thy  visitation  lo 

Is  come,  proud  Land,  thy  doom  is  cast^ 
And  the  black  surge  of  desolation 

Sweeps  o'er  thy  guilty  head,  at  last ! 

War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 

Loio  stood  firm  on  dry  ground  in  the  midst  of  Jordan,  and  all 
the  Israelites  passed  over  on  dry  ground."— JosA.  ill.  17. 

<  **  Shout  against  her  round  about." —Jlrr.  1.  Ifi. 

7  **  Set  ye  up  a  standard  in  the  land,  blow  the  trumpet  among 
the  nations,  prepare  the  nations  against  her,  call  together 
against  her  the  kingdoms,"  ftc.  ftc.  —  Jer.  11.  S7. 

"  **  Ob  thou  that  dwellest  upon  many  waters, ....  thine 
end  is  come." — Jer.  li.  13. 

'  **  Ifake  bright  the  arrows  {  gather  the  shields set 

up  the  standard  upon  the  waits  of  Babylon."— Jer.  li.  11, 19. 

10  •«  Woe  unto  them  I  for  their  day  is  come,  the  time  of 
their  Tisltation  I "  ^Jer.  1. 27. 
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THE    SUMMER    FETE. 


THE  HONOURABLE  MRS,  NORTON, 

Fob  the  groimdrork  of  the  following  Po«m  I  am 
indebted  to  a  memoraMc  Fete,  giv^o  some  irean 
■ince,  at  Bajrlc  Pbtdi.  Ok  leat  of  the  Ule  Lord 
Henrj  Filzgurald.  la  commemoratioD  of  that 
erening — of  which  (be  lodj  to  whom  these  pages 
iHEcribcd  wu,  I  well  recollect,  one  of  the  mon 
disUnguished  ornamenW — I  was  induced  at  the 
;  to  write  some  veraci,  which  were  afterwardi, 
howeTer,  thrown  aside  unfinished,  on  my  diacorer- 
iog  thai  the  same  (aik  had  heen  tmdenakea  bj  a 
oble  poet ',  wboee  plajYul  aod  happf  jeu-tTetprit 
a  the  subject  has  since  been  published,  tt  was 
but  lately,  that,  on  finding  Ibe  frogmenls  of  my 
)wn  sketch  among  my  papera,  I  thought  of  found- 
ng  on  Ihem  auch  a  description  of  an  imaginary 
Pi'te  as  might  Aimish  me  with  litualious  for  the 
introduetion  of  music. 

Such  i»  the  origin  and  ol^ect  of  the  following 
Poem,  and  to  Mn.  Nobton  it  is,  with  every  feel- 
ing of  admiration  and  regard,  inscribed  by  her 
fiither's  warmly  attached  friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE 


^» 
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WaEBE  are  ye  now,  ye  summer  days, 
Tbnl  onic  inspir'd  the  poet's  lays? 
Blest  lime!  ere  Englond'snymphsandsirnin. 
"  For  lack  of  sunbeama,  took  to  coals  — 
Summer!  of  light,  nndimm'd  by  rains. 
Whose  only  mocking  trace  remains 
In  waiering-pou  and  psrasuls." 

iftliuB  spoke  a  yoimg  Patrician  maid, 

the  moming  of  that  F6le 


Which  bardi  Dubora  shall  cvlebralc 
She  backward  Jrew  her  curtain's  abad) 
And.  closing  one  half-da«led  eye, 
Peopd  with  the  other  at  (he  «ky— 
Th'  important  aky.  whose  light  or  giM 
Wat  to  decide.  thi>  day,  the  doom 
Of  some  few  hundred  beauties,  wits. 
Blues,  Dandies.  Swains,  and  Eiijuisiia 

Faint  were  her  hopes ;  fbr  June  Lad  u 

Set  in  with  all  his  usual  rigour! 
Young  Zephyr  yet  scarce  knowing  hm 
To  nnne  a  bud.  or  An  u  bough. 

But  Eurus  m  perpetual  figour; 
And,  such  the  biting  summer  air. 
That  she.  the  nymph  now  nestling  Iha 
Snug  as  her  own  brigbc  gems  recline. 
At  night,  within  their  cotton  shrine— 
Hod,  more  than  once,  been  c«nght  of  h 
Kneeling  before  her  blsiing  grate. 
Like  a  young  worshipper  of  fire. 

With  hands  Qplilted  to  the  flune. 
Whose  glow  as  if  to  woo  them  nigher. 

Through  Ihc  white  fingen  Bushiag  cam 

Bat  oh  !  the  light,  th'  nnhop'd-for  Ughl, 
Thai  now  illmn'd  this  morning's  hearcn 

Up  sprung  liinlhe  at  the  sight. 
Though— hark!— theclocksbut  strike  tle< 

And  rarely  did  Iho  nymph  surprise 

Mankind  so  early  with  her  eye*. 

Who  now  will  say  that  England's  ms 
(Like  England's  self,  Ihioe  spendthrift  da. 

His  Block  of  wealth  bath  near  outrun. 
And  must  retrench  his  golden  rays — 

Pay  for  the  pride  of  sunbeams  past. 

And  to  mere  moonshioe  ciune  at  last  t 

"  Calumnious  thought ! "  liinthe  cries; 

While  coming  mirth  lit  up  each  gtanci 
And,  prescient  of  Ibe  ball,  her  eyes 

Already  had  b^iin  lo  dance  : 
For  brighter  sno  than  that  which  now 

Sparkled  o'er  London's  spires  and  towi 
Hod  netcr  beni  from  heaien  his  bnnr 

To  kiss  Firenic's  Cily  of  Flowcn. 
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What  muit  it  be— if  thm  so  fiur 

Mid  the  mok'd  groree  of  Orosrenor  Square — 

What  must  it  be  where  Thames  is  seen 

Gliding  between  his  banks  of  green. 

While  mal  villas,  on  each  side. 

Peep  from  their  bowers  to  woo  his  tide, 

And,  like  a  Tork  between  two  rows 

Of  Harem  besoties,  on  he  goes — 

A  krrer,  krr'd  for  er^  the  grace 

With  which  he  slides  from  their  embrace. 

In  one  of  those  enchanted  domes. 

One,  the  most  flow'rj,  cool,  and  bright 
Of  all  by  which  that  river  roams. 

The  Fte  is  to  be  held  to-night— 
That  F^  already  Imk'dto  frme, 

Whose  cards,  in  many  a  fidr  one's  sight 
(When  look'd  for  kmg,  at  last  they  came,) 

Seem*d  circled  with  a  Ikiry  light ; — 
That  F6te  to  which  the  coll,  the  flower 
Of  England's  beauty,  rank  and  power, 
From  die  yoong  spinster  jnst  come  out. 

To  die  <dd  Premier,  too  long  in — 
FIrom  legs  of  fhr  descended  goat. 

To  the  last  new-mnstachio*d  chin — 
AH  were  convoked  by  Fashion's  spells 
To  the  small  drde  where  she  dwells, 
CoDecdng  nigjitly,  to  allnre  ns, 

Live  atoms,  which,  together  hnrl'd. 
She,  like  another  Epicnms, 

Sets  dancing  thns,  and  calls  **  the  World." 

Behold  how  bosy  in  those  bowers 
(Like  Ifay-flies,  in  and  out  of  flowers,) 
The  coontless  menials  swarming  nm. 
To  ffamish  fbrth,  ere  set  of  sun, 
The  banqnet-table  richly  laid 
Beneath  yon  awning's  lengthened  shade, 
Where  frnits  shall  tempt,  and  wines  entice, 

And  Loznry's  self^  at  Ounter's  call. 
Breathe  from  her  sommer-throne  of  ice 

A  spirit  of  coolness  over  all 

And  now  th'  important  hour  drew  nigh. 
When,  "neath  the  flnsh  of  evening's  sky. 
The  west  end  <*  world"  for  mirth  let  loose, 
And  mov'd,  as  he  of  Syracuse ' 
Ne'er  dreamt  of  moving  worlds,  by  force 
Of  fbnr-hoTBe  power,  had  all  combin'd 
Throng^  Grosvenor  Gate  to  speed  their  course. 
Leaving  that  portion  of  mankind. 
Whom  they  call  **  Nobody,"  behind  ;— 


I 

•iM 


fit  |Wii<  tp  dM  tanovafekNU 


the  Powferi  of  thb  Squara 
oT  Gm  and  Police,  bat,  at 


No  Star  ibr  London's  feasts  to-day. 
No  moon  of  beauty,  new  this  May, 
To  lend  the  night  her  crescent  ray  j — 
Nothing,  in  short,  for  ear  or  eye. 
But  veteran  belles,  and  wits  gone  by, 
The  relics  of  a  past  bean-monde, 
A  worid,  like  Cuvier^s,  long  dethron'd ! 
EVn  Parliament  this  evening  nods 
Beneath  th'  harangues  of  minor  gods. 

On  half  its  usual  opiate's  share ; 
The  great  dispensers  of  repose, 
The  first-rate  Aimishers  of  prose 

Being  all  call'd  to— prose  elsewhere. 

Soon  as  through  Grosvenor's  lordly  square — * 

That  last  impregnable  redoubt, 
VHiere,  guarded  with  Patrician  care. 

Primeval  Error  still  holds  out — 
Where  never  gleam  of  gas  must  dare 

'Gainst  ancient  Darkness  to  revolt. 
Nor  smooth  Macadam  hope  to  spare 

The  dowagers  one  single  jolt; — 
VHiere,  ftr  too  stately  and  sublime 
To  profit  by  the  lights  of  time, 
Let  Intellect  march  how  it  will. 
They  stick  to  <nl  and  watchmen  still:  — 
Soon  as  through  that  illustrious  square 

The  first  epistolary  bell, 
Sounding  by  fits  upon  the  air. 

Of  parting  pennies  rung  the  knell; 
Wam'd  by  that  telltale  of  the  hours, 

And  by  the  daylight's  westering  beam. 
The  young  lanthe,  who,  with  flowers 

Half-crown'd,  had  sat  in  idle  dream 
Before  her  glass,  scarce  knowing  where 
Her  fingers  rov'd  through  that  bright  hair, 

While,  all  capriciously,  she  now 

Dislodg'd  some  curl  from  her  white  brow. 
And  now  again  replac'd  it  there; — 
As  though  her  task  was  meant  to  be 
One  endless  change  of  ministry — 
A  routing-up  of  Loves  and  Graces, 
But  to  plant  others  in  their  places. 

Meanwhile — what  strsdn  is  that  which  floats 
Through  the  small  boudoir  near — like  notes 
Of  some  young  bird,  its  task  repeating 
For  the  next  linnet  music-meeting? 
A  voice  it  was,  whose  gentle  sounds 
Still  kept  a  modest  octave's  bounds, 
Nor  yet  had  ventur'd  to  exalt 
Its  rash  ambition  to  B  alt. 


the  time  when  the  above  Unee  were  written,  tbej  ttUl  obeti- 
nately  penerered  in  their  old  Hgime  ;  and  would  not  luflbr 
theiBMl?es  to  be  either  well  guarded  or  well  lighted. 


Tddus  or  n  bsrp,  too,  geall;  play'd, 

Cnioe  *ith  this  jrontbful  voice  cannnnning, 
Todes  tnie,  for  oacp,  wilht.nl  the  aid 

or  that  ioflictiTe  process,  tuning — 
A  prnceu  irhich  miut  oft  have  given 
Poor  Milton's  ean  a  deadly  vound; 
So  pleos'd,  among  tlie  joys  of  Heav'n, 

He  specifies  "  harpn  ever  tud'd."  i 
She  who  now  sung  this  genlie  strain 

Was  our  young  nynipli's  still  younger  sifter— 
Scarce  ready  yet  for  PashJoa's  trua 

In  their  light  legiom  to  enlist  her, 
Bat  counted  on.  as  aara  to  bring 
Her  force  iaio  the  field  next  tpring. 

Tbe  song  she  thus,  like  Jabal'a  Bhetl, 
Gnie  forth  "  so  sweetly  and  to  weil," 
Was  one  io  Moraing  Post  moch  fani'd, 
From  a  divine  caUection,  nam'd, 

"  Songs  of  the  toilet* — every  Lay 
Taking  for  autyecl  of  its  Muse, 

Some  brush  of  feminine  arrny, 
Some  item,  with  flill  icope,  10  choose. 
From  diamonds  down  to  dancing  shoes  ; 
From  (he  last  hat  that  Herbiull'a  hands 

Bequealh'd  to  an  admiring  world, 
Down  Io  the  latest  flounce  that  stands 
Like  Jacob's  Ladder — or  expands 

Far  fonb,  lempeslnously  uofurl'd. 

Speaking  of  one  of  these  new  Lays, 

The  Morning  Poet  thus  sweetly  says: — 
"  Not  all  tbat  breatbips  from  Bishop's  lyre, 

"  That  Bamett  dreams,  or  Cooke  conceives, 
"  Can  match  for  sweetneti,  strengtb,  or  Sre. 

"  This  fine  Cantata  upon  Sleeves. 
"  The  very  notes  themselves  reveal 

"  The  cut  of  each  new  sleeve  ao  well; 
"  Afial  betrays  the  ImbtcUla.'^ 

'•  Light  fugues  the  flying  lappets  tell; 
"  Wbile  rich  cathedral  chords  awake 
"  Our  homage  for  tbe  Monches  ti'EffqKi." 

'TwBi  the  fint  op'ning  song  —  tbe  Lay 

Of  oU  least  deep  in  toilet-lore. 
That  the  young  nympb,  to  while  away 

The  tiring-hoar,  thus  warbled  o'er:  — 


AnnAT  thee,  love,  amy  tbee,  love, 

In  all  Iby  best  array  thee ; 
Tbe  sun's  below — the  moon's  above  — 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  thee. 
Put  on  tbee  all  that's  bright  and  rare, 

Tbe  lODC,  the  wreath,  the  gem, 
Not  so  much  gracing  channs  ao  Gur, 

Aa  borrowing  grace  from  ihem. 
Array  tbee,  love,  array  thee,  lov*. 

Id  all  that's  bright  amy  theei 
The  sUD'sbelow  —  the  moon's  above  — 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  tliev. 

Put  00  the  plumes  thy  lover  gave, 

Tbe  plumes,  thai,  proudly  daneing. 
Proclaim  to  all.  where'er  they  wave. 

Victorious  eyes  advancing. 
Bring  forth  the  robe,  whose  hue  of  heavm 

From  tbee  derives  socb  light. 
That  Iris  would  give  all  her  snen 

To  bonst  but  o»e  10  bright. 
Arrny  thee,  love,  array  thee,  lov*. 

&e.  &e.  &c  ^H 

Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  tbee.  loti^  ^| 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  theci   ^1 
And  hearts,  where'er  Ihj  footsteps  mor^ 

Will  bent,  when  they  come  nigh  tbee. 
Thy  every  word  shall  be  a  spell. 

Thy  every  look  a  ray, 
And  tracks  of  wond'riag  eyes  sluU  tdl 

The  glory  of  thy  way! 
Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  lhe«,  ^an. 

Through  Pleasore'i  circles  hie  thee. 
And  hearts,  where'er  thy  foottlepa  move; 

Shall  beat  when  they  come  ni^  tiuc^ 


Now  in  bis  Palace  of  the  West, 

Slaking  to  alnmber,  the  bright  Day, 
Like  a  tir'd  monarch  bnu'd  to  ml, 

Alid  the  cool  airs  of  Evening  Imy ; 
While  round  hti  couch's  golden  rim 

Tbe  gaudy  clouds,  Uke  counteTs,  a 
Struggling  each  other's  light  to  d 

And  catch  his  last  smile  e'er 
How  gay,  OS  o'er  the  gliding  1 

The  golden  eve  its  lustre  pour'd. 
Shone  out  the  high-bom  knigbls  and  d«mi 

Now  gronp'd  aroimd  thai  teaai  boardi 


I 

^1 


b)  Ibcw  lu,.  ilmet  ^ut  lia«  Imv^ 
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[g  mass  of  plomes  and  flowers, 
igfa  they'd  robVd  both  birds  and  bowers  • 
>led  rainbow,  swarming  through 
labitants  of  erery  hue ; 
as  the  sparkling  juice  of  France 
a.  the  crystal  brimmers  flow*d, 
I  sunset  ray  that  mix*d  by  chance 
he  wine's  sparkles,  show'd 
■  sunbeams  may  be  taught  to  dance. 

in  written  form  exprest, 
known,  at  least,  to  every  guest, 
hough  not  bidden  to  parade 
icenlc  powers  in  masquerade, 
time  little  found  to  thrive 
le  bleak  fog  of  England's  skies, 
wit's  the  thing  we  best  contrive, 
oasqueraders,  to  ditguise,) 
was  hop'd —  and  well  that  hope 
answer'd  by  the  young  and  gay — 
t,  in  the  toilet's  task  to-day, 
should  take  her  wildest  scope;— 
tie  rapt  milliner  should  be 
«e  through  fields  of  poesy, 
ilor,  in  inventive  trance, 

0  the  heights  of  Epic  clamber, 

1  the  regions  of  Romance 
anock'd  by  theybnm^  de  chambre, 

Lingly,  with  gay  Sultanas, 
as,  Sapphos,  Roxalanas — 
iian  slaves  whom  L#ove  would  pay 
his  maternal  realms  to  ransom ;  — 
nuns,  whose  chief  religion  lay 
•oking  most  pro&nely  handsome ;  — 
in  muslin — pastoral  maids 
lats  from  the  Arcade-ian  shades, 
rtune-tellers,  rich,  'twas  plain, 
une-hunters  form'd  their  train. 

bese,  and  more  such  female  groups, 
nix'd  no  less  fantastic  troops 
e  exhi biters — all  willing 
k,  ev'n  more  than  usual,  killing; — 
^Tants,  smock-fac'd  braggadocios, 
-igands,  charmingly  ferocious; — 
tum'd  Turks,  good  Moslems  then, 
»,  last  night,  voted  for  the  Greeks; 
riars,  staunch  No- Popery  men, 
osc  confab  with  Whig  Caciques. 

lere  is  she  —  the  nymph,  whom  late 
left  before  her  glass  delaying, 
ve,  when  by  the  lake  she  sate, 
te  clear  wave  her  charms  surveying, 
w  in  that  first  glassy  mirror 
"St  fair  face  that  lur'd  to  error. 


**  Where  is  she,"  ask'st  thou?— watch  all  looks 

As  cent'ring  to  one  point  they  bear. 
Like  sun-flowers  by  the  sides  of  brooks, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun— and  she  is  there. 
Ev'n  in  disguise,  oh  never  doubt 
By  her  own  light  you'd  track  her  out : 
As  when  the  moon,  close  shawl'd  in  fog. 
Steals  as  she  thinks,  through  heaven  incogs 
Though  hid  herself^  some  sidelong  ray, 
At  every  step,  detects  her  way. 

But  not  in  dark  disguise  to-night 

Hath  our  young  heroine  veil'd  her  light ; — 

For  see,  she  walks  the  earth.  Love's  own. 

His  wedded  bride,  by  holiest  vow 
Pledg'd  in  Ol3rmpus,  and  made  known 
To  mortals  by  the  type  which  now 
Hangs  glitt'ring  on  her  snowy  brow, 
That  butterfly,  m3rsterious  trinket, 
Which  means  the  Soul  (tho*  few  would  think  it). 
And  sparkling  thus  on  brow  so  white. 
Tells  us  we've  Psyche  here  to-night! 

But  hark  I  some  song  hath  caught  her  ears — 

And,  lo,  how  pleas'd,  as  though  she'd  ne'er 
Heard  the  Grand  Opera  of  the  Spheres, 

Her  goddess-ship  approves  the  air ; 
And  to  a  mere  terrestrial  strain, 
Inspir'd  by  nought  but  pink  champagne. 

Her  butterfly  as  gaily  nods 
As  though  she  sat  with  all  her  train 

At  some  great  Concert  of  the  Gods, 
With  Phcebus,  leader — Jove  director 
And  half  the  audience  drunk  with  nectar. 

From  a  male  group  the  carol  came — 

A  few  gay  youths,  whom  round  the  board 

The  last-tried  flask's  superior  fame 
Had  lur'd  to  taste  the  tide  it  pour'd ; 

And  one,  who,  from  his  youth  and  lyre, 

Seem'd  grandson  to  the  Teian  sire, 

Thus  gaily  sung,  while,  to  his  song, 

Replied  in  chorus  the  gay  throng: — 


SONG. 


Some  mortals  there  may  be,  so  wise,  or  so  fine. 
As  in  evenings  like  this  no  enjoyment  to  see ; 
But,  as  /'m  not  particular — wit,  love,  and  wine, 

Are  for  one  night's  amusement  sufficient  for  me. 
Nay  —  humble  and  strange  as  my  tastes  may  ap- 
pear— 
If  driv'n  to  the  worst,  I  could  manage,  thank 
Heaven, 


■ 

^^^^^1 
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To  put  op  wilh  ey*a  racli  a.i  beam  roond  me  here, 

Such  was  th'  eSeit  of  twilight's  hour 

And  such  wioe  m  we're  sipping,  aii  dnja  out  of 

On  the  fwr  groups  that,  round  and  round. 
From  glade  to  grot,  from  bank  lo  bow'r. 

So  plcd|;e  me  s  bmnper  — joor  uges  profound 

Now  waoder'd  through  this  fiiiry  prouad: 

May  bo  bteit,  if  they  wUt,  on  their  own  pMeM 

And  thus  did  Fancy -and  champagne  — 

plan: 

Work  im  the  sight  their  daxxling  apella. 

But  BM  nt  an  not  sage*,  vh;— lend  tie  cup 

Till  nymphs  that  look'd.  at  noon-day,  plain. 

ruond— 

Now  brigbteu'd.  in  the  gloom,  to  belles; 

Wc  miui  only  be  happy  the  bcK  way  we  am. 

And  Ihe  brief  interval  of  time, 
'Twixt  after  dinner  and  before. 

A  reward  by  some  king  wu  once  offer'd.  we're  told. 

To  dowagers  bronght  back  their  prime. 

And  shed  a  halo  round  two-«eoi^              1 

Bui  talk  of -i™  pleasures!— give  me  but  ihe  old. 

And  ril  leBTe  your  inveulon  all  new  ones  Ihey 

Meanwhile,  new  pastimes  for  ihv  eye,   ^H 

And. 

Theear,  the  &ncy.  quick  succeed)    ^M 

Or  gbould  1.  in  quest  of  frash  nslma  of  bllu. 

And  now  along  the  waters  fly                ^M 

Set  »m1  ia  the  pinnace  of  Fancy  lome  day, 

Light  gaudoles,  of  Venetian  bre«d,    ^M 

Let  the  rich  rosy  wa  I  embark  on  be  thU, 

With  kuighla  and  dames,  who.  calm  K^H 

And  Biich  eyes  us  we've  here  be  tlie  sCbts  of  my 

Lisp  out  love-sonneu  as  they  gliile-^^H 

»aj! 

Astonishing  old  Thames  lo  find              ^H 

to  the  meantime,   >  bumper— your  AageU,  on 

Such  doings  an  his  moral  tide. 

high. 

May  have  pleasures  unknown  to  life's  limited 

So  bright  was  still  that  tranquil  Tiv«r, 

apimi 

With  Ihe  hist  shaft  ftxtm  Daylight's  quiver. 

Hot,  a*  wc  arc  no!  Angela,  why— let  the  flask  fly— 

That  many  a  group,  ia  turn,  were  seen 

We  must  only  be  happy  off  ways  that  we  can. 

Embarking  on  its  wave  serene; 

And.  'mong  the  rest,  in  chorus  gay, 
A  band  of  mariners,  from  tb'  idea 
Of  sunny  Greece,  aU  song  and  smiks. 

As  smoolh  they  floated,  to  the  play 

Now  nearly  fled  was  sunset's  light. 

Of  their  oar's  cadence,  snug  this  lay : — 

Leaving  bat  so  mneh  of  its  he»m 

Ai  gave  to  objects,  late  so  bright. 

The  colouring  of  a  shadowy  dream; 

TRIO, 

And  there  waa  slill  where  Day  had  eet 

A  flush  that  spoke  him  loth  to  die— 

Odh  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy, 

A  last  link  of  hie  glory  yet, 

Our  home  is  on  the  sea ; 

Binding  togelher  eanh  and  shy. 

When  Nature  gave 

Say.  why  is  it  thai  twilight  best 

The  ocean-wave. 

Becomes  even  brows  the  loveliest  ? 

She  mark'd  it  for  the  Fr*c 

That  dimness,  with  its  loft'ning  touch. 

Whatever  storms  befall,  boy. 

Can  bring  oat  gnme,  unfcll  before. 

Whatever  storms  befall. 

And  charms  we  ne'er  can  see  too  much. 

The  island  bark 

Wben  seen  but  half  euchanl  Ihe  more  ? 

U  Freedom's  ark. 

Alaa.  it  is  that  every  joy 

And  floats  her  safe  Ihroogh  alL 

In  fulness  fiads  its  worst  alloy. 

And  half  a  bliss,  but  hop'd  or  gucss'd. 

Bi-hold  yon  sea  of  isles,  boy, 

ll  sweeter  than  the  whole  possess'd ;  — 

Uehold  yon  sea  of  Islei, 

That  Beaaty,  when  least  shone  upon. 

Where  ev'ry  ahor^ 

Is  tparkliog  o'er 

And  there's  no  Ught  from  moon  or  snn 

Wiih  Beauty's  riche«  smiles. 

Fnr  us  hath  Freedom  cUim'd,  hoy. 

For  us  hath  Freedom  cUim'd 

Ii  is,  alas,  that  Fancy  shrinks 

Ev'd  ffom  a  bright  reality, 

Those  oce«i-ne«a 

And  taming  inly.  feeU  and  thinks 

Where  Valour  rem 

Far  beaT'nlier  things  than  e'er  will  bt. 

His  eagle  wing  onttM-d. 

y 
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And  ihall  die  Modem  daie,  boj. 
And  iliall  the  Moslem  daie, 

Wbile  Oreeiui  bend 

Out  widd  e  brand. 
To  plant  bii  Creaoent  tbere  ? 
No — by  oar  fbtben,  no,  boy. 
No,  by  die  Croai  we  ibow«- 

From  Mama's  riUa 

To  Tbneia's  biDs 
AU  Gieeee  re-eehoes  •*  Nol** 


Uke  pleasant  diongjhts  that  o*er  the  mind 

A  mnmte  oome,  and  go  again, 
Et^  ao^  by  snatches,  in  the  wind,     • 

Was  ean|^  and  lost  that  choral  strain, 
Nov  IbU,  BOW  ihint  upon  the  ear. 
As  die  boric  floated  far  or  near. 
At  lengdi  when,  lost,  the  dodng  note 

Had  down  the  waters  died  along. 
Forth  from  another  ftiry  boat, 

FMgfaled  wiA  mnsic,  came  diis  song :— 


80N0. 


Smootblt  flowing  tfaroog^  verdant  Tales, 

Gentle  river,  thy  current  mns. 
Sheltered  safe  from  winter  gales. 

Shaded  cool  frtmi  summer  suns. 
Thus  oar  Tooth's  sweet  moments  glide, 

Fenc*d  with  flow'ry  shelter  round ; 
No  rode  tempest  wakes  the  tide. 

An  its  path  is  fidry  ground. 

But,  fiur  rirer,  the  day  will  come, 

VThen,  woo*d  by  whispYing  groves  in  vain, 
Thoalt  leave  those  banks,  thy  shaded  home, 

To  mingle  with  the  stormy  main. 
And  thou,  sweet  Touth,  too  soon  wilt  pass 

Into  the  world's  un8helter*d  sea. 
Where,  once  thy  wave  hath  mix*d,  alas, 

All  hope  of  peace  is  lost  for  thee. 


Next  tnm  we  to  the  gay  saloon 
Resplendent  as  a  summer  noon. 

Where,  'neath  a  pendent  wreath  of  lights, 
A  Zodiac  of  flowers  and  tapers — 

>  In  Rnjland  tb*  fmrtiUvm  of  thit  opera  of  Rouinl  was 
trmut&mA  to  the  itoryof  PiCer  tbe  Hermit ;  by  which  meens 

M**Molw/'**FhanoD,'' 


(Such  as  in  Russian  ball-roomp  sheds 
Its  glory  o'er  young  dancers*  heads) — 

Quadrille  performs  her  maxy  rites. 
And  reigns  supreme  o*er  slides  and  capers  ;— 
Woriung  to  death  each  opera  strain. 

As,  with  a  foot  that  ne'er  reposes, 
She  jigs  through  sacred  and  profime. 

From  *' Maid  and  Blagpie"  up  to  ** Moses ;" —  • 
Wearing  out  tunes  as  fut  as  shoes, 

Till  fiigg'd  Rossini  scarce  respires ; 
Till  Mayerbeer  for  mercy  sues, 

And  Weber  at  her  feet  expires. 

And  now  the  set  hath  ceas'd  —  the  bows 
Of  fiddlers  taste  a  brief  repose, 
While  light  along  the  painted  floor, 

Arm  within  arm,  the  couples  stray. 
Talking  their  stock  of  nothings  o*er. 

Till — nothing's  left,  at  last,  to  say. 
When,  lol — most  opportunely  sent — 

Two  Exquisites,  a  he  and  she. 
Just  brought  from  Dandyland,  and  meant 

For  Fashion's  grand  Menagerie, 
Enter'd  the  room — and  scarce  were  there 
When  all  flock'd  round  them,  glad  to  stare 
At  oMjf  monsters,  oay  where. 

Some  thought  them  perfect,  to  their  tastes ; 
While  others  hinted  that  the  waists 
(That  in  particular  of  the  Ae  thing) 
Left  fiff  too  ample  room  for  breathing: 
Whereas,  to  meet  these  critics'  wishes, 

Tbe  isthmus  there  should  be  so  small, 
That  Exquisites,  at  last,  like  fishes. 

Most  manage  not  to  breathe  at  alL 
The  female  (these  same  critics  said), 

Though  orthodox  from  toe  to  chin, 
Tet  lack'd  that  spacious  width  of  head 

To  hat  of  toadstool  much  akin — 
That  build  of  bonnet,  whose  extent 
Should,  like  a  doctrine  of  dissent. 

Puzzle  church-doors  to  let  it  in. 

However — sad  as  'twas,  no  doubt. 

That  nymph  so  smart  should  go  about. 

With  head  unconscious  of  the  place 

It  ought  to  fill  in  Infinite  Space — 

Yet  all  allowed  that,  of  her  kind^ 

A  prettier  show  *twas  hard  to  find ; 

While  of  that  doubtful  genus,  "  dressy  men," 

The  male  was  thought  a  first-rate  specimen. 

Such  Savons,  too,  as  wish'd  to  trace 

The  manners,  habits,  of  this  race — 

he.  to  the  dances  selected  from  it  (as  was  done  In  Paris)  has 
been  avoided. 
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To  know  what  rank  (if  rank  at  all) 

'Mong  reas'ning  things  to  them  shoold  fill — 

What  sort  of  notions  heaven  imparts 

To  high-bnilt  heads  and  tight-lac*d  hearts. 

And  how  far  Soul,  which,  Plato  says, 

Ahhors  restraint,  can  act  in  stays — 

Might  now,  if  gifted  with  discerning. 

Find  opportuiities  of  learning  : 

As  these  two  creatures — from  their  pout 

And  frown,  'twas  plain — had  just  fall'n  oat ; 

And  all  their  little  thoughts,  of  course, 

Were  stirring  in  full  f^t  and  force ; — 

Like  mites,  through  microscope  espied, 

A  world  of  nothings  magnified. 

Bnt  mild  the  rent  such  heings  seek. 
The  tempest  of  their  souls  to  speak : 
As  Opera  swaius  to  fiddles  sigb, 
To  fiddles  fight,  to  fiddles  die. 
Even  so  this  tender  couple  set 
Their  well-bred  woes  to  a  Duet 


WALTZ  DUET.i 


HE. 


LoNO  as  I  waltz*d  with  only  thee. 

Each  blissful  Wednesday  that  went  by, 
Nor  stylish  Stultz,  nor  neat  Nugee 
Adom*d  a  youth  so  blest  as  L 
Oh !  ah  !  ah  !  oh ! 
Those  happy  days  are  gone —  heigho  I 

SHE. 

LoDg  as  with  thee  I  skimm*d  the  ground, 

Nor  yet  was  8com*d  for  Lady  Jane, 
No  blither  nymph  tetotum*d  round 
To  Collinet*8  immortal  strain. 
Oh  !  ah  I  &c. 
Those  happy  days  are  gone — heigho ! 

HE. 

With  Lady  Jane  now  whirl'd  about, 

I  know  no  hounds  of  time  or  breath ; 
And,  should  the  charmer*8  head  hold  out, 
My  heart  and  heels  are  hers  till  death. 
Oh  !  ah !  &c. 
Still  round  and  round  through  life  well  go. 

SHE. 

To  I/ord  Fitznoodle's  eldest  son, 

A  youth  renown*d  for  waistcoats  smart, 

1  It  ii  hardly  neretiary  to  remind  the  reader  that  this  j 
Duet  i»  a  parody  of  the  often-tranilated  and  parodied  ode  of  j 
Horace,  **  Donee  gratut  eram  tibi,"  &c. 


I  now  hare  given  (ezcnae  the  pan) 
A  Tested  interest  in  my  heart. 
Oh!  ah!  &c 
Still  round  and  roond  with  him  IH  foi 


What  if,  hy  fond  remembrance  led 
Again  to  wear  our  mutnal  chain. 
For  me  thou  cut*st  Fitznoodle  dead, 
And  I  levant  from  Lady  Jane. 
Oh !  ah !  &c. 
Still  round  and  round  again  well  go. 


Though  he  the  Noodle  honoon  give. 

And  thine,  dear  youth,  are  not  so  high, 
With  thee  in  endless  waltz  Fd  lire. 
With  thee,  to  Weber*s  Stop- Walts,  die  I 
Oh  !  ah !  &c 

Thus  round  and  round  through  life  wcH  p 

[Exewtt  wabims. 


While  thus,  like  motes  that  dance  away 
Existence  in  a  summer  ray, 
These  gay  things,  bom  but  to  quadrille. 
The  circle  of  their  doom  fulfil — 
(That  dancing  doom,  whose  law  decrees 

That  they  should  live,  on  the  alert  toe, 
A  life  of  ups-and-downs,  like  kejrs 

Of  Broadwood*8  in  a  long  concerto :  — ) 
While  thus  the  fiddle's  spell,  within. 

Calls  up  its  realm  of  restless  sprites, 
Without^  as  if  some  IVIandarin 

Were  holding  there  his  Feast  of  Lights, 
Lamps  of  all  hues,  from  walks  and  bowers, 
Broke  on  the  eye,  like  kindling  flowers. 
Till,  budding  into  light,  each  tree 
Bore  its  full  fruit  of  brilliancy. 

Here  shone  a  garden — lamps  all  o*er. 

As  though  the  Spirits  of  ihe  Air 
Had  tak*n  it  in  their  heads  to  pour 

A  shower  of  summer  meteors  there ; — 
While  here  a  lighted  shrubVry  led 

To  a  small  lake  that  sleeping  lay. 
Cradled  in  foliage,  but,  o*er-head. 

Open  to  heaven's  sweet  breath  and  ray; 
While  round  its  rim  there  burning  stood 

Lamps,  with  young  flowers  beside  them  bedd 
That  shrunk  from  such  warm  neighbourboo 
And,  looking  bashful  in  the  flood, 

Blush'd  to  behold  themselves  so  wedded 

Hither,  to  this  embowered  retreat. 
Fit  but  for  nights  so  still  and  tweet ; 


THE  SUMMER  F^TE. 


259 


ts,  such  as  £den*k  calm  recall 
first  lonely  hour,  when  all 
silent  is,  beloir,  on  high, 
at  if  a  star  fidls  down  the  sky, 
ilmost  think  you  hear  it  fall — 
r,  to  this  recess,  a  few, 
shun  the  dancers'  wild*ring  noise, 
^ve  an  hour,  ere  night-time  flew. 
Music's  more  ethereal  joys, 
with  their  voices — ready  all 
sho,  waiting  for  a  call — 
mn  or  hallad,  dirge  or  glee, 
eare  their  mingling  minstrelsy. 

first,  a  dark-ey'd  nymph,  array'd— 
her,  whom  Art  hath  deathless  made, 
it  Mona  Lisa  *  —  with  that  hraid 
ir  across  the  hrow,  and  one 
gem  that  in  the  centre  shone — 
ftce,  too,  in  its  form  resembling 
Vinci's  Beauties — the  dark  eyes, 
lucid,  as  through  crystal  trembling, 
w  BOfft,  as  if  suffus'd  with  sighs — 
ate,  that  hung  beside  her,  took, 
bending  o'er  it  with  shy  look, 
beantifhl,  in  shadow  thus, 
when  with  life  most  luminous, 
I  her  light  finger  o'er  the  chords, 
mng  to  them  these  mournful  words :  • 


SONG. 


lither,  bring  thy  lute,  while  day  is  dying - 
will  I  lay  me,  and  list  to  thy  song; 
tones  of  other  days  muL  with  its  sighing, 
»  of  a  light  heart,  now  banished  so  long, 
aem  away — they  bring  but  pain, 
thy  theme  be  woe  again. 

,  thou  mournful  lute — day  is  fast  going, 
will  its  light  from  thy  chords  die  away  ; 
le  gleam  in  the  west  b  still  glowing, 
1  that  hath  vanish'd,  farewell  to  thy  lay. 
jow  it  fades!  —  see,  it  is  fled  ! 
weet  lute,  be  thou,  too,  dead. 


p^)up,  that  late,  in  garb  of  Greeks, 
ig  their  light  chorus  o'er  the  tide  — 

elebnited  portrait  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  which  he  is 
re  occupied  four  yean  in  painting.— Fiuart,  vol.  rii. 


Forms,  such  as  up  the  wooded  creeks 
Of  Helle's  shore  at  noon-day  glide. 
Or,  nightly,  on  her  glist'ning  sea. 
Woo  the  bright  waves  with  melody — 
Now  link'd  their  triple  league  again 
Of  voices  sweet,  and  sung  a  strain. 
Such  as,  had  Sappho's  tuneful  ear 
But  caught  it,  on  the  fatal  steep. 
She  would  have  paus'd,  entranc'd,  to  hear, 
And,  for  that  day,  deferr'd  her  leap. 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  nights  that  oft 
Their  lustre  o'er  th'  ^gean  fling. 

Beneath  my  casement,  low  and  soft, 
I  heard  a  Lesbian  lover  sing ; 

And,  list'ning  both  with  ear  and  thought. 

These  soimds  upon  the  night-breeze  caught- 
**  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
**  Who  gazes  at  this  hour  on  thee !" 

The  song  was  one  by  Sappho  sung, 

In  the  first  love-dreams  of  her  lyre. 
When  words  of  passion  from  her  tongue 

Fell  like  a  shower  of  living  fire. 
And  still,  at  close  of  ev'ry  strain, 
I  heard  these  burning  words  again — 
"  Ob,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
"  Who  listens  at  this  hour  to  thee !" 


Once  more  to  Mona  Lisa  tom'd 

Each  asking  eye — nor  turn'd  in  vain  ; 

Though  the  quick,  transient  blush  that  burn'd 
Bright  o'er  her  cheek,  and  died  again, 

Show'd  with  what  inly  shame  and  fear 

Was  utter'd  what  all  lov'd  to  hear. 

Yet  not  to  sorrow's  languid  lay 
Did  she  her  lute-song  now  devote ; 

But  thus,  with  voice  that,  like  a  ray 
Of  southern  sunshine,  seein'd  to  float — 
So  rich  with  climate  was  each  note  — 

Call'd  up  in  every  heart  a  dream 

Of  Italy,  with  this  soft  theme :  — 


SONG. 

Oh,  where  art  thou  dreaming. 
On  land,  or  on  sea  ? 
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In  my  lattice  la  gl«mmg 

Gay  caps  we  here  of  foobcap  make,            ^\ 

For  bards  to  wear  in  dog-day  weHheri 

And  [hi.  fond  heul  is  glowing 

Or  bards  the  bells  alone  may  ttke. 

To  welcome  thee  home, 

And  leave  to  wits  Ihe  cap  snd  feather.    ^1 

And  the  nighl  is  fast  going. 

Telotums  we've  for  palriou  got.                ^M 

But  thou  an  not  come: 

Who  court  the  mob  with  antiea  hnmbli^H 

No,tlioiiCDin'stnol! 

Like  theirs  Ihe  patriot's  diisy  lot,                ^H 
A  glorious  spin,  and  then  — a  tumble.    ^H 

TiB  the  lime  i.hen  mght-Bow^rt 

Who'll  buy.  &v.  iH 

Should  wake  from  tbeic  rest ; 

■ 

Tis  the  hour  of  all  hours. 

Here,  wealthy  misers  to  inter.                    ^M 

When  the  lote  singeth  best 

But  (lie  flowem  are  half  sleeping 

While,  for  their  heirs,  we've  9«ic*silver.           < 

TUl  %  glance  th^y  see  1 

That,  fast  as  they  can  wish,  will  c«per. 

And  the  hiuh'd  late  is  keeping 

For  aldermen  we've  dials  true. 

Its  music  for  Ihee. 

That  tell  no  hour  but  that  of  dinner  i 

Vet,  Ihoucoin'slnat! 

For  eonrtly  parsons  sermons  new,                ^M 
That  suit  alike  both  saint  nod  nnner.    ^H 



Who'll  buy,  &a  li^H 
No  time  we've  now  to  name  our  terms,      H 

Scarce  hM  the  last  word  left  her  lip. 

But.  whatsoe'er  the  whims  thai  niie  ja^H 

When  a  light,  boyish  form,  with  irip 

This  oldest  of  all  mortal  finns,                  ^M 

Fantastic,  up  the  green  walk  cami:. 

Foily  and  Co.,  wiU  try  to  pUase  yon.    ^H 

Prank'd  in  gay  vest,  lo  which  Uie  flame 

Or.  should  yon  wish  a  darker  hoe             ^H 

Of  every  Uinp  he  puta'd.  or  blue. 

Of  goods  Ihau  iM  con  recommend  yon.  ^M 

Or  green,  or  crimson,  lent  its  hue  ; 

Why  then  (as  we  with  lawyen  do)            J^M 

Ai  though  a  live  cameleon'a  skin 

To  Knavery's  shop  next  door  we'll  Mi^H 

He  had  deapoild  to  robe  him  in. 

Who'll  buy.  &«.^H 

A  lone  he  wore  of  clatl'ring  shells. 

]^H 

And  from  his  lofty  csp,  where  shone 

^ 

A  peacock's  plume,  (here  dangled  hells 

That  rung  as  be  came  dancing  on. 

While  thus  the  blissftil  momenta  roll'd. 

Close  after  him,  a  page— in  dress 

Moments  of  rare  and  fleeting  Ughl. 

And  Hhipe,  his  niinalare  express— 

That  show  themselves,  like  gisins  of  gold 

An  ample  basket,  fill'd  with  store 

In  Ihe  mine's  refuse,  few  and  hn^ ; 

Of  toys  and  trinkets,  laoghing  bore; 

Behold  where,  opening  far  away. 

Till,  having  reach'd  this  verdant  seat. 

He  laid  it  at  his  maeter's  feet. 

Stripped  of  the  flowers  it  wore  all  day.           ' 

Who.  half-in  speech  and  half  in  song. 

But  gaining  lovelier  in  exchange,       ^^M 

Chaunled  ibis  invoice  to  the  throng :  — 

Presents,  on  Dresden's  costUen  ware,    ^H 
A  supper  such  as  Gods  might  share.      ^H 

Ah  much-lov'd  Supper  1- blithe  TvpMt^| 
Of  other  times,  now  dwindling  last,        ^| 

SONG. 

Since  Dinner  far  into  the  night               ^M 
Advaac'd  the  march  of  appetite  i              ^J 

Who'll  buy?- 'tis  Folly's  ahop,  wholl  buy  ?— 

Deploy'd  his  never-ending  forces 

We've  toys  to  »ui(  all  ranks  and  ages ; 

Of  variotis  vintage  and  three  courses. 

Besides  oor  usual  fools'  supply. 

And.  like  those  Goths  who  pipy'd  the  didu^ 

We've  lou  of  playlhinga,  loa.  for  sages. 

Wilh  Rome  and  all  her  sacrvd  cbickega, 

For  reosonera.  here's  a  juggler's  cup. 

Put  Supper  and  her  fowls  so  while.      ^M 

Thai  fullest  seems  when  nothing's  in  it  i 

I^gs,  winp,  and  drumsticks,  all  lo  fllgj^H 

And  nine-pins  set,  Like  systems,  up, 

To  be  knock'd  down  the  following  minute. 

Now  wak'd  ouce  more  by  wine- whM^H 

Who'll  buy?— 'tis  Folly',  shop,  wholl  buy? 

la  the  true  Hippoerene.  where  glide  ^^B 

k 

^■^^ 

^^■j 
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The  Miue*8  sirans  with  happiest  wing, 
Dipping  their  bills,  before  they  sing^ 
The  minstrels  of  the  table  greet 
The  list'ning  ear  with  descant  sweet : — 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

THE  LEVEE  AND  COUCHEE. 

Call  the  Loves  around. 

Let  the  whisp'ring  sound 
Of  their  wings  be  heard  alone, 

Till  soft  to  rest 

My  Lady  blest 
At  this  bright  hour  hath  gone. 

Let  Fancy's  beams 

Play  o'er  her  dreams. 
Till,  toQch'd  with  light  all  through. 

Her  spirit  be 

Like  a  summer  sea. 
Shining  and  slumb*ring  too. 
And,  while  thus  hnsh'd  she  lies. 
Let  the  whisper'd  chorus  rise — 
cod  evening,  good  evening,  to  our  Lady's  bright 
eyes.** 

But  the  day-beam  breaks, 

See,  our  Lady  wakes! 
Call  the  Loves  around  once  more. 

Like  stars  that  wait 

At  Morning's  gate, 
Her  first  steps  to  adore. 

Let  the  veil  of  night 

From  her  dawning  sight 
All  gently  pass  away. 

Like  mists  that  flee 

From  a  summer  sea. 
Leaving  it  full  of  day. 
And,  while  her  last  dream  flies. 
Let  the  whisper'd  chorus  rise — 
ood  morning,  good  morning,  to  our  Lady's 
bright  eyes  " 


SONG. 


If  to  see  thee  be  to  lo^e  thee. 

If  to  love  thee  be  to  prize 
Nought  of  earth  or  heav'n  above  thee. 

Nor  to  live  but  for  those  eyes: 
If  such  love  to  mortal  given. 
Be  wrong  to  earth,  be  wrong  to  heav'n. 


'Tis  not  for  thee  the  &ult  to  blame. 
For  from  those  eyes  the  madness  came. 
Forgive  but  thou  the  crime  of  loving, 

In  this  heart  more  pride  'twill  raise 
To  be  thus  wrong,  with  thee  approving. 

Than  right,  with  all  a  world  to  praise! 


But  say,  while  light  these  songs  resound. 

What  means  that  buz  of  whisp'ring  round. 

From  lip  to  lip — as  if  the  Power 

Of  Mystery,  in  this  gay  hour. 

Had  thrown  some  secret  (as  we  fling 

Nuts  among  children)  to  that  ring 

Of  rosy,  restless  lips,  to  be 

Thus  scrambled  for  so  wantonly? 

And,  mark  ye,  still  as  each  reveals 

The  mystic  news,  her  hearer  steals 

A  look  tow'rds  yon  enchanted  chair. 

Where,  like  the  Lady  of  the  Masque, 
A  nymph,  as  exquisitely  fair 

As  Love  himself  for  bride  could  ask. 
Sits  blushing  deep,  as  if  aware 
Of  the  wing'd  secret  circling  there. 
Who  is  this  nymph?  and  what,  oh  Muse, 

What,  in  the  name  of  all  odd  things 
That  woman's  restless  brain  pursues, 

What  mean  these  mystic  whisperings  ? 

Thus  runs  the  tale: — yon  blushing  maid. 
Who  sits  in  beauty's  light  array'd. 
While  o'er  her  leans  a  tall  young  Dervise, 
(Who  from  her  eyes,  as  all  observe,  is 
Learning  by  heart  the  Marriage  Service,) 
Is  the  bright  heroine  of  our  song,  — 
The  Ijove-wed  Psyche,  whom  so  long 
We've  miss'd  among  this  mortal  train. 
We  thought  her  wing'd  to  heaven  again. 

But  no — earth  still  demands  her  smile; 
Her  friends,  the  Gods,  must  wait  awhile. 
And  if,  for  maid  of  heavenly  birth, 

A  young  Duke's  proffer'd  heart  and  hand 
Be  things  worth  waiting  for  on  earth. 

Both  are,  this  hour,  at  her  command. 
To-night,  in  yonder  half-lit  shade. 

For  love  concerns  expressly  meant. 
The  fond  proposal  first  was  made, 

And  love  and  silence  blush 'd  consent 
Parents  and  friends  (all  here,  as  Jews, 
Enchanters,  housemaids,  Turks,  Hindoos,) 
Have  heard,  approv'd,  and  blest  the  tie; 
And  now,  hadst  thou  a  poet's  eye. 
Thou  might'st  behold,  in  th'  air,  above 
That  brilliant  brow,  triumphant  Love, 
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HoldiDg,  as  if  to  drop  it  down 

And  when  the  day  tfani  shines  oatrigfa 

Gently  upon  her  curls,  a  crown 

Ey'n  dearest  friends  most  bid  good  nig 

Of  Ducal  shape — but,  oh,  such  gems  I 

So,  fkrewell,  scene  of  mirth  and  maskii 

Pilfer'd  from  Peri  diadems. 

Now  almost  a  by-gqpe  tale; 

And  set  in  gold  like  that  which  shines 

Beauties,  late  in  lamp-light  basking, 

To  deck  the  Fairy  of  the  Mines: 

Now,  by  daylight,  dim  and  pale; 

In  short,  a  crown  all  glorious^ such  as 

Harpers,  yawning  o*er  your  harps. 

Love  orders  when  he  makes  a  Duchess. 

Scarcely  knowing  flats  from  sharps; 

Mothers  who,  while  bor*d  you  keep 

But  see,  'tis  mom  in  heaven ;  the  Son 

Time  by  nodding,  nod  to  sleep; 

Up  the  bright  orient  hath  begun 

Heads  of  air,  that  stood  last  night 

To  canter  his  immortal  team ; 

Cripi,  crispy,  and  upright, 

And,  though  not  yet  arriv'd  in  sight, 

But  have  now,  alas,  one  sees,  a 

His  leader's  nostrils  send  a  steam 

Leaning  like  the  tower  of  Pisa; 

Of  radiance  forth,  so  rosy  bright 

Fare  ye  well — thus  sinks  away 

As  makes  their  onward  path  all  light 

All  that's  mighty,  all  that's  bri^t; 

What's  to  be  done?  if  Sol  will  be 

Tyre  and  Sidon  had  their  day, 

So  deuced  early,  so  must  we; 

And  ey'n  a  Ball — has  bat  its  nightl 
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thus  connecting  together  a  series  of  Songs  by 
iread  of  poetical  narrative,  my  chief  object  has 
n  to  combine  Recitation  with  Music,  so  as  to 
ble  a  greater  number  of  persons  to  join  in  the 
formance,  by  enlisting,  as  readers,  those  who 
Y  not  feel  willing  or  competent  to  take  a  part 
singers. 

The  Island  of  Zea,  where  the  scene  is  laid,  was 
ed  by  the  ancients  Ceos,  and  was  the  birthplace 
Simonides,  Bocchylides,  and  other  eminent 
sons.  An  account  of  its  present  state  may  be 
ad  in  the  Travels  of  Dr.  Clarke,  who  says, 
t  **  it  appeared  to  him  to  be  the  best  cultivated 
iny  of  the  Grecian  Isles." — Vol.  vi.  p.  174. 

T.  M. 
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FIRST  EVENING. 

The  sky  is  bright — the  breeze  is  fair, 
**  And  the  mainsail  flowing,  full  and  free- 


**  Our  farewell  word  is  woman's  pray'r, 
**  And  the  hope  before  us — Liberty! 

"  Farewell,  farewelL 
'*  To  Greece  we  give  our  shining  Uadei 
"  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  H 

**  The  moon  is  in  the  heavens  above, 
**  And  the  wind  is  on  the  foaming  sea*- 

**^  Thus  shines  the  star  of  woftian's  love 
"  On  the  glorious  strife  of  Liberty  I 

"  Farewell,  flirewelL 
**  To  Greece  we  give  our  thining  Uadei 
**  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zetn  Ml 


Thus  sung  they  from  the  hark,  that  nov 
Tum'd  to  the  sea  its  gallant  prow, 
Bearing  within  it  hearts  as  brmve, 
As  e'er  sought  Freedom  o*er  the  wtve ; 
And  leaving  on  that  islet's  shore, 

Where  still  the  &rewell  beacons  bonii 
Friends,  that  shall  many  a  day  look  o'er 

The  long,  dim  sea  for  their  reCun. 

Virgin  of  Heaven  I  speed  their  way— 
Oh,  speed  their  way,— the 
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Of  Zea's  youth,  the  hope  and  stay 

Of  perealB  in  thmr  wintry  hour. 
The  love  ofmaideni,  and  the  pride 
Of  the  young,  happpi»  hloahing  bride, 
Whose  naptial  wreath  has  not  yet  died — 
All,  sll  are  in  that  preeions  berk. 

Which  now,  alas,  no  more  is  seen — 
Though  erery  eye  still  tarns  to  mark 

The  moonlight  spot  where  it  had  been. 

Vunly  yon  look,  ye  maidens,  sires. 

And  mothers,  yonr  belov'd  are  gone !— • 
Now  may  yon  qnench  those  signal  fires, 

Whose  light  they  long  look'd  back  upon 
Fnnn  their  dark  deck — watching  the  flame 

As  fut  it  fiided  from  their  view. 
With  thooghts,  diat,  bnt  for  manly  shame, 

Had  made  ihem  droop  and  weep  like  yon. 
Home  to  yonr  chambers  t  home,  and  pray 
For  the  bright  coming  of  that  day. 
When,  bless'd  by  heaTcn,  the  Cross  shall  sweep 
The  Crescent  from  the  iEgean  deep. 
And  yonr  braTe  warriors,  hast'ning  back. 
Will  bring  snch  glories  in  their  track. 
As  shall,  fbr  many  an  age  to  come. 
Shed  light  aroond  their  name  and  home. 

There  is  a  Fount  on  Zea's  isle. 
Round  which,  in  soft  luxuriance,  smile 
All  the  sweet  flowers,  of  every  kind. 

On  which  the  sun  of  Greece  looks  down, 

Pleas'd  as  a  lover  on  the  crown 
His  mistren  fbr  her  brow  hath  twin'd. 
When  he  beholds  each  floweret  there. 
Himself  had  wish'd  her  most  to  wear ; 
Here  bloom'd  the  laurel-rose  <,  whose  wreath 

Hangs  radiant  round  the  Gypriot  shrines. 
And  here  those  bramble-flowers,  that  breathe 

Their  odour  into  Zante's  wines :  — > 
The  splendid  woodbine,  that,  at  eve. 

To  grace  their  floral  diadems. 
The  lovely  maids  of  Patmos  weave : — 3 

And  that  &ir  plant,  whose  tangled  stems 
Shine  like  a  Nere!d*s  hair**,  when  spread, 
Dishevell'd,  o'er  her  azure  bed ; — 
All  these  bright  children  of  the  clime, 
(Each  at  its  own  most  genial  time. 
The  summer,  or  the  year's  sweet  prime,) 
Like  beautiful  earth-stars,  adorn 
The  Valley,  where  that  Fount  is  bom  : 

t  **  Nerhmi  Oleander.  In  Cyprut  it  retaini  ita  ancient 
i,  Rhodadapbne,  and  the  C^riota  adorn  their  churches 
*1lh  the  flower«  on  tout-^y,**'— Journal  qfDr.  SibUnorpe^ 
W^fpi^B  Twrkqi.  *  Id. 

*  Looioara  Ca|»rifo]iaBi,  used  by  the  girlt  of  Patmoe  for 


While  round,  to  grace  its  cradle  green. 
Groups  of  Velani  oaks  are  seen, 
Tow'ring  on  every  verdant  height — 
Tall,  shadowy,  in  the  evening  light, 
Like  Genii,  set  to  watch  the  birth 
Of  some  enchanted  child  of  earth — 
Fair  oaks,  that  over  Zea's  vales. 

Stand  with  their  leafy  pride  unfuri'd ; 
While  Commerce,  from  her  thousand  sails. 

Scatters  their  fruit  throughout  the  world  I  * 

'Twas  here  — as  soon  as  prayer  and  sleep 
(Those  truest  friends  to  all  who  weep) 
Had  lighten'd  every  heart,  and  made 
Ev'n  sorrow  wear  a  softer  shade — 
'Twas  here,  in  this  secluded  spot. 

Amid  whose  breathings  calm  and  sweet 
Grief  might  be  sooth'd,  if  not  forgot. 

The  Zean  nymphs  resolv'd  to  meet 
Each  evening  now,  by  the  same  light 
That  saw  their  farewell  tears  that  nig^t ; 
And  try,  if  sound  of  lute  and  song, 

If  wand'ring  'mid  the  moonlight  flowers 
In  various  talk,  could  charm  along 

With  lighter  step,  the  ling'ring  hours. 
Till  tidings  of  that  Bark  should  come, 
Or  Victory  waft  their  warriors  home ! 

When  first  they  met — the  wonted  smile 

Of  greeting  having  gleam'd  awhile — 

'Twould  touch  ev'n  Moslem  heart  to  see 

The  sadness  that  came  suddenly 

O'er  their  young  brows,  when  they  look'd  round 

Upon  that  bright,  enchanted  ground ; 

And  thought,  how  many  a  time,  with  those 

Who  now  were  gone  to  the  rude  wars, 
They  there  had  met,  at  evening's  close. 

And  danc'd  till  mom  outshone  the  stars  I 

But  seldom  long  doth  hang  th'  eclipse 

Of  sorrow  o'er  such  youthful  breasts — 
The  breath  from  her  own  blushing  lips. 

That  on  the  maiden's  mirror  rests. 
Not  swifter,  lighter  from  the  glass. 
Than  sadness  from  her  brow  doth  pass. 
Soon  did  they  now,  as  round  the  Well 

They  sat,  beneath  the  rising  moon — 
And  some,  with  voice  of  awe,  would  tell 
Of  ffildnight  fays,  and  nymphs  who  dwell 

In  holy  founts — while  some  would  tune 

*  Cuscuta  europna.  "  From  the  twivting  and  twining  of 
the  •terac,  it  i«  compared  by  the  Greelis  to  the  dishevelled 
hair  of  the  Nereids."  —  IValpole'M  Tmrkey. 

^  "  The  produce  of  the  island  in  these  acorns  alone  amounts 
annually  to  fifteen  thousand  quintals.*' .—  Clarke's  TraveiM. 
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Their  idle  lutee.  thai  now  hod  lain. 

SONG.                       ^H 

For  dnys,  wilbont  a  single  etrjin  j  — 

And  others,  from  the  reel  apart. 

A«  o'er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  Maid   ^H 

With  Uugb  thot  lold  (he  lighten'd  heart. 

In  love-uck  langnor  hung  her  >><*'^^| 

Bal,  whisp"riiig  in  each  other's  ear 

Ucknowing  where  her  fingers  slray'<(^^| 

Secreu,  that  aU  in  turn  would  bear  :— 

She  weeping  tarn'd  away,  nnd  SBid,^^^ 

"  Ob.  my  sweet  Mother^'lis  in  yai^H 

80  ewiftiy  steal  iheir  grief*  "way. 

That  manjanympK though  pleas'dtheirhile, 

"  So  wilder'd  is  my  hean  and  brain   ^H 

"  With  thinking  of  that  yinilh  I  lo^H 

And  Eigh'd  to  think  she  coahl  be  ga;. 

Agsin  Ibe  web  she  tried  to  trace,         ^H 

Among  these  maidens  there  was  one, 

But  lean  fell  o'er  each  tangled  tl»^^| 

Kto  to  Leucadiailale  had  been  — 

While,  looking  in  her  mother's  bee,  ^^H 

Had  stood,  beneath  the  evening  sun. 

Who  walebfol  o'er  her  lean'd,  she  ^H 

On  its  while  tow'ring  elifis.  and  seen 

"  Oh.  roy  sweet  Mother-'lis  in  vain'^l 

The  very  ipot  where  Snppba  song 

Her  swan-like  music,  ere  she  spruog 

•■  So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  htaiQ 

(Still  holding,  in  thai  f&afal  leap, 

■'  With  thinking  of  thai  youth  Hovel' 

By  her  loy'd  lyre,)  into  the  drap, 

And  dying  qocnch'd  the  fiital  fire. 

^ 

At  once,  of  both  ber  heart  and  lyre. 

A  silence  fnUow'd  this  sweet  air,              ^^ 

Mutely  Ihey  lislen'd  all— and  well 

As  each  is  tender  musing  ilwid.         ^^M 

Did  the  young  travell'd  mnidcn  tell 

Thinking,  with  lips  ihai  mov'd  in  pnty'^H 

Of  the  dread  height  10  which  Ihsf  steep 

Of  Sappho  and  that  fearfol  Bood  :       ^H 

Beetles  above  the  eddying  deep— J 

'\\'h>1e  some,  who  ne'er  till  now  had  knd^H 

Of  the  lone  sea-birda.  wheeling  round 

How  much  their  hearla  resamhled  1>^H 

The  diaiy  edge  with  mournful  sound— 

Fell  as  they  made  her  griefs  their  own.  ^H 

And  of  those  scented  lillie,'  found 

That  Ihof,  too,  were  Love's  <ronhippl^^| 

8^11  blooDking  on  that  fearful  place- 

^M 

As  if  call'd  up  by  Love,  to  grace 

At  length  a  murmur,  all  but  mnle,          ^H 

Th'  immortid  spot,  o'er  which  Ibe  last 

So  tkint  it  was,  came  &Dm  the  Inte           ^H 

Bright  footsteps  of  his  marljr  pass'd! 

Of  a  young  melancholy  maid,                    ^H 
^Vbose  fingers,  all  uncertain  play'd         ^H 

THiile  fiwh  to  ev'ry  listener's  thought 

From  chord  to  chord,  as  if  in  chaae          ^ 

These  legends  of  Leucadia  brought 

Of  some  lost  melody,  some  altun                 " 

All  that  of  Sappho's  hapless  flume 

Of  other  times,  »hose  faded  ttaee 

Is  kept  alive,  still  wateb'd  by  Fame- 

Sbe  sought  among  those  chords  tgtia.           ii 

The  maiden,  tuning  her  soft  lute. 

Slowly  the  balf-fbrgotteit  theme               ^i 

While  all  the  rest  stood  round  her,  mule. 

(Though  bom  in  fci'lings  ne'er  fbrgoQj^H 

Thus  skelch'd  the  laoguiKhmcnt  ol'soul, 

Came  to  ber  memory — as  a  beam           ^^| 

Thai  o'er  the  lender  Lesbian  stole ; 

Falls  broken  o'er  «ame  shaded  spot  i'^H 

And.  in  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  lone 

And  >»hile  her  lute's  sad  symphony        ^H 

Fancy  might  deem  the  Lesbian's  own. 

Fill'd  up  each  sighing  pau«i  between  ^H 

One  of  those  fervid  fragments  gave. 

And  I^ve  himself  might  weep  to  s«e     ^^M 

Which8till.-like  sparkles  of  Greek  Fire. 

What  ruin  comes  where  he  hath  tiMB'^| 

Undying,  ev'n  benealb  the  wave,— 

As  wither'd  still  the  grass  is  fbund 

Bum  on  through  Time,  and  ne'er  eipire. 

Where  (hys  have  danc'd  their  merry  ronnil- 

1  NowSKiaMKit.— ih*lilind,(toiowhoHclM-i8»ppho 

'  S»  Mr.  Goumuon-i  T«j  latemtliw  ilBcrtlKlim  <J  lU 

l«t«1lai'>tl..t». 

rhu  twauUtul  Iragairax  of  Svph".  l»alonin«  n«^  -in* 

(tei^rim'i  loman  tOei. 
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Thns  amply  to  the  list'iiiiig  throng 
She  breath'd  her  melaneholy  song  *  — 


SONG. 


Wekpino  for  thee,  my  loTe,  through  the  long  day, 

Lonely  and  wearily  life  wears  away. 

Weeping  for  thee,  my  love,  through  the  long 

night — 
Ko  reft  in  darknew,  no  joy  in  light ! 
Nought  left  hot  Memory,  whose  dreary  tread 
Sounds  through  this  min*d  heart,  where  all  lies 

dead- 
Wakening  the  echo's  of  joy  long  fled! 


Thus  sung  the  song  her  lover  late 
Had  sung  to  her — the  eve  before 
That  joyous  night,  when,  as  of  yore. 

All  Zea  met,  to  celebrate 
The  Feast  of  May,  on  the  sea-shore. 


Of  many  a  stanxa,  this  alone 
Had  scaped  oblivion — like  the  one 
Stray  fragment  of  a  wreck,  which  thrown. 
With  the  lost  vessel's  name,  ashore. 
Tells  who  they  were  that  live  no  more. 

When  thns  the  heart  is  in  a  vein 

Of  tender  thought,  the  simplest  strain 

Can  touch  it  with  peculiar  power 

As  when  the  air  is  warm,  the  scent 
Of  the  most  wild  and  rustic  flower 

Can  fill  the  whole  rich  element — 
And,  in  such  moods,  the  homeliest  tone 
That's  link'd  with  feelings,  once  our  own  - 
With  friends  or  joys  gone  by — will  be 
Worth  choirs  of  loftiest  harmony  ! 

But  some  there  were,  among  the  group 

Of  damsels  there,  too  light  of  heart 
To  let  their  spirits  longer  droop, 

Ev*n  under  music's  melting  art ; 
And  one  upspringing,  with  a  bound. 
From  a  low  bank  of  flowers,  look'd  round 
With  eyes  that,  though  so  full  of  light. 

Had  still  a  trembling  tear  within  ; 
And,  while  her  fingers,  in  swift  flight, 

Flew  o'er  a  fairy  mandolin. 


*  This  word  U  defrauded  here,  I  luspect,  of  a  syllable ;  Dr. 
htrfce,  tf  I  recollect  right,  makei  it  "  Balalaika." 
s  *  I  Mw  above  thirtj  parties  engaged  in  dancing  the  Ro- 
upon  the  sand ;  in  some  of  those  groups,  the  girl  who 
cbaaed  the  retreating  wvre"~-Douglai  on  the  Modem 


SONG. 


When  the  Balaika  ^ 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
m  dance  the  Romaika 

By  moonlight  with  thee. 
If  waves  then,  advancing, 

Should  steal  on  our  play. 
Thy  white  feet,  in  dancing. 

Shall  chase  them  away.  ^ 
When  the  Balaika 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
Thoult  dance  the  Romaika, 

My  own  love,  with  me. 

Then,  at  the  closing 

Of  each  merry  lay, 
How  sweet  'tis,  reposing, 

Beneath  the  night  ray  ! 
Or  if,  declining. 

The  moon  leave  the  skies. 
We'll  talk  by  the  shining 

Of  each  other's  eyes. 

Oh  then,  how  featly 

The  dance  we'll  renew. 
Treading  so  fleetly 

Its  light  mazes  through  i^ 
Till  stars,  looking  o'er  us 

From  heaven's  high  bow'rs, 
"Would  change  their  bright  chorus 

For  one  dance  of  ours  1 
When  the  Balaika 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
Thou'lt  dance  the  Romaika, 

My  own  love,  with  me. 


s  «*  In  dancing  the  Romaika  (says  Mr.  Douglas)  they  begin 
and  solemn  step  till  they  have  gained  the  time,  bat 
the  air  becomes  more  sprightly ;  the  conductress 


How  changingly  for  ever  veers 

The  heart  of  youth,  'twixt  smiles  and  tears  ! 


of  the  dance  sometimes  setting  to  her  partner,  sometimes 
darting  before  the  rest,  and  leading  them  through  the  most 
rapid  revolutions;  sometimes  crossing  under  the  hands, 
which  are  held  up  to  let  her  pass,  and  giving  as  much  Iitc- 
liness  and  intricacy  as  she  can  to  the  figures,  into  which  she 
conducts  her  companions,  while  their  business  is  to  follow  her 
In  all  her  moTcments,  without  breaking  the  chain,  or  losing 
the  measure." 


p 
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Ev'd  u  in  April,  the  light  vaoe 

And  as  their  glossy  locks,  tri  free.         _f 

Now  points  to  Bonshine,  now  to  rain. 

Instant  llm  lively  Iny  dispell'd 

YoD  might  have  dream'd  yon  saw  i  ditOI 

The  ahndow  (torn  each  blooming  broir, 

Of  youthful  Thyads,  by  the  bean 

And  Dancing,  jojous  Dsooing,  held 

or  a  May  moon,  bounding  along 

Full  empire  o'er  each  fancy  dow. 

Penens-  silver-eddied  •  stream  1 

Bui  Biijr— idSo(  flhail  the  raeasore  be  ? 

And  now  they  stepp-d,  with  measar-d  a 

<■  Shall  we  the  old  Romaika  tread, 

Martially,  o'er  the  shining  field  ; 

(Some  eager  asfc-d)  ■'  ss  nnci^nlly 

Now.  lo  the  mimic  combat  led 

■■  -rwBB  by  the  maids  of  Del™  led. 

(A  heroine  at  each  squadron's  head}. 

"  When,  rIow  at  first,  then  circling  faH, 

Struck  lanec  is  hmce  and  sword  M  A 

1 

"  As  the  gay  BpiriM  rose— at  last. 

While  slill,  (hroogh  every  varying  fiM| 

1 

■■  With  hand  in  hand,  like  links,  enlock'd. 

Their  voices,  heard  in  cnnlrasi  nreel 

1 

'■  Through  the  light  air  they  secm'd  to  flit 

Wiih  some,  of  deep  but  toftcn'd  mrum^ 

' 

From  lips  of  aged  sires  aroDnd, 

"  The  dasiled  eye  that  follow'd  it  f  " 

Who  smiling  wateh'd  their  ch'ddren'i  jl 

Some  cdl"d  aloud  "  the  Fountain  Ounce ! "  — 

Thus  sung  the  ancient  Pyrrhic  lay  :— 

While  one  young,  dark-ey'd  Ainaion. 

, 

Whose  step  was  air-like,  and  whose  glance 

1 

FlMh-d,  like  a  sabre  m  the  sun. 

1 

1 

■'  And  languid  siralaa  we  hear  «o  ofl. 

SONG. 

"  Daughters  of  Freedom  1  have  not  we 

"  Leam'd  from  our  lovers  and  onr  aires 

"  Raise  the  buckler— pc^  the  lance- 

"  The  Dance  of  Qreeee,  while  Greece  vox  free— 

■■  Now  here— now  there  — rttreal-adnu 

"  That  Dance,  where  neither  flutes  nor  lyres. 

"  But  BWDid  and  shield  cbsh  on  the  ear 

Such  were  ihe  sounds,  to  which  the  wurlor  VT 

"  A  music  tyronU  quake  to  hear  ?  ' 

Danc'd  b  those  happy  days,  when  GKete  •■! 

"  Heroines  of  Zea,  iirm  with  me, 

free; 

"  And  dance  the  dance  of  Victory  I  ■" 

When  Sparta's  yoolh,  evn  in  the  honr  of  joj. 
Thus  irain'd  their  steps  to  war  and  victor;. 

Thui  saying,  she,  with  playful  grace. 

"  Raise  ihe  buckler— poise  the  laore- 

IriMs'd  the  wide  hat,  that  o'er  her  ftce 

"  Now  here— now  there— retreat —advant* ! " 

(From  Anatolia*  came  the  maid) 

Such  was  the  Spartan  warriors'  dance. 

"  Grasp  tile  falchion— gird  the  shield  — 

And.  with  a  fair  youug  armourer's  aid. 

"  Attack— defend— do  aU,  but  yield." 

Fixing  it  on  her  rounded  arm. 

A  mimic  shield  with  pride  dispUy'd  ; 

Thus  did  thy  sons,  oh  Greece,  one  glorioo*  nigtn. 

Then,  springing  low'rds  a  grove  that  spread 

Dance  by  a  moon  like  this,  till  o'er  the  »■ 

lis  cBDopy  of  foliage  near, 

That  morning  dawn'd  by  whose  immonal  ligln 

Pluck'd  off  a  lance-like  Iwtg,  and  sud, 

They  nobly  died  for  thee  and  litany  \> 

■■  To  arms,  to  arms  1 "  while  o'er  her  head 

"  Raise  the  buckler- poise  the  Unce— 

She  wuv'd  the  light  branch,  as  a  spear. 

"  Now  here  — now  there— retreat- advMnffl 

Such  was  the  Spartan  heroes'  dance.              ■ 

Promptly  the  laughing  maidens  oil 

■ 

Obey'd  their  ChieFs  heroic  coU  ;  — 

fl 

■ 

Hat,  turban,  shawl,  as  chance  might  he  ; 

■ 

The  grove,  their  verdant  armourj. 

Scarce  had  they  elos'd  thia  maiikl  I^H 

1 

Falchion  and  lance  >  alike  supplied  i 

When,  flin^g  Iheir  light  (pears  mJP^ 

'  For  II  drKrlplliia  of  the  Pvrrl>>°  Ouue.  ■«  Do  Guiri,  Ic 

>  Tl..  .word  wu  ib>  >t<4»D  tbMj  .Ml  Ir.  thb  imm. 

aiDonj  Ibt  uiclmu,  fsmeltoH  p»rfonnrd  ^  CiMUls. 

•  S»  lh<-  nuKw  or  (bi  Gmk  waiaen  of  NuolU  lu  (W- 

tflUm-t  Mmn  do  Ultosou. 
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The  combatants,  in  broken  ranks. 
All  breathless  from  the  war-field  fly ; 

And  down,  npon  the  relvet  banks 
And  flow'ry  slopes,  exhausted  lie. 

Like  rosy  huntresses  of  Thrace, 

Resting  at  sunset  from  the  chase. 

**  Fond  girls ! "  an  aged  Zean  said — 

One  who^  himself,  had  fought  and  bled. 

And  now,  with  feelings,  half  delight. 

Half  sadness,  watch*d  their  mimic  fight — 

**  Fond  maids !  who  thus  with  War  can  jest — 

**  Like  Lore,  in  Mars's  helmet  drest, 

**  When,  in  his  childish  innocence, 

**  Pleased  with  the  shade  that  helmet  flings, 
**  He  thinks  not  of  the  blood,  that  thence 

**  Is  dropping  o'er  his  snowy  wings. 
**  Ay — true  it  is,  young  patriot  maids, 

"  If  Honour's  arm  still  won  the  fray, 
**  If  luck  but  shone  on  righteous  blades, 

**  War  were  a  game  for  gods  to  play  I 
**  But,  no,  alas !  —  hear  one,  who  well 

^  Hath  track'd  the  fortunes  of  the  brave — 
"  Hear  sie,  in  mournful  ditty,  tell 

**  What  glory  waits  the  patriot's  grave : " — 


SONG. 


As  by  the  shore,  at  break  of  day, 
A  vanquish'd  Chief  expiring  lay. 
Upon  the  sands,  with  broken  sword. 

He  trac'd  his  farewell  to  the  Free ; 
And,  there,  the  last  unfinished  word 

He  dying  wrote  was  "  Liberty !  " 

At  night  a  Sea-bird  shriek'd  the  knell 
Of  him  who  thus  for  Freedom  fell ; 
The  words  he  wrote,  ere  evening  came. 

Were  cover*d  by  the  sounding  sea;  — 
So  pass  away  the  cause  and  name 

Of  him  who  dies  for  Liberty ! 


That  tribute  of  subdued  applause 
A  charm'd,  but  timid,  audience  pays. 

That  murmur,  which  a  minstrel  draws 
From  hearts,  that  feel,  but  fear  to  praise, 

Follow'd  this  song,  and  left  a  pause 


1  **  This  morninf  we  paid  our  rfsit  to  the  C«ve  ol  Tro. 
ffcciofcii,  and  the  Foantaiiu  ci  Memory  and  Oblirioo,  jnat 


Of  silence  after  it,  that  hung 
Like  a  fix'd  spell  on  every  tongue. 

At  length,  a  low  and  tremulous  sound 
Was.  heard  from  midst  a  group,  that  round 
A  bashful  maiden  stood,  to  hide 
Her  blushes,  while  the  lute  she  tried — 
Like  roses,  gath'ring  round  to  veil 
The  song  of  some  young  nightingale. 
Whose  trembling  notes  steal  out  between 
The  clustered  leaves,  herself  unseen. 
And,  while  that  voice,  in  tones  that  more 

Through  feeling  than  through  weakness  err'd. 
Came,  with  a  stronger  sweetness,  o'er 

Th'  attentive  ear,  this  strain  was  heard : — 


SONG. 


I  SAW,  f^m  yonder  silent  cave. 

Two  Fountains  running,  side  by  side. 
The  one  was  Memory's  limpid  wave. 

The  other  cold  Oblivion's  tide. 
**  Oh  Love ! "  said  I,  in  thoughtless  mood. 

As  deep  I  drank  of  Lethe's  stream, 
**  Be  all  my  sorrows  in  this  fiood 

^  Forgotten  like  a  vanish'd  dream  !  ** 

But  who  could  bear  that  gloomy  blank. 

Where  joy  was  lost  as  well  as  pain  ? 
Quickly  of  Memory's  fount  I  drank, 

And  brought  the  past  all  back  again ; 
And  said,  "  Oh  Love  !  whate'er  my  lot, 

"  Still  let  this  soul  to  thee  be  true — 
"  Rather  than  have  one  bliss  forgot, 

**  Be  all  my  pains  remember'd  too ! " 


The  group  that  stood  around,  to  shade 
The  blushes  of  that  bashful  maid, 
Had,  by  degrees,  as  came  the  lay 
More  strongly  forth,  retir'd  away, 
Like  a  fair  shell,  whose  valves  divide. 
To  show  the  fairer  pearl  inside : 
For  such  she  was — a  creature,  bright 

And  delicate  as  those  day-flow'rs. 
Which,  while  they  last,  make  up.  in  light 

And  sweetness,  what  they  want  in  hours. 


upon  the  vater  of  Hircjna,  vhich  flows  through  stupendotu 
roclu.'*^  fVaUamM'i  Travels  in  Greeer. 


MOOEE'S  WORKS. 


So  rich  opon  ihe  car  had  grown 
Hfr  voice's  melody — 'tis  taat 
Oath'ring  new  courage,  as  il  found 
Ad  ecbo  in  each  bosom  round  — 
That,  ere  the  njinph,  with  downcast  eye 
Still  on  the  chords,  her  Icte  hud  by, 
"  Aoolber  Song,"  all  lips  exclaioi'd. 
And  each  tome  matchlees  fsT'rile  oata'd ; 
While  blushing,  aa  her  flagKn  ntn 
O'er  tbe  sweet  chords,  she  thus  begso :  — 


SONG. 

Ob,  Memarj.  how  coldly 

Thou  paintesi  joy  gone  by: 
Like  rainbows,  thy  pictures 

But  mournfully  shine  and  die. 
Or,  if  some  lints  thou  keepest. 

That  former  days  recall, 
As  o'er  each  line  thou  wevpest, 

Thy  tears  efface  tbem  oR 

But,  Memory,  loo  truly 

Thou  puntest  grief  that's  past ; 
Joy's  coloura  an;  fltL-ting, 

Hut  thosu  of  Sorrow  last. 
And,  while  thou  bring'el  before  us 

Dork  pictures  of  past  ill, 
Life's  evening,  etoslng  o'er  us, 

But  mokes  theio  darker  sliU. 


So  went  Ihc  moonlight  hours  along, 
lo  this  sweet  glude;  and  so,  with  song 
And  witching  soonds— not  such  as  they. 

The  cymbalists  of  Oasa,  play'd. 
To  chase  the  moon's  eclipse  away,' 

But  soft  and  holy — did  each  moid 
Lighten  her  heart's  eclipse  awhile, 
And  win  back  Sorrow  lo  a  smile. 

Not  far  from  this  secluded  place. 

On  ihe  tea-shore  a  ruin  stood;  — 
A  relic  of  th'  eitinguiah'd  race. 

Who  once  look'd  o'er  that  foamy  flood 
When  fair  loulis',  by  the  light 
Of  golden  sunset,  on  the  sight 

Of  mariners  who  ssU'd  that  sea. 


<  Thl>  11 


tt  ThHHii 


Rose,  like  a  city  of  chrysolite, 

Call'd  from  the  wave  by  *" 
This  ruin  — now  by  barb'roos  k 

Debas'd  into  a  motley  shed. 
Where  the  once  splendid  column  M 

Inverted  on  its  leafy  head  — 
Form'd,  as  the;  tell,  in  times  of  o 

The  dwelling  of  that  bard,  who 
Could  melt  to  tears  the  stem  and  cold. 

And  sadden,  'ui>d  their  mirth,  the  gaj— 
SimonideB>,  whose  fame,  ihrough  yean 
And  ages  past,  still  bright  appoais  — 
Like  Hesperus,  a  stir  of  tears  '. 

'Twas  hither  now — to  catch  a  view 

Of  the  white  waters,  as  they  play'd 
Silently  in  the  light— a  few 

Of  the  more  restless  damsels  stray'd ; 
And  some  would  linger  'mid  the  scent 

Of  banging  foliage,  (hat  perfmn'd 
The  mio'd  walls;  while  others  went. 

Culling  whatever  flow'ret  hloom'd 
In  the  lone  leafy  space  between. 
^^~here  gilded  chambers  once  had  been; 
Or,  lumiag  sadly  lo  the  sea. 

Sent  o'er  Ihe  wave  a  sigh  uoblest 
To  some  brave  champion  of  the  Free — 
Thinking,  alas,  how  cohl  might  be. 

At  that  sliil  hour,  his  place  of  rat! 

Iileanwhile  there  come  a  soond  of  song 
From  the  dork  ruins^a  feint  striin, 
As  if  some  echo,  that  among 
Those  minstrel  halts  hod  sluinber'd  Una, 


Werem 


m  ring  i 


jrlifeoJ 


But,  no  —  the  nymphs  knew  well 

A  maiden  of  their  Crun.  who  It 
Like  (he  night-bird,  to  sing  olon*. 

Had  deep  into  those  ruins  rov'd, 
And  there,  all  other  thoughts  forgot. 

Was  warbling  o'er,  in  lone  delight, 
A  lay  that,  on  that  very  spot. 

Her  lover  snug  one  moonlight 


Aal  where  are  they,  who  heard,  in 
The  Toice  of  Song  in  these  neglected  bi 

They  «c  gone  — all  gonel 
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The  youth,  who  told  his  pain  in  such  sweet  tone. 

That  all,  who  heard  him,  wish'd  his  pain  their  own — 

SONG. 

He  is  gone — he  is  gone! 

Here,  while  the  moonlight  dim 

And  she,  who,  while  he  sung,  sat  listening  by. 

Falls  on  that  mossy  brim. 

And  thought,  to  strains  like  these  'twere  sweet  to 

Sing  we  our  Fountain  Hymn, 

die— 

Maidens  of  Zeal 

She  is  gone — she  too  is  gone  I 

Nothing  but  Music's  strain. 

'Tis  thus,  in  future  hours,  some  bard  will  say 
Of  her,  who  hears,  and  him,  who  sings  this  lay — 
They  are  gone— they  both  are  gone! 


The  moon  was  now,  from  Heaven's  steep, 

Bending  to  dip  her  sil-v'ry  urn 
Into  the  bright  and  silent  deep — 

And  the  young  nymphs,  on  their  return 
From  those  romantic  ruins,  found 
Their  other  playmates,  rang'd  around 
The  sacred  Spring,  prepared  to  tune 
Their  parting  hymn  \  ere  sunk  the  moon. 
To  that  fiur  Fountain,  by  whose  stream 
Their  hearts  had  form'd  so  many  a  dream. 

Who  has  not  read  the  tales,  that  tell 
Of  old  Eleusis*  sacred  WeU, 
Or  heard  what  legend-songs  recount 
Of  Syra,  and  its  holy  Fount,« 
Gushing,  at  once,  from  the  bard  rock 

Into  the  laps  of  living  flowers  — 
Where  village  maidens  lov'd  to  flock, 

On  summer-nights,  and,  like  the  hours, 
Link'd  in  harmonious  dance  and  song, 
Charm 'd  the  unconscious  night  along; 
While  holy  pilgrims,  on  their  way 

To  Delos'  isle,  stood  looking  on, 
Enchanted  with  a  scene  so  gay. 

Nor  sought  their  boats,  till  morning  shone  ? 

Such  was  the  scene  this  lovely  glade 
And  its  fair  inmates  now  displayed. 
As  round  the  Fount,  in  linked  ring. 

They  went,  in  cadence  slow  and  light. 
And  thus  to  that  enchanted  Spring 

Warbled  their  Farewell  for  the  night : — 


I  Thew  **  Songt  of  the  Well,"  at  they  were  called  among 
the  aodenls,  still  exist  in  Greece.  De  Guys  tells  us  that  he 
las  seen  **  the  yooog  women  in  Prince's  Island,  assembled  in 
Ike  evening  at  a  public  well,  suddenly  strike  up  a  dance,  while 
•Ihcrs  song  in  cooeert  to  them." 

*  **  The  Inhabitants  of  Syra,  both  ancient  and  modem,  may 
■  "It  eoosklered  as  the  worthlppert  of  water.  The  old  fountain, 
i/^ai«hidi  the  nymphs  of  the  island  assembled  in  the  earliest 
^■pi,  exists  in  Its  origiDal  state ;  the  same  rendesTOOs  as  it  was 


When  Lovers  part  in  pain. 
Soothes,  till  they  meet  again. 
Oh,  Maids  of  Zea! 

Bright  Fount,  so  clear  and  cold. 
Round  which  the  nymphs  of  old 
Stood,  with  their  locks  of  gold. 

Fountain  of  Zea ! 
Not  even  Castaly, 
Fam'd  though  its  streamlet  be. 
Murmurs  or  shines  like  thee. 

Oh,  Fount  of  Zea! 

Thou,  while  our  hymn  we  sing. 
Thy  silver  voice  shall  bring. 
Answering,  answering. 

Sweet  Fount  of  Zea ! 
For,  of  all  rills  that  run. 
Sparkling  by  moon  or  sun. 
Thou  art  the  fairest  one. 

Bright  Fount  of  Zea ! 

Now,  by  those  stars  that  glance 
Over  heaven's  still  expanse, 
Weave  we  our  mirthful  dance, 

Daughters  of  Zea! 
Such  as,  in  former  days, 
Danc'd  they,  by  Dian's  rays. 
Where  the  Eurotas  strays,^ 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea! 

But  when  to  merry  feet 
Hearts  with  no  echo  beat. 
Say,  can  the  dance  be  sweet  ? 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 
No,  nought  but  Music's  strain. 
When  lovers  part  in  pain. 
Soothes,  till  they  meet  again. 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea ! 


formerly,  whether  of  love  and  gallantry,  or  of  gossiping  and 
tale-telling.  It  is  near  to  the  town,  and  the  most  limpid  water 
gushes  continually  Trom  the  solid  rock.  It  is  regarded  by  the 
inhabitants  with  a  degree  of  religious  veneration ;  and  they 
preserve  a  tradition,  that  the  pilgrims  of  old  time,  in  their  way 
to  Delos,  resorted  hither  for  purification."  —  Clarke. 

s         ••  Quails  in  Eurotse  ripis,  aut  per  Juga  Cynthi 
Exeroet  Diana  choros."—  Virgil. 
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SECOND  EVENING. 


SONG. 


When  erening  shades  are  falling 

0*er  Ocean's  sonny  sleep, 
To  pilgrims'  hearts  recalling 

Their  home  beyond  the  deep ; 
When,  rest  o'er  all  descending, 

The  shores  with  gladness  smile, 
And  lutes,  their  echoes  blending. 

Are  heard  from  isle  to  isle. 
Then,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, » 
We  pray,  we  pray,  to  thee  I 

The  noon-day  tempest  over. 

Now  Ocean  toils  no  more. 
And  wings  of  halcyons  borer. 

Where  all  was  strife  before. 
Oh  thus  may  life,  in  dosing 

Its  short  tempestuous  day. 
Beneath  hearen's  smile  reposing, 

Shine  all  its  storms  away: 
Thus,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
We  pray,  we  pray,  to  thee  I 


On  Belle's  sea  the  light  grew  dim. 
As  the  last  sounds  of  that  sweet  hymn 

Floated  along  its  azure  tide — 
Floated  in  light,  as  if  the  lay  ^ 

Had  mix*d  with  sunset's  fading  ray. 

And  light  and  song  together  died. 
So  soft  through  evening's  air  had  breath'd 
That  choir  of  youthful  voices,  wreath'd 
In  many-linked  harmony, 
That  boats,  then  hurrying  o'er  the  sea, 
Paus'd,  when  they  reach'd  this  fairy  shore. 
And  linger'd  till  the  strain  was  o'er. 

Of  those  young  maids  who've  met  to  fleet 

In  song  and  dance  this  evening's  hours, 
Far  happier  now  the  bosoms  beat. 

Than  when  they  last  adom'd  these  bowers; 
For  tidings  of  glad  sound  had  come, 

At  break  of  day,  from  the  far  isles — 
Tidings  like  breath  of  life  to  some — 
That  Zea's  sons  would  soon  wing  home, 

Crown'd  with  the  light  of  Vict'ry's  smiles 
To  meet  that  brightest  of  all  meeds 
That  wait  on  high,  heroic  deeds, 

1  One  of  the  titlei  of  the  Virgin:  —  "  Maria  illaminatrix, 
sire  StelU  Maris."  — If^ifor. 


When  gentle  eyes  that  teanx,  for  tears, 

Could  trace  the  warrior's  parting  tnttk. 
Shall,  like  a  misty  mom  that  dean. 
When  the  long-i^nt  son  appears. 
Shine  oat,  all  blist,  to  hail  him  bade 

How  fickle  still  the  yonthfol  breast!— 

More  fond  of  change  than  a  young  mooD, 
No  joy  so  new  was  e'er  possesa'd 

But  Tonth  would  leave  for  newer  soon. 
These  Zean  nymphs,  though  bri^t  the  spot, 

Where  first  they  held  their  evening  play, 
As  ever  fell  to  &iry's  lot 

To  wanton  o'er  by  midnight's  ray. 
Had  now  exchanged  that  shdter*d  scene 

For  a  wide  glade  beside  the  sea — 
A  lawn,  whose  soft  expanse  of  green 

Tum'd  to  the  west  sun  smilingly. 
As  though,  in  consdons  beanty  bright, 
It  joy'd  to  give  him  light  for  light 

And  ne'er  did  evening  more  serene 
Look  down  fhmi  heav'n  on  lovelier  seene. 
Calm  lay  the  flood  aronnd,  while  fleet. 

O'er  the  blue  shining  element. 
Light  barks,  as  if  with  fairy  feet 

That  stirr'd  not  the  hnsh'd  waters,  went; 
Some  that,  ere  rosy  eve  fell  o*er 

The  blushing  wave,  with  mainsail  free, 
Had  put  forth  firom  the  Attic  shore, 

Or  the  near  Isle  of  Ebony;*- 
Some,  Hydriot  barks,  that  deep  in  caves 

Beneath  Colonna's  pillar'd  cliflBi, 
Had  all  day  lurk'd,  and  o'er  the  waves 

Now  shot  their  long  and  dart-like  ski& 
Woe  to  the  crafl,  however  fleet. 
These  sea-hawks  in  their  course  shall  meet, 
Laden  with  juice  of  Lesbian  vines. 
Or  rich  from  Naxos'  emery  mines ; 
For  not  more  sure,  when  owlets  flee 
O'er  the  dark  crags  of  Pendelee, 
Doth  the  night-falcon  mark  his  prey. 
Or  pounce  on  it  more  fleet  than  they. 

And  what  a  moon  now  lights  the  glade 

Where  these  young  island  nymphs  are  n 
Fu11-orb*d,  yet  pure,  as  if  no  shade 
Had  touch'd  its  virgin  lustre  yet ; 
And  freshly  bright,  as  if  just  made 
By  Love's  own  hands,  of  new-bom  light 
Stol'n  from  his  mother's  star  to-night 

On  a  bold  rock,  that  o'er  the  flood 
Jutted  flrom  that  soft  glade,  there  stood 
A  Chapel,  frontmg  tow'rds  the  sea, — 
Built  in  some  by-gone  centory, — 
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Hk  pnjer,  as  mum  as  breathed,  was  heard ; 

His  pallet,  tooch'd  bj  Lore,  grew  warm. 
And  Pointing  saw  her  hues  tranaferr'd 

From  lifeless  flow'rs  to  woman's  form. 
SciU  as  from  tint  to  tint  he  stole. 

The  £ur  design  shone  oat  the  more. 
And  there  was  now  a  life,  a  soul. 

Where  only  cokmrs  glow*d  before. 

Then  first  carnations  leam*d  to  speak. 

And  lillies  into  life  were  broogfat; 
While,  mantling  on  the  maiden*s  cheek, 

Toong  roses  kindled  into  thooghL 
Then  hyacinths  their  darkest  dyes 

Upon  the  locks  of  Beanty  threw ; 
And  riolets,  transformed  to  eyes, 

Inshrin*d  a  sool  within  their  bine. 

CHORUS. 

Blest  be  Love,  to  whom  we  owe 

All  that's  fidr  and  bright  below. 

SoDg  was  cold  and  Painting  dim 

Till  song  and  Painting  leam*d  from  him. 


SooK  as  the  scene  had  clos'd,  a  cheer 

Of  gentle  roices,  old  and  youngs 
Rose  from  the  groups  that  stood  to  hear 

This  tale  of  yore  so  aptly  smig ; 
And  while  some  nymphs,  in  haste  to  tell 
The  workers  of  that  fidry  spell 
How  crown'd  with  praise  their  task  had  been. 
Stole  in  behind  the  curtained  scene, 
The  rest,  in  happy  converse  stray'd — 

Talking  that  ancient  love-tale  o'er — 
Some,  to  the  groves  that  skirt  the  glade, 

Some,  to  the  chapel  by  the  shore, 
To  look  what  lights  were  on  the  sea. 
And  think  of  th*  absent  silently. 

But  soon  that  summons,  known  so  well 
Through  bowV  and  hall,  in  Eastern  lands. 

Whose  sound,  more  sure  than  gong  or  bell. 
Lovers  and  slaves  alike  commands,  — 
The  clapping  of  young  female  hands, 

>  The  trareller  Shaw  mentions  a  heautirul  rill  In  Barbary, 
which  is  received  into  a  large  bason  called  SMrub  wee  krub^ 
"Drink  and  away,"— there  being  great  danger  of  meeting 
with  thieves  and  assassins  in  such  places. 

*  The  Arabian  shepherd  has  apeculiar  ceremony  in  weaning 
the  young  camel :  when  the  proper  time  arrircs,  he  turns  the 
camel  towards  the  rising  star,  Canopus,  and  says,  "  Do  you 
tee  Canopus  ?  ft-om  this  moment  you  taste  not  another  drop 
of  milk."  —  Riekardton. 

'  "  Whoorer  returns  from  a  pilgrimage  to  Mecca  hangs 


Calls  back  the  groopt  from  rock  and  field 
To  see  some  new-fbrm'd  scene  rereal'd  ;— 
And  fleet  and  eager,  down  the  slopes 
Of  the  green  gjade,  like  antelopes, 
Wlien,  in  their  thint,  they  hear  the  sound 
Of  distant  rilla,  the  light  nymphs  boond. 

Far  different  now  the  scene — a  waste 
Of  Libyan  sands,  by  moonlight*s  ray ; 

An  ancient  well,  whoeoo  were  trac*d 
The  warning  words,  for  soch  as  stray 
Unarmed  there,  ** Drink  and  away !" > 

While,  near  it,  from  the  night-ray  screen'd, 
And  like  his  bells,  in  hnsh*d  repose, 

A  camel  slept — yoong  as  if  wean*d 
When  last  the  star,  Canopus,  rose.* 

Soch  was  the  back-groond*s  silent  scene  ;— 

While  nearer  lay,  &st  slnmVring  too^ 
In  a  rude  tent,  with  brow  serene, 

A  yonth  whose  cheeks  of  way-worn  hse 
And  pilgrim-bonnet,  told  the  tale 
That  he  had  been  to  Mecca's  Vale : 
Happly  in  pleasant  dreams,  er'n  now 

Thinking  the  long  wish'd  hour  is  come 

When,  o*er  the  well-known  porch  at  hone, 
His  hand  shall  hang  the  aloe  bongfa — 
Trophy  of  his  accmnplish'd  vow.  ^ 
But  brief  his  dream — for  now  the  call 

Of  the  camp-chieft  from  rear  to  van, 
"  Bind  on  yonr  burdens  S"*  wakes  up  all 

The  widely  slumbVing  caravan  ; 
And  thus  meanwhile,  to  greet  the  ear 

Of  the  young  pilgrim  as  he  wakes, 
The  song  of  one  who,  lingering  near. 

Had  watch*d  his  slumber,  cheerly  breaks. 


SONG. 


Up  and  march !  the  timbrel's  sound 
Wakes  the  slumVring  camp  around ; 
Fleet  thy  hour  of  rest  hath  gone, 
Armed  sleeper,  up,  and  on ! 
Long  and  weary  is  our  way 
0*er  the  burning  sands  to-day ; 


this  plant  (the  mitre-shi^wd  Aloe)  orer  bb 

token  of  his  baring  performed  this  holy  joumcj.**— Ahm 

quist. 

*  This  form  of  notice  to  the  cararans  to  prepare  tat  mard 
ing  was  applied  by  Hafli  to  the  necessity  of  relinqvishtai 
the  pleasures  of  this  world,  and  preparing  for  deatb :  —  **  Fa 
me  what  room  is  there  for  pleasure  In  the  bower  of  BmsQ 
when  every  moment  the  bell  makes  proclamatioo,  *  Biai  a 
your  burdens?'" 
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But  to  pilgrim's  homeward  feet 
£t*ii  the  desert* B  path  is  sweet 

When  we  lie  at  dead  of  night. 
Looking  np  to  heaven's  light. 
Hearing  bat  the  watchman's  tone 
Faintly  channting  ** God  is  one,"  ^ 
Oh  what  thoughts  then  o'er  ns  come 
Of  our  distant  Tillage  home, 
Where  that  channt,  when  ev'ning  sets, 
Sounds  from  all  the  minarets. 

Cheer  thee  t  — soon  shall  signal  lights. 
Kindling  o'er  the  Red  Sea  heights, 
Tftniilmg  quick  from  man  to  man. 
Hail  our  coming  carayan  :* 
Think  what  bliss  that  hour  wiU  be! 
Looks  of  home  again  to  see, 
And  our  names  again  to  hear 
Murmnr'd  out  by  voices  dear. 


So  pass'd  the  desert  dream  away, 
Fleeting  as  his  who  heard  this  lay. 
Hor  long  the  pause  between,  nor  mov'd 

The  spell-bound  audience  from  that  spot ; 
While  still,  as  usual.  Fancy  rov'd 

On  to  the  joy  that  yet  was  not ; — 
Fancy,  who  hath  no  present  home, 
But  builds  her  bower  in  scenes  to  come. 
Walking  for  ever  in  a  light 
That  flows  frt>m  regions  out  of  sight. 

But  see,  by  gradual  dawn  descried, 
A  mountain  realm — ragged  as  e'er 
Uprais'd  to  heav'n  its  summits  bare. 

Or  told  to  earth,  with  frown  of  pride, 
That  Freedom's  falcon  nest  was  there, 

Too  high  for  hand  of  lord  or  king 

To  hood  her  brow,  or  chain  her  wing. 

'Tis  Maina's  land — her  ancient  hills. 

The  abode  of  nymphs '  —  her  countless  rills 

And  torrents,  in  their  downward  dash. 

Shining,  like  silver,  through  the  shade 
Of  the  sea-pine  and  flow'ring  ash  — 

All  with  a  truth  so  fresh  portray'd 
Aa  wants  but  touch  of  life  to  be 
A  world  of  warm  reality. 

I  Tbe  watchmen,  in  the  camp  of  the  caravan*,  go  their 
iHida,  erjing  one  after  another, "  God  is  one,"  Ac.  &c. 
s  **  It  wai  cnstomary,**  sayt  Irwin,  "  to  light  up  fires  on 
■HMmtaios,  witbin  riew  of  Coeselr,  to  give  notice  of  the 
of  tbe  cartTant  that  came  ftcm  the  Nile." 


And  now,  light  bounding  forth,  a  band 

Of  mountaineers,  all  smiles,  advance — 
Nymphs  with  their  lovers,  hand  in  hand, 

Link'd  in  the  Ariadne  dance ;  * 
And  while,  apart  from  that  gay  throng, 
A  minstrel  youth,  in  varied  song. 
Tells  of  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  ills 
Of  these  wild  children  of  the  hills. 
The  rest  by  turns,  or  fierce  or  gay. 
As  war  or  sport  inspires  the  lay. 
Follow  each  change  that  wakes  the  strings. 
And  act  what  thus  the  lyrist  sings : — 


SONG. 


No  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's. 

His  home  is  near  the  sky. 
Where,  thron'd  above  this  world,  he  hears 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Or,  should  the  sound  of  hostile  drum 
Proclaim  below,  **  We  come — we  come," 
Each  crag  that  towr's  in  air 
Gives  answer,  "  Come  who  dare  I " 
While,  like  bees,  frx>m  dell  and  dingle, 
Swift  the  swarming  warriors  mingle. 
And  their  cry  **  Hurra  I "  will  be, 
"  Hurra,  to  victory  1 " 

Then,  when  battle's  hour  is  over. 

See  the  happy  mountain  lover, 

With  the  nymph,  wholl  soon  be  bride. 

Seated  blushing  by  his  side, — 

Every  shadow  of  his  lot 

In  her  sunny  smile  forgot 

Oh,  no  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's. 

His  home  is  near  the  sky, 
Where,  thron'd  above  this  world,  he  hears 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Nor  only  thus  through  summer  suns 
His  blithe  existence  cheerly  runs — 

Ev'n  winter,  bleak  and  dim. 

Brings  joyous  hours  to  him  ; 
When,  his  rifle  behind  him  flinging. 
He  watches  the  roe-buck  springing, 
And  away,  o'er  the  hills  away 
Re-echoes  his  glad  "  hurra." 

Then  how  blest,  when  night  is  closing, 
By  the  kindled  hearth  reposing, 

3  virglnibus  bacchata  Laconis 

TaygeU.  Viro. 

*  See,  for  an  account  of  thi«  dance,  De  QuyU  Travel*. 


274 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


To  his  rebeck's  drowsy  song. 
He  beguiles  the  hour  akmg ; 
Or,  proTok'd  by  merry  glances, 
To  a  brisker  movement  dances. 
Till,  weary  at  last,  in  slnmber's  chain. 
He  dreams  o'er  chase  and  dance  again. 
Dreams,  dreams  them  o'er  again. 


As  slow  that  minstrel,  at  the  close. 
Sank,  while  he  sung,  to  feign'd  repose. 
Aptly  did  they,  whose  mimic  art 

Follow'd  the  changes  of  his  lay. 
Portray  the  lull,  the  nod,  the  start. 

Through  which,  as  faintly  died  away 
His  lute  and  Yoice,  the  minstrel  pass'd. 
Till  Yoice  and  lute  lay  hush'd  at  last 

But  now  far  other  song  came  o'er 

Their  startled  ears — song  that,  at  first. 
As  solemnly  the  night-wind  bore 

Across  the  wave  its  mournful  burst, 
Seem'd  to  the  fancy,  like  a  dirge 

Of  some  lone  Spirit  of  the  Sea, 
Singing  o'er  Helle's  ancient  surge 

The  requiem  of  her  Brave  and  Free. 

Sudden,  amid  their  pastime,  pause 

The  wond'ring  nymphs ;  and,  as  the  sound 
Of  that  strange  music  nearer  draws, 

With  mute  enquiring  eye  look  round. 
Asking  each  other  what  can  be 
The  source  of  this  sad  minstrelsy  ? 
Nor  longer  can  they  doubt,  the  song 

Comes  from  some  island-bark,  which  now 
Courses  the  bright  waves  swift  along. 

And  soon,  perhaps,  beneath  the  brow 

Of  the  Saint's  Rock  will  shoot  its  prow. 

Instantly  all,  with  hearts  that  sigh'd 
'Twixt  fear's  and  fancy's  influence, 
Flew  to  the  rock,  and  saw  from  thence 
A  red-sail'd  pinnace  tow'rds  them  glide, 
Whose  shadow,  as  it  swept  the  spray, 
Scattered  the  moonlight's  smiles  away. 
Soon  as  the  mariners  saw  that  throng 

From  the  cliff  gazing,  young  and  old. 
Sudden  they  slacked  their  sail  and  song. 
And,  while  their  pinnace  idly  roird 
On  the  light  surge,  these  tidings  told  : — 

'Twas  from  an  isle  of  mournful  name. 
From  Missolonghi,  last  they  came — 
Sad  Missolonghi,  sorrowing  yet 


O'er  him,  the  noblett  Sm  of  Fme 

That  e'er  in  lif^s  yoong  glory  tet! — 
And  now  were  on  thieir  mounifbl  way, 

Wafting  the  newi  tfaroogfa  HeUe's  iski;- 
News  that  would  dood  eT*n  Freedom's  njr, 

And  sadden  Yicfry  'mid  her  smiles. 
Their  tale  thus  told,  and  heard,  with  pain, 
Out  spread  the  galliot's  wings  again ; 
And,  as  she  sped  her  swift  career. 
Again  that  Hymn  rose  on  the  ear — 
*'  Thou  art  not  dead — then  art  not  dead  I" 

As  oft  'twas  song,  in  ages  flown. 
Of  him,  the  Athenian,  who,  to  shed 

A  tyrant's  blood,  ponr'd  out  bis  own. 


SONG. 


Thou  art  not  dead — thon  art  not  dead!'> 

No,  dearest  Harmodios,  no. 
Thy  soul,  to  realms  above  ns  fled. 
Though,  like  a  star,  it  dwells  o'er  head, 

Still  lights  this  world  below. 
Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Harmodios,  na 

Through  isles  of  light,  where  heroes  tread 

And  flow'rs  ethereal  blow. 
Thy  god-like  Spirit  now  is  led. 
Thy  lip,  with  life  ambrosial  fed. 

Forgets  all  taste  of  woe. 
Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

The  myrtle,  round  that  fiilchion  spread 
AVhich  struck  the  immortal  blow, 

Throughout  all  time,  with  leaves  unshed — 

The  patriot's  hope,  the  tyrant's  dread — 
Round  Freedom's  shrine  shall  grow. 

Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 
No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

Where  hearts  like  thine  have  broke  or  Ued 
Though  quench'd  the  vital  glow, 

Their  mem'ry  lights  a  flame,  instead. 

Which,  ev'n  from  out  the  narrow  bed 
Of  death  its  beams  shall  throw. 

Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead  I 
No,  dearest  Harmodius,  na 

Thy  name,  by  myriads  sung  and  said. 
From  age  to  age  shall  go, 
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Long  M  the  ode  and  ivy  wed, 

As  bees  shall  hannt  Hymettos*  head, 

Or  Helle's  waters  flow. 
Thoa  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 


'Mong  those  who  linger'd  list'ning  there,  — 

List'nmg,  with  ear  and  eye,  as  long 
As  breath  of  night  could  towards  them  bear 

A  mnrmur  of  that  mournful  song, — 
A  few  there  were,  in  whom  the  lay 

Had  call*d  up  feelings  &r  too  sad 
To  pass  with  the  brief  strain  away, 

Or  turn  at  once  to  theme  more  glad ; 
And  who,  in  mood  untun'd  to  meet 

The  light  laugh  of  the  happier  train, 
Wander'd  to  seek  some  mooidight  seat 
Where  they  might  rest,  in  converse  sweet. 

Till  Tanish*d  smiles  should  come  again. 

And  seldom  e*er  hath  noon  of  night 
To  sadness  lent  more  soothing  light 
On  one  side,  in  the  dark  blue  sky. 
Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 
Of  Jore  himself^  while,  on  the  other, 

'Mong  tiny  stars  that  round  her  gleam'd. 
The  young  moon,  like  the  Roman  mother 

Among  her  living  "jewels,**  beamed. 

Touch*d  by  the  lovely  scenes  around, 
A  pensive  maid  -  one  who,  though  young, 

Had  known  what  *twas  to  see  unwound 
The  ties  by  which  her  heart  had  clung — 

Waken*d  her  soft  tamboura's  sound. 
And  to  its  faint  accords  thus  sung:  — 


SONG. 


Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes, 
In  sleep  the  smiling  infant  lies, 
So,  watch*d  by  all  the  stars  of  night. 
Yon  landscape  sleeps  in  light. 
And  while  the  night-breeze  dies  away, 

Like  relics  of  some  faded  strain, 
Lov'd  voices,  lost  for  many  a  day. 

Seem  whispering  round  again. 
Oh  youth!  oh  Love!  ye  dreams,  that  shed 
Such  glory  once — where  are  ye  fled? 

Pore  raj  of  light  that,  down  the  sky, 
Art  pointing,  like  an  angeFs  wand. 


As  if  to  guide  to  realms  that  lie 

In  that  bright  sea  beyond: 
Who  knows  but,  in  some  brighter  deep 

Than  ev'n  that  tranquil,  moon-lit  main, 
Some  land  may  lie,  where  those  who  weep 

Shall  wake  to  smile  again  t 


With  cheeks  that  had  regained  their  power 
And  play  of  smiles, — and  each  bright  eye, 

Like  violets  after  morning's  shower. 
The  brighter  for  the  tears  gone  by. 

Back  to  the  scene  such  smiles  should  grace 

These  wand'ring  nymphs  their  path  retrace. 

And  reach  the  spot,  with  rapture  new. 

Just  as  the  veils  asunder  flew. 

And  a  fresh  vision  burst  to  view. 

There,  by  her  own  bright  Attic  flood. 
The  blue-cy'd  Queen  of  Wisdom  stood;  — 
Not  as  she  haunts  the  sage's  dreams. 

With  brow  unveil'd,  divine,  severe; 
But  soften'd,  as  on  bards  she  beams. 

When  fresh  from  Poesy's  high  sphere, 
A  music,  not  her  own,  she  brings. 
And,  through  the  veil  which  Fancy  flings 
O'er  her  stem  features,  gently  sings. 

But  who  is  he  —  that  urchin  nigh, 

With  quiver  on  the  rose-trees  hung, 
AVho  seems  just  dropp'd  from  yonder  sky, 
And  stands  to  watch  that  maid,  with  eye 

So  full  of  thought,  for  one  so  young?  — 
That  child  —  but,  silence  !  lend  thine  ear. 
And  thus  in  song  the  tale  thou'lt  hear:  — 


SONG. 

As  Love,  one  siunmer  eve,  was  straying, 

AMio  should  ho  see,  at  that  soft  hour. 
But  young  Minerva,  gravely  playing 

Her  flute  within  an  olive  how'r. 
I  need  not  say,  'tis  Ix)ve's  opinion 

That,  grave  or  merry,  good  or  ill. 
The  sex  all  bow  to  his  dominion. 

As  woman  will  be  woman  still. 

Though  seldom  yet  the  boy  hath  giv'n 
To  learned  dames  his  smiles  or  sighs. 

So  handsome  Pallas  look'd,  that  ev'n, 
Love  quite  forgot  the  maid  was  wise. 


276 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Besides,  a  youth  of  his  discerning 

Knew  well  that,  by  a  shady  rill. 
At  sunset  hour,  whate'er  her  learning, 

A  woman  will  be  woman  stilL 

Her  flute  he  prais'd  in  terms  extatic, — 

Wishing  it  dumb,  nor  car'd  how  soon ;  — 
For  Wisdom's  notes,  however  chromatic. 

To  Love  seem  always  out  of  tune. 
But  long  as  he  found  face  to  flatter. 

The  nymph  found  breath  to  shake  and  thrill ; 
As,  weak  or  wise — it  doesn't  matter  — 

Woman,  at  heart,  is  woman  stiU. 

Love  changed  his  plan,  with  warmth  exclidming, 

"  How  rosy  was  her  lip's  soft  dye  ! " 
And  much  that  flute,  the  flatt'rer,  blaming. 

For  twisting  lips  so  sweet  awry. 
The  nymph  look'd  down,  beheld  her  features 

Reflected  in  the  passing  rill. 
And  started,  shock'd — for,  ah,  ye  creatures ! 

Ev'n  when  divine,  you*re  women  still. 

Quick  from  the  lips  it  made  so  odious. 

That  graceless  flute  the  Goddess  took. 
And,  while  yet  filled  with  breath  melodious, 

Flung  it  into  the  glassy  brook ; 
Where,  as  its  vocal  life  was  fleeting 

Adown  the  current,  faint  and  shrill, 
'Twas  heard  in  plaintive  tone  repeating, 

**  Woman,  alas,  vain  woman  still ! " 


An  interval  of  dark  repose — 
Such  as  the  summer  lightning  knows, 
'Twixt  flash  and  flash,  as  still  more  bright 
The  quick  revealment  comes  and  goes, 
Op*ning  each  time  the  veils  of  night. 
To  show,  within,  a  world  of  light — 
Such  pause,  so  brief,  now  pass'd  between 
This  last  gay  vision  and  the  scene. 

Which  now  its  depth  of  light  disclos'd. 
A  bow'r  it  seem'd,  an  Indian  bowY, 

Within  whose  shade  a  nymph  repos'd, 
Sleeping  away  noon's  sunny  hour  — 
Lovely  as  she,  the  Sprite,  who  weaves 
Her  mansion  of  sweet  Durva  leaves. 
And  there,  as  Indian  legends  say. 
Dreams  the  long  summer  hours  away. 
And  mark,  how  charm'd  this  sleeper  seems 
With  some  hid  fancy — she,  too,  dreams ! 
Oh  for  a  wizard's  art  to  tell 

The  wonders  that  now  bless  her  sight ! 
Tis  done — a  truer,  holier  spell 
Than  e'er  from  wizard's  lip  yet  fell 

Thus  brings  her  vision  all  to  light:— 


SONG. 

**  Who  comes  so  gracefully 

**■  Gliding  along, 
"  While  the  blue  rivulet 

"  Sleeps  to  her  song ; 
"  Song,  richly  vying 
**  With  the  faint  sighing 
"  Which  swans,  in  dying, 

"Sweetly  prolong?" 

So  sung  the  shepherd-boy 

By  the  stream's  side. 
Watching  that  fiiiry  boat 

Down  the  flood  glide. 
Like  a  bird  winging. 
Through  the  waves  bringing 
That  Syren,  singing 

To  the  hush'd  tide. 

"  Stay,"  said  the  shepherd-boy, 

"  Fairy-boat,  stay, 
*'  Linger,  sweet  minstrelsy, 

"  Linger,  a  day." 
But  vain  his  pleading. 
Past  him,  unheeding. 
Song  and  boat,  speeding. 

Glided  away. 

So  to  our  youthful  eyes 

Joy  and  hope  shone ; 
So,  while  we  gaz'd  on  them. 

Fast  they  flew  on  ;  — 
Like  flow'rs,  declining 
Ev'n  in  the  twining. 
One  moment  shining. 

And,  the  next,  gone  ! 


Soon  as  the  imagin'd  dream  went  by. 
Uprose  the  nymph,  with  anxious  eye 
Tiim'd  to  the  clouds,  as  though  some  boon 

She  waited  from  that  sun-bright  dome. 
And  marvell'd  that  it  came  not  soon 

As  her  young  thoughts  would  have  it  come. 

But  joy  is  in  her  glance!  — the  wing 

Of  a  white  bird  is  seen  above  ; 
And  oh,  if  round  his  neck  he  bring 

The  long-wish'd  tidings  from  her  love, 
Not  half  so  precious  in  her  eyes 

Ev'n  that  high-omen'd  bird  ^  would  be, 
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Who  dooms  the  brow  o*er  which  he  fifes 
To  wear  a  crown  of  Royalty. 

She  had,  herself,  last  eyening,  sent 

A  winged  messenger,  whose  flight 
Through  the  clear,  roseate  element, 

She  watch'd  till,  less'ning  out  of  sight. 
Far  to  the  golden  West  it  went. 
Wafting  to  him,  her  distant  love, 

A  missire  in  that  language  wrought 
Which  flow'ri  can  speak,  when  aptly  wove. 

Each  hue  a  word,  each  leaf  a  thought 

And  now — oh  speed  of  pinion,  known 

To  Lore's  light  messengers  alone ! — 

Ere  yet  another  ev*ning  takes 

Its  fiurewell  of  the  golden  lakes. 

She  sees  another  envoy  fly. 

With  the  wish'd  answer,  through  the  sky. 


SONG. 


'Wklcoms,  sweet  hird,  through  the  sunny  air  wing- 
ing, 
Swift  hast  thou  come  o*er  the  far-shining  sea, 

Xake  Seha's  dove,  on  thy  snowy  neck  bringing 
Love's  written  vows  from  my  lover  to  me. 

Oh,  in  thy  absence,  what  hours  did  I  number ! — 
Saying  oft,  "  Idle  bird,  how  could  he  rest? " 

^ot  thou  art  come  at  last,  take  now  thy  slumber. 
And  lull  thee  in  dreams  of  all  thou  lov*st  best 

iTet  dost  thou  droop — even  now  while  I  utter 

Love's  happy  welcome,  thy  pulse  dies  away ; 
Cheer  thee,  my  bird — were  it  life's  ebbing  flutter, 

This  fondling  bosom  should  woo  it  to  stay. 
But  no — thou'rt  dying — thy  last  task  is  over — 

Farewell,  sweet  martyr  to  Love  and  to  me ! 
The  smiles  thou  hast  waken'd  by  news  from  my 
lover. 

Will  now  all  be  tnm'd  into  weeping  for  thee. 


While  thus  the  scene  of  song  (their  last 
For  the  sweet  summer  season)  pass'd, 
A  few  presiding  nymphs,  whose  care 

Watch'd  over  all,  invisibly, 
As  do  those  guardian  sprites  of  lur, 

Wbo0e  watch  we  feel,  but  cannot  see. 
Had  from  the  circle — scarcely  miss'd, 

Eie  tbey  were  sporiding  there  again 


Glided,  like  finiries,  to  assist 

Their  handmaids  on  the  moonlight  plain, 
Where,  hid  by  intercepting  shade 

From  the  stray  glance  of  curious  eyes, 
A  feast  of  fruits  and  wines  was  laid — 

Soon  to  shine  out,  a  glad  surprise! 

And  now  the  moon,  her  ark  of  light 

Steering  through  Heav'n,  as  though  she  bore 
In  safety  through  that  deep  of  night. 
Spirits  of  earth,  the  good,  the  bright. 

To  some  remote  immortal  shore. 
Had  half-way  sped  her  glorious  way. 

When,  round  reclin'd  on  hillocks  green. 
In  groups,  beneath  that  tranquil  ray. 

The  Zeans  at  their  feast  were  seen. 
Gay  was  the  picture — ev'ry  maid 
Whom  late  the  lighted  scene  displayed. 
Still  in  her  fancy  garb  array 'd ; — 
The  Arabian  pilgrim,  smiling  here 

Beside  the  nymph  of  India's  sky  ; 
While  there  the  Mainiote  mountaineer 
Whisper'd  in  young  Biinerva's  ear. 

And  urchin  Love  stood  laughing  by. 

Meantime  the  elders  round  the  board. 
By  mirth  and  wit  themselves  made  young. 

High  cups  of  juice  Zacynthian  pour'd. 

And,  while  the  flask  went  round,  thus  sung :  • 


SONG. 


Up  with  the  sparkling  brimmer, 

Up  to  the  crystal  rim  ; 
Let  not  a  moon-beam  glimmer 

'Twixt  the  flood  and  brim. 
When  hath  the  world  set  eyes  on 

Aught  to  match  this  light. 
Which,  o'er  our  cup's  horizon, 

Dawns  in  bumpers  bright  ? 

Truth  in  a  deep  well  lieth — 

So  the  wise  aver : 
But  Truth  the  fact  denieth — 

Water  suits  not  her. 
No,  her  abode's  in  brimmers. 

Like  this  mighty  cup — 
Waiting  till  we,  good  swimmers. 

Dive  to  bring  her  up. 
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Thus  circled  round  the  song  of  glee. 
And  all  was  tuneful  mirth  the  while, 
Save  on  the  cheeks  of  some,  whose  smile, 

As  fix'd  they  gaxe  upon  the  sea. 

Turns  into  paleness  suddenly ! 

What  see  they  there  ?  a  bright  blue  light 
That,  like  a  meteor,  gliding  o'er 

The  distant  wave,  grows  on  the  sight. 
As  though  'twere  wing'd  to  Zea*s  shore. 

To  some,  'mong  those  who  came  to  gaxe, 

It  seem'd  the  night-light,  far  away. 
Of  some  lone  fisher,  by  the  blaze 

Of  pine  torch,  luring  on  his  prey ; 
While  others,  as,  'twixt  awe  and  mirth. 

They  breath'd  the  bless'd  Panaya*s  >  name, 
Vow'd  that  such  light  was  not  of  earth. 

But  of  that  drear,  ill-omen'd  flame. 
Which  mariners  see  on  sail  or  mast. 
When  Death  is  coming  in  the  blast 
While  marv'lling  thus  they  stood,  a  maid. 

Who  sat  apart,  with  downcast  eye. 
Nor  yet  had,  like  the  rest,  survey'd 

That  coming  light  which  now  was  nigh. 
Soon  as  it  met  her  sight,  with  cry 

Of  pain-Uke  joy,  "  Tis  he  I  'tis  he  I " 
Loud  she  exclaim'd,  and,  hurrying  by 

The  assembled  throng,  rush*d  tow'rds  the  sea. 

At  burst  so  wild,  alarm'd,  amaz*d. 

All  stood,  like  statues,  mute,  and  gaz'd 

Into  each  other's  eyes,  to  seek 

What  meant  such  mood,  in  maid  so  meek  ? 

Till  now,  the  talc  was  known  to  few. 
But  now  from  lip  to  lip  it  flew :  — 
A  youth,  the  flower  of  all  the  band, 

Who  late  had  left  this  sunny  shore, 
When  last  he  kiss'd  that  maiden's  hand, 

Ling'ring,  to  kiss  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
By  his  sad  brow  too  plainly  told 

Th'  ill-omen'd  thought  which   crossed  him 
then, 
That  once  those  hands  should  lose  their  hold, 

They  ne'er  would  meet  on  earth  again  ! 
In  vain  his  mistress,  sad  as  he. 
But  with  a  heart  from  Self  as  free 
As  gen'rous  woman's  only  is, 
Veil'd  her  own  fears  to  banish  his  :  — 
With  frank  rebuke,  but  still  more  vain. 

Did  a  rough  warrior,  who  stood  by 
Call  to  his  mind  this  martial  strain. 

His  favourite  once,  ere  Beauty's  eye 

Had  taught  his  soldier-heart  to  sigh  :  — 

>  The  name  which  the  Grceki  give  to  the  Virgiu  Mary. 


SONG. 

Mabch  I  nor  heed  those  arms  that  hold  tbee, 

Though  so  fondly  close  they  come ; 
Closer  still  will  they  enfold  thee. 

When  thou  bring'st  firesh  laurels  home. 
Dost  thou  dote  on  woman's  brow  ? 

Dost  thou  live  but  in  her  breath  ? 
March  I — one  hour  of  victory  now 

Wins  thee  woman's  smile  till  death. 

Oh  what  bliss,  when  war  is  over, 

Beauty's  long-miss'd  smile  to  meet, 
And,  when  wreaths  our  temples  cover. 

Lay  them  shining  at  her  feet ! 
Who  would  not,  that  hour  to  reach. 

Breathe  out  life's  expiring  tigb, — 
Proud  as  waves  that  on  the  beach 

Lay  their  war-crests  down,  and  die  ? 

There !  I  see  thj^sonl  is  burning — 

She  herself,  who  clasps  thee  so^ 
Paints,  ev'n  now,  thy  glad  returning. 

And,  while  clasping,  bids  thee  ga 
One  deep  sigh,  to  passion  given. 

One  last  glowing  tear  and  then — 
March ! — nor  rest  thy  sword,  till  Heaven 

Brings  thee  to  those  arms  again. 


Even  then,  e'er  loth  their  hands  could  part, 

A  promise  the  youth  gave,  which  bore 
Some  balm  unto  the  maiden's  heart. 

That,  soon  as  the  fierce  fight  was  o'er. 
To  home  he'd  speed,  if  safe  and  free — 

Nay,  ev'n  if  dying,  still  would  come. 
So  the  blest  word  of  "  Victory  !" 

Might  be  the  last  he'd  breathe  at  home. 
♦♦  By  day,"  he  cried,  "  thoult  know  my  bark ; 
'*  But,  should  I  come  through  midnight  dark, 
"  A  blue  light  on  the  prow  shall  tell 
"  That  Greece  hath  won,  and  all  ia  well ! " 

Fondly  the  maiden,  every  night. 
Had  stolen  to  seek  that  promis'd  light ; 
Nor  long  her  eyes  had  now  been  tum'd 
From  watching,  when  the  signal  bum'd. 
Signal  of  joy — for  her,  for  all — 

Fleetly  the  boat  now  nears  the  land. 
While  voices,  from  the  shore-edge,  call 

For  tidings  of  the  long-wish'd  band. 

Oh  the  blest  hour,  when  those  who've  been 
Through  peril's  paths  by  land  or  sea. 


EVENINGS  IN  GREECE. 
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1  our  amiB  again  are  seen 

;  in  glad  aecurity ; 

art  to  heart  yre  fondly  strain, 

filing  qoickly  o'er  and  o'er — 

A  them  ofi^  to  gaze  again, 

ik,  though  ansver'd  oft  before, 

',  imdeedf  are  oars  once  more  ? 

be  scene,  so  fhll  of  joy, 
elcomes  now  this  warrior-boy, 
rs,  sisters,  friends  all  run 
I  to  meet  him— all  but  one, 
west  on  his  neck  to  fiedl, 
e  happiest  of  them  all. 

T  behold  him,  circled  round 

t>eaming  faces,  at  that  board, 

tps,  with  laurel  foliage  crown'd, 

•  the  coming  warriors  pour'd,  — 

as  he,  their  herald,  told, 

des  fVom  vict'ry  scarce  yet  cold, 

irts  untouched  by  Moslem  steel, 

mds  that  home's  sweet  breath  will  heal. 

>m,"  said  he, — and,  while  he  spoke, 
I  to  the  east,  where,  clear,  and  pale, 
of  dawn  already  broke — 
1  greet,  on  yonder  wave,  their  sail ! " 
berefore  part  ?  all,  all  agree 
it  them  here,  beneath  this  bower ; 
s,  while  er'n  amidst  their  glee, 
;  is  tum'd  to  watch  the  sea, 
long  they  cheer  the  anxious  hour. 


SONG. 


'ine !  'tis  the  Vine ! "  said  the  cup-loving 
it  spring  bright  from  the  earth 


And  call'd  the  young  Genii  of  Wit,  Love,  and 
Joy, 
To  witness  and  hallow  its  birth. 
The  fhiit  was  full  grown,  like  a  ruby  it  flam'd 
Till  the  sun-beam  that  kiss'd  it  look'd  pale : 
"  Tis  the  Vine  J  'tis  the  Vine  I "  ev'ry  Spirit  ex- 
daim'd, 
**  Hail,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hail! " 

First,  fleet  as  a  bird,  to  the  summons  Wit  flew. 
While  a  light  on  the  vine-leaves  there  broke. 

In  flashes  so  quick  and  so  brilliant,  all  knew 
'Twas  the  light  from  his  lips  as  he  spoke. 

**  Bright  tree  I  let  thy  nectar  but  cheer  me,"  he 
cried, 
"  And  the  fount  of  Wit  never  can  fiiil :  " 

**  'Tis  the  Vine  !  'tis  the  Vine  I "  hills  and  valleys 
reply, 

**  Hail,  haU  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hail ! " 

Next,  Love,  as  he  lean'd  o'er  the  plant  to  admire 

Each  tendril  and  cluster  it  wore. 
From  his  rosy  mouth  sent  such  a  breath  of  de- 
sire. 

As  made  the  tree  tremble  all  o'er. 
Oh,  never  did  flow'r  of  the  earth,  sea,  or  sky, 

Such  a  soul-giving  odour  inhale : 
"  'Tis  the  Vine  I  'tis  the  Vine ! "  all  re-echo  the 
cry, 

**  Hfdl,  hail  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  haU! " 

Last,  Joy,  without  whom  even  Love  and  Wit  die. 

Came  to  crown  the  bright  hour  with  his  ray ; 
And  scarce  had  that  mirth-waking  tree  met  his 
eye. 

When  a  laugh  spoke  what  Joy  could  not  say  ;-* 
A  laugh  of  the  heart,  which  was  echoed  around 

TUl,  like  music,  it  swell'd  on  the  gale ; 
"  'Tis  the  Vine !  'tis  the  Vine  ! "  laughing  myriads 
resound, 

"  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  haU  I " 
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BT   THEIR    FAmiPUL    FRIEND   AMD    SBRTANT, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 


THE  VOICE. 

It  came  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  voice  of  those  days, 
When  love,  only  love,  was  the  light  of  her  ways ; 
And,  soft  as  in  moments  of  bliss  long  ago. 
It  whispered  her  name  from  the  garden  below. 

**  Alas,"  sigh'd  the  maiden,  **bow  fancy  can  cheat! 
**  The  world  once  had  lips  that  could  whisper  thus 

sweet; 
**  But  cold  now  they  slumber  in  yon  fatal  deep, 
**  Where,  oh  that  beside  them  this  heart  too  could 
sleep!" 

She  sunk  on  her  pillow — but  no,  'twas  in  vain 
To  chase  the  illusion,  that  Voice  came  again  ! 
She  flew  to  the  casement — but,  hushed  as  the  grave. 
In  moonlight  lay  slumbering  woodland  and  wave. 

**  Oh  sleep,  come  and  shield  me,"  in  anguish  she 

said, 
"  From  that  call  of  the  buried,  that  cry  of  the 

Dead!" 
And  sleep  came  around  her — but,  starting,  she 

woke. 
For  still  from  the  garden  that  spirit  Voice  spoke  ! 

"  I  come,"  she  cxclaim'd,  **  be  thy  home  where  it 

may, 
"  On  earth  or  in  heaven,  that  call  I  obey ; " 
Then  forth  through  the   moonlight,  with  heart 

beating  £ELst 
And  loud  as  a  death-watch,  the  pale  maiden  past. 

Still  round  her  the  scene  all  in  loneliness  shone  ; 
And  still,  in  the  distance,  that  Voice  led  her  on  ; 
But  whither  she  wander'd,  by  wave  or  by  shore. 
None  ever  could  tell,  for  she  came  back  no  more. 


No,  ne'er  came  she  back, — bat  the  watchman  who 

stood. 
That  night  in  the  tow'r  which  o'ershadowt  the 

flood. 
Saw  dimly,  'tis  said,  o'er  the  moon-lighted  qmj, 
A  youth  on  a  steed  bear  the  maiden  away. 


CUPID  AND  PSYCHE. 

Thet  told  her  that  he,  to  whose  vows  she  hadlif- 
ten'd 
Through  night's  fleeting  hoora,  was  a  Spirit 
unblest ; — 
Unholy  the  eyes,  that  beside  her  had  glisten'd. 
And  evil  the  lips  she  in  darkness  had  preit 

"  When  next  in  thy  chamber  the  bridegroom  re- 
clineth, 
"  Bring  near  him  thy  lamp,  when  in  slumber 
he  lies ; 
'^  And  there,  as  the  light  o'er  his  dark  fleitoM 
shineth, 
^  Thou'lt  see  what  a  demon  hath  won  all  thy 
sighs!" 

Too  fond  to  believe  them,  yet  doabting,  yet  feario^ 
When  calm  lay  the  sleeper  she  stole  with  her 
light ; 

And  saw — such  a  vision  I—  no  image,  appeaiiof 
To  hards  in  their  day-dreama,  was  ererao  bright 

A  youth,  but  just  passing  from  childhood's  sweet 
morning. 
While  round  him  still  lingered  its  innocent  wji 
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fleams,  finom  beneath  his  shut  eyelids  gave 

UTlillg 

imer-noon  lightnings  that  onder  them  lay. 

had  a  grace  more  than  mortal  around  it, 
glossy  as  gold  from  a  fairy-land  mine, 
J  hair  hnng,  and  the  flowers  that  crown'd  it 
I  fresh  from  the  breeze  of  some  garden 
vine. 

1  stood  the  bride,  on  that  miracle  gazing, 
late  was  but  love  is  idolatry  now; 
-in  her  tremor  the  &tal  lamp  raising — 
kle  flew  from  it  and  dropped  on  his  brow. 

— with  a  start  from  his  rosy  sleep  waking, 

;>irit  flash*d  o'er  her  his  glances  of  fire ; 

>w  ftt>m  the  clasp  of  her  snowy  arms 

caking, 

taid,  in  a  voice  more  of  sorrow  than  ire  : 

ill  —  what  a  dream  thy  suspicion  bath 

x>ken! 

I  ever  Affection's  fond  vision  is  crost ; 

''d  are  her  spells  when  a  doubt  is  but 

loken, 

love,  once  distrusted,  for  ever  is  lost !" 


HERO  AND  LEANDER. 

igfat-wind  is  moaning  with  mournful  sigh, 
gleametb  no  moon  in  the  misty  sky, 
9  star  over  Hellers  sea ; 
•t,  there  is  shining  one  holy  light, 
re-kindled  star  through  the  deep  of  night, 
3  lead  me,  sweet  Hero,  to  thee  I" 

ring,  he  plung'd  in  the  foamy  stream, 
ig  his  gaze  on  that  distant  beam 
eye  but  a  lover^s  could  see  ; 
.  as  the  surge  swept  over  his  hea(^ 
rht,**  he  said  tenderly,  "  living  or  dead, 
reet  Hero,  Til  rest  with  thee  !" 

er  around  him  the  wild  waves  speed  ; 

e !  in  that  hour  of  thy  votary's  need, 

ere,  where  could  thy  Spirit  be  ? 

g:gles — he  sinks — while  the  hurricane's 

reath 

dely  away  his  last  farewell  in  death — 

reet  Hero,  I  die  for  thee ! " 


idents  bad  a  mode  of  dirination  somewhat  limllar 
id  we  find  the  Emperor  Adrian,  when  he  went  to 


THE  LEAF  AND  THE  FOUNTAIN. 
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Tell  me,  kind  Seer,  I  pray  thee, 
So  may  the  stars  obey  thee, 

**  So  may  each  airy 

**  Moon-elf  and  &iry 
Nightly  their  homage  pay  thee ! 
Say,  by  what  spell,  above,  below, 
In  stars  that  wink  or  flow'rs  that  blow, 

"  I  may  discover, 

**  Ere  night  is  over, 
Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no. 
Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

Maiden,  the  dark  tree  nigh  thee 
Hath  charms  no  gold  could  buy  thee ; 

"  Its  stem  enchanted, 

**  By  moon-elves  planted. 
Will  all  thou  seek'st  supply  thee. 
Climb  to  yon  boughs  that  highest  grow. 
Bring  thence  their  fairest  leaf  below ; 

**  And  thou'lt  discover, 

"  Ere  night  is  over. 
Whether  thy  love  loves  thee  or  no, 
Whether  thy  love  loves  thee.** 

See,  up  the  dark  tree  going. 
With  blossoms  round  me  blowing, 

**  From  thence,  oh  Father, 

"This  leaf  I  gather, 
Fairest  that  there  is  growing. 
Say,  by  what  sign  I  now  shall  know 
If  in  this  leaf  lie  bliss  or  woe  ; 

**  And  thus  discover, 

"  Ere  night  is  over, 
Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
"Whether  my  love  loves  me.'* 

Fly  to  yon  fount  that's  welling. 
Where  moonbeam  ne'er  had  dwelling, 

"  Dip  in  its  water 

"  That  leaf,  oh  Daughter, 
And  mark  the  tale  'tis  telling  ;i 
Watch  thou  if  pale  or  bright  it  grow. 
List  thou,  the  while,  that  fountain's  flow, 

**  And  thou'lt  discover 

"  Whether  thy  lover, 
liov'd  as  he  is,  loves  thee  or  no, 
Lov'd  as  he  is,  loves  thee." 


Forth  flew  the  nymph,  delighted. 
To  seek  that  fount  benighted ; 


consult  the  Fountain  of  Castalla,  plucking  a  bay-leaf  and  dip- 
ping it  into  the  sacred  water. 
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Bat,  scarce  a  minute 

The  leaf  lay  in  it. 
When,  lo,  its  bloom  was  blighted ! 
And  as  she  ask'd,  with  voice  of  woe — 
Listening,  the  while,  that  foantain*8  flow — 
.  **  Shall  I  recover 

•*  My  truant  lover?" 
The  fountain  seemed  to  answer,  "  No ;" 
The  fountain  answer'd,  "  No." 


CEPHALUS  AND  PROCRIS. 

A  HUNTER  once  in  that  grove  reclin'd. 

To  shun  the  noon's  bright  eye. 
And  oft  he  woo'd  the  wandering  wind. 

To  cool  his  brow  with  its  sigh. 
While  mute  lay  ev'n  the  wild  bee*s  hum. 

Nor  breath  could  stir  the  aspen's  hair. 
His  song  was  still  **  Sweet  air,  oh  come  1 " 

While  Echo  answer'd,  **  Come,  sweet  Air  I " 

But,  hark,  what  sounds  from  the  thicket  rise  ! 

What  meaneth  that  rustling  spray  ? 
"  'Tis  the  white-hom'd  doe,"  the  Hunter  cries, 

"  I  have  sought  since  break  of  day." 
Quick  o'er  the  sunny  glade  he  springs. 

The  arrow  flies  from  his  sounding  bow, 
"  Hilliho — hilllho  !^  he  gaily  sings. 

While  Echo  sighs  forth  "  HUliho ! " 

Alas,  'twas  not  the  white-homed  doc 

He  saw  in  the  rustling  grove. 
But  the  bridal  veil,  as  pure  as  snow, 

Of  his  own  young  wedded  love. 
And,  ab,  too  sure  that  arrow  sped. 

For  pale  at  his  feet  he  sees  her  lie ; — 
**  I  die,  I  die,"  was  all  she  said. 

While  Echo  murmur'd,  "  I  die,  I  die !" 


YOUTH  AND  AGE. ' 

"  Tell  me,  what's  Love?"  said  Youth,  one  day. 

To  drooping  Age,  who  crost  his  way. — 

**  It  is  a  sunny  hour  of  play, 

**  For  which  repentance  dear  doth  pay  ; 

*'  Repentance !  Repentance ! 
**  And  this  is  Love,  as  wise  men  say." 

>  The  air,  to  which  I  have  adapted  these  words,  was  com- 
posed by  Mrs.  Ark  wright  to  some  old  verses,  "  Tell  me  what's 
love,  kind  shepherd,  pray  'f  "  and  it  has  been  my  ot^ect  to  retain 


"  Tell  me,  what^s  Love  ?"  said  Youth  once 
Fearful,  yet  fond,  of  Age's  lore. — 
"  Soft  as  a  passing  summer's  wind : 
«*  Would'st  know  the  blight  it  leaves  behii 

"  Repentance !  Repentance  ! 
**  And  this  is  Love — when  love  is  o'er." 

"  Tell  me,  what's  Love?"  said  Youth  agii 
Trusting  the  bliss,  but  not  the  pain. 
Sweet  as  a  May  tree's  scented  air— 
Mark  ye  what  bitter  fhiit  'twill  bear, 
**  Repentance  I  Repentance ! 
**  This,  this  is  Love — sweet  Youth,  bewan 

Just  then,  young  Love  himself  came  by, 
And  cast  on  Youth  a  smiling  eye ; 
Who  could  resist  that  glance's  ray  ? 
In  vain  did  Age  his  warning  say, 
'*  Repentance  I  Repentance ! " 
Youth  laughing  went  with  Love  away. 


M 


<i 


THE  DYING  WARRIOR. 

A  WOUNDED  Chieftain,  lying 
By  the  Danube's  leafy  side. 

Thus  faintly  said,  in  dying, 
**  Oh  I  bear,  thou  foaming  tide, 
"  This  gift  to  my  lady-bride." 

*Twas  then,  in  life's  last  quiver, 
He  flung  the  scarf  he  wore 

Into  the  foaming  river, 
Which,  ah  too  quickly,  bore 
That  pledge  of  one  no  more ! 

With  fond  impatience  burning, 
The  Chieftain's  lady  stood. 

To  watch  her  love  returning 
In  triumph  down  the  flood. 
From  that  day's  field  of  blood. 

But,  field,  alas,  ill-fated ! 
The  lady  saw,  instead 

Of  the  bark  whose  speed  she  waited. 
Her  hero's  scarf^  sdl  red 
With  the  drops  his  heart  had  shed. 

One  shriek — and  all  was  over — 
Her  life-pulse  ceas'd  to  beat ; 

as  much  of  the  structure  and  ^raaeology  of  the  o« 
words  as  possible. 
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imy  «aret  now  cover 
Midal-flmrer  lo  iveet, 
he  ecaif  ■  her  windiiig  aheel ! 


HE  MAGIC  MIRROR. 

ly  Dugic  Giiu  have  pow'r 
ip  tonna  we  ligb  to  tee  < 
17  lore,  in  that  rosy  bow'r, 
ut  ihe  pledg'd  her  truth  to  me." 

tbmr'd  him  hii  Led;  bright, 

e  uul  pale  in  her  bow'r  Ehe  lay ; 
cd  maid,"  said  the  happy  Knight, 
nkiDg  of  one,  who  ii  far  snay." 

ige,  with  looks  of  joy, 

ingi  to  the  Lady's  ear ; 

the  Knight,  "  the  same  bright  boy, 

:d  to  gnide  me  to  my  dear." 

ow,  from  her  tav'rite  tree, 
liog,  pluck'd  a  roay  flow'r ; 
exelaim'd, "  was  the  gill  that  the 
DTning  tent  me  IVom  Ibat  bow'r  I " 

!T  page  the  blooniing  ro«e, 

is  that  say.  "  Like  lighCniiig.  fly  '." 

nght  the  Kolght,  "  she  soolhes  her 

■ying,  still,  her  true-love  nigh." 

e  retunu,  and — oh,  what  a  "ighl, 
ng  lover's  eyes  to  sev  !— 
It  bow'r  another  Kni);ht. 
;  and,  alas,  as  lov'd  ns  he '. 

olh  the  Youth,  "  is  Woman's  love !  " 
rting  fortb.  irith  furious  bounil. 
le  Mirror  his  iron  glove, 
«'d  it  all  in  fragments  round. 


onld  never  have  come  to  pass, 
le'er  sought  that  fatal  view  ; 
d  woald  still  have  kept  his  Glass, 
Knighl  itill  thought  hij  l«dy  true. 


THE  PILGRIM. 

Snu.  thus,  when  twilight  gUam'd, 
Far  off  his  Ca«tle  leem'd, 

Trac'd  on  the  sky  g 
And  Mill,  t»  Gmcy  bore  him 
To  IhoH  dim  tow'n  before  him. 
He  gai'd,  with  wishfol  eye. 

And  thought  his  home  wai  nigh. 


"  Each  eve,  at  thus  I  wander, 
"  Thy  tow'rt  seem  rising  yonder, 
"  But,  scarce  hath  daylight  shone, 
"  When,  like  a  dream,  thon'rt  gone ! ' 

80  went  the  Pilgrim  slill, 
Down  dale  and  over  hill. 

Day  after  day ; 
That  glimpse  of  home,  so  cheering. 
At  twiiigbt  Mill  appearing, 
But  still,  with  morning's  ray. 

Melting,  like  mist,  away  1 

Where  rests  the  Pilgrim  now  I 
Here,  by  this  cypress  boogh. 


THE  HIGH-BORN  LADYE. 

[n  vain  alt  the  Knights  of  the  Underwald  woo'd 

Though  brighlett  of  maidens,  the  proudest  w 

Bnve  chietlains  they  sought,  and  young  minstrels 

they  sued  her, 

But  worthy  were  none  of  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

"  Whomsoever  I  wtd,"  said  Ibis  maid,  so  excelling, 
"  Thai  Knighl  rausl  the  conqu'ror  of  conquerors 


must  place  me  iu  halls  fit 

dweU  ID  1— 
None  else  sball  be  I«rd  of  the  high-bom 
Ladye ! " 


A 
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Thus  spoke  the  proud  damsel,  with  scorn  looking 

'*  A  sail !  a  sail !  **  he  cnes ; 

round  her 

'*  She  comes  from  the  Indian  sbore^ 

On  Knights  and  on  Nobles  of  highest  degree ; 

**  And  to-night  shall  be  our  prise. 

Who  humbly  and  hopelessly  left  as  they  found  her. 

**  With  her  freight  of  golden  ore  : 

And  worshipp'd  at  distance  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

"SaUon!  sail  on!" 

When  moming  shone 

At  length  came  a  Knight,  from  a  £eu>  land  to  woo 

He  saw  the  gold  still  clearer ; 

her. 

But,  though  so  fiut 

With  plumes  on  his  hehn  like  the  foam  of  the 

The  waves  he  passM, 

sea; 

That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nearer. 

His  vizor  was  down — but,  with  voice  that  thrill*d 

through  her. 

Bright  daylight  came. 

He  whispered  his  vows  to  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

And  still  the  same 

Rich  bark  before  him  floated ; 

"  Proud  maiden  I  I  come  with  high  spousals  to 

'            While  on  the  prixe 

grace  thee. 

His  wishAil  eyes 

**  In  me  the  great  conqu'ror  of  conquerors  see ; 

Like  any  young  lover's  doated  : 

**  Enthron'd  in  a  hall  fit  for  monarchs  Fll  place 

"  More  sail !  more  sail ! "  he  cries, 

thee. 

While  the  waves  o'ertop  the  mast; 

**  And  mine  thou'rt  for  ever,  thou  high-bom 

And  his  bounding  galley  flies. 

Ladye ! " 

Like  an  arrow  before  the  blast 

Thus  on,  and  on. 

The  maiden  she  smii'd,  and  in  jewels  arrayed  her. 

Till  day  was  gone. 

Of  thrones  and  tiaras  already  dreamt  she ; 

And  the  moon  through  heav*n  did  hie  her, 

And  proud  was  the  step,  as  her  bridegroom  con- 

He swept  the  main. 

veyed  her 

But  all  in  vain, 

In  pomp  to  his  home,  of  that  high-bora  Ladye. 

That  boat  secm'd  never  the  nigher. 

"  But  whither,"  she,  starting,  exclaims, "  have  you 
led  me? 
**  Here's  nought  but  a  tomb  and  a  dark  cypress 
tree ; 
"  Is  this  the  bright  palace  in  which  thou  wouldst 
wed  me  ?  " 
With  scom  in  her  glance,  said  the  high-bom 
Ladye. 

"  'Tis  the  home,"  he  replied, "  of  earth's  loftiest 
creatures  " — 
Then  lifted  his  helm  for  the  fair  one  to  see ; 
But  she  sunk  on  the  ground — 'twas  a  skeleton's 
features. 
And  Death  was  the   Lord  of   the  high-bora 
Ladye! 


THE  INDIAN  BOAT. 

'TwAS  midnight  dark, 

The  seaman's  bark, 
Swift  o'er  the  waters  bore  him. 

When,  through  the  night. 

He  spied  a  light 
Shoot  o'er  the  wave  before  him. 


And  many  a  day 

To  night  gave  way, 
And  many  a  mora  succeeded : 

While  still  his  flight. 

Through  day  and  night. 
That  restless  mariner  speeded. 
Who  knows — who  knows  what  seas 

He  is  now  careering  o'er  ? 
Behind,  the  eternal  breeze. 

And  that  mocking  bark,  before ! 

For,  oh,  till  sky 

And  earth  shall  die, 
And  their  death  leave  none  to  me  it. 

That  boat  must  flee 

O'er  the  boundless  sea. 
And  that  ship  in  vain  pursue  iL 


THE  STRANGER. 

Come  list,  while   I  tell  of  the  heart-womidc 
Stranger 
Who  sleeps  her  last  slumber  in  this  haosli 
ground; 
Where  often,  at  midnight,  the  lonely  wood-nngi 
Hears  soft  fairy  music  re-echo  around. 
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None  e*er  knew  the  name  of  that  heart-stricken 
hidy. 
Her  lingnage,  though  sweet,  none  could  e'er 
understand; 
But  her  features  so  sonn'd,  and  her  eyelash  so 
shady. 
Bespoke  her  a  child  of  some  f^  Eastern  land. 

Twas  one  sommer  night,  when  the  Tillage  lay 
sleeping, 
A  soft  strain  of  melody  came  o*er  oar  ears ; 
So  sweet,  hat  so  moarnfal,  half  song  and  half 
weeping, 
Like  mnsie  that  Sorrow  had  steep*d  in  her  tears. 

We  thought  *twas  an  anthem  some  angel  had  sung 


Bof,  soon  as  the  day-heams  had  gush'd  from  on 
high. 
With  wonder  we  saw  this  bright  stranger  among  us. 
All  lovely  and  lone,  as  if  stray'd  from  the  sky. 

Bor  kog  did  her  life  for  this  sphere  seem  intended, 
For  pale  was  her  cheek,  with  that  spirit-like  hue, 


Which  comes  when  the  day  of  this  world  is  nigh 
ended, 
And  light  firom  another  already  shines  through. 

Then  her  eyes,  when  she  sung — oh,  but  once  to 
have  seen  them — 
Left  thoughts  in  the  soul  that  can  nerer  de- 
part; 
While  her  looks  and  her  voice  made  a  language 
between  them, 
That  spoke  more  than  holiest  words  to  the  heart 

But  she  pass'd  like  a  day-dream,  no  skill  could 

restore  her — 

Whatever  was  her  sorrow,  its  ruin  came  fast ; 

She  died  with  the  same  spell  of  mystery  o'er 

her. 

That  song  of  past  days  on  her  lips  to  the  last 

Nor  ev'n  in  the  grave  is  her  sad  heart  reposing — 
Still  hovers  the  spirit  of  grief  round  her  tomb ; 

For  oft,  when  the  shadows  of  midnight  are  closing, 
The  same  strain  of  music  is  heard  through  the 
gloom. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TnESE  verses  were  written  for  a  Benefit  at  the 
Dublin  Theatre,  and  were  spoken  by  Miss  Smith, 
with  a  degree  of  success,  which  they  owed  solely 
to  her  admirable  manner  of  reciting  them.  I 
vrote  them  in  haste ;  and  it  very  rarely  happens 
tbat  poetry,  which  has  cost  but  little  labour  to  the 
writer,  is  productive  of  any  great  pleasure  to  the 
reader.  Under  this  impression,  I  certainly  should 
Aot  have  published  them  if  they  had  not  found 
dbeir  way  into  some  of  the  newspapers,  with  such 
ID  addition  of  errors  to  their  own  original  stock, 
that  I  thought  it  but  &ir  to  limit  their  responsi- 
Iffity  to  those  fimlts  alone  which  really  belong  to 


With  respect  to  the  title  which  I  have  invented 


for  this  Poem,  I  feel  even  more  than  the  scruples 
of  the  Emperor  Tiberius,  when  he  humbly  asked 
pardon  of  the  Roman  Senate  for  using  **the  out- 
landish term,  monopoly.^''  But  the  truth  is,  having 
written  the  Poem  with  the  sole  view  of  serving  a 
Benefit,  I  thought  that  an  unintelligible  word  of 
this  kind  would  not  be  without  its  attraction  for 
the  multitude,  with  whom,  "  If  'tis  not  sense,  at 
least  tis  Greek."  To  some  of  my  readers,  how- 
ever, it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  say,  that  by 
"  Melologue,"  I  mean  that  mixture  of  recitation 
and  music,  which  is  frequently  adopted  in  the  per- 
formance of  Collins's  Ode  on  the  Passions,  and 
of  which  the  most  striking  example  I  can  remem- 
ber is  the  prophetic  speech  of  Joad  in  the  Athalie 
of  Racine. 

T.  M. 
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MELOLOGUE. 


A  BHOitT  Strain  op  Mdbic  prom  thr  Orchrstra. 

Tbeme  breathes  a  language,  known  and  felt 

Far  as  the  pure  air  spreads  its  living  zone ; 
Wherever  rage  can  rouse,  or  pity  melt, 

That  language  of  the  soul  is  felt  and  known. 
From  those  meridian  plains, 
Where  oft,  of  old,  on  some  high  towV, 
The  soft  Peruvian  pour'd  his  midnight  strains. 
And  called  his  distant  love  with  such  sweet 
powV, 
That,  when  she  heard  the  lonely  lay. 
Not  worlds  could  keep  her  from  his  arms  away. ' 
To  the  bleak  climes  of  polar  night. 
Where  blithe,  beneath  a  sunless  sky, 
The  Lapland  lover  bids  his  rein-deer  fly. 
And  sings  along  the  lengthening  waste  of  snow, 
Gaily  as  if  the  blessed  light 
Of  vernal  Phcebus  bum*d  upon  his  brow  ; 
Oh  Music  I  thy  celestial  claim 
Is  still  resistless,  still  the  same; 
And,  faithful  as  the  mighty  sea 
To  the  pale  star  that  o*er  its  realm  presides, 
The  spell-bound  tides 
Of  human  passion  rise  and  fall  for  thee ! 

Grbi£K   Aid. 

List  I  'tis  a  Grecian  maid  that  sings, 
While,  from  Ilissus'  silvVy  springs. 
She  draws  the  cool  lymph  in  her  graceful  urn; 
And  by  her  side,  in  Music's  charm  dissolving, 
Some  patriot  youth,  the  glorious  past  revolving, 
Dreams  of  bright  days  that  never  can  return  ; 
When  Athens  nurs'd  her  olive  bough, 

With  hands  by  tyrant  pow'r  imchain*d  ; 
And  braided  for  the  muse's  brow 
A  wreath  by  tyrant  touch  unstain'd. 
When  heroes  trod  each  classic  field 

Where  coward  feet  now  faintly  falter; 
When  ev'ry  arm  was  Freedom's  shield, 
And  ev'ry  heart  was  Freedom's  altar ! 

Floukish  ok  Trumpets. 

Hark,  'tis  the  sound  that  charms 
The  war-steed's  wak'ning  ears  I  — 

Oh !  many  a  mother  folds  her  arms 
Round  her  boy-soldier  when  that  call  she  hears ; 

And,  though  her  fond  heart  sink  with  fears, 


*  **  A  cerUiu  Spaniard,  one  night  late,  met  an  Indian 
woman  in  the  itrecUi  of  Cozco,  and  would  have  taken  her  to 
hit  home,  but  she  cried  out,  *  For  God't  sake.  Sir,  let  me  go ; 
for  that  pipe,  which  yuu  hear  in  yonder  tower,  calls  me  with 


Is  proud  to  feel  his  young  poise  bound 
With  valour's  fever  at  the  soiind. 
See,  from  his  native  hills  afkr 
The  rude  Helvetian  flies  to  war ; 
Careless  for  what,  for  whom  he  fights, 
For  slave  or  despot,  wrongs  or  rights ; 

A  conqueror  oft — a  hero  never— 
Tet  lavish  of  his  life-blood  still. 
As  if  'twere  like  his  mountain  rill. 

And  gush'd  for  ever ! 

Tes,  Music,  here,  even  here. 
Amid  this  thoughtless,  vague  career, 
Thy  soul-felt  charm  asserts  its  wondrous  pow'r. 
There's  a  wild  air  which  oft,  among  the  roel 
Of  his  own  loved  land,  at  ev'ning  hour. 
Is  heard,  when  shepherds  homeward  pipe  tl 
flocks. 
Whose  every  note  hath  power  to  thrill  his  mii 
With  tend'rest  thoughts;  to  bring  around 
knees 
The  rosy  children  whom  he  left  behind. 
And  fill  each  little  angel  eye 
With  speaking  tears,  that  ask  him  why 
He  wander'd  from  his  hut  for  scenes  like  thi 
Vain,  vain  is  then  the  trumpet*s  brazen  roar ; 
Sweet  notes  of  home,  of  love,  are  all  he  hear 
And  the  stem  eyes,  that  look'd  for  blood  befor 
Now  melting,  moumftd,  lose  themselves  in  te 

Swiss  Air.  — "Raxz  drs  Vacbes." 
But,  wake  the  trumpet's  blast  again. 
And  rouse  the  ranks  of  warrior-men  I 
Oh  War,  when  Truth  thy  arm  employs. 
And  Freedom's  spirit  guides  the  labouring  stoi 
'Tis  then  thy  vengeance  takes  a  hallow'd  foni 
And,  like  Heaven's  light'ning,  sacredly  destr 
Nor,  Music,  through  thy  breathing  sphere. 
Lives  there  a  sound  more  grateful  to  the  eai 
Of  Him  who  made  all  harmony. 
Than  the  bless'd  sound  of  fetters  breakin; 
And  the  first  hynm  that  man,  awaking 
From  Slavery's  slumber,  breathes  to  Libert 

Spanish  CHORits. 

Hark !  from  Spain,  indignant  Spain, 
Bursts  the  bold,  enthusiast  strain. 
Like  morning's  music  on  the  air ; 
And  seems,  in  every  note,  to  swear 
By  Saragossa's  ruin'd  streets. 

By  brave  Gerona's  deathful  story, 

great  passion,  and  I  cannot  reftise  the  snromons ;  for 
constrains  me  to  go,  that  I  may  be  hb  vlf^,  and  he  vaj 
band.'  **  —  Gardlauo  de  la  FtgOt  In  Sir  PRul  Bycaut's  t 

lation. 


SET  OF  GLEES. 


»«■■  Ail-'Va  DuniTO." 
if  Tain  the  pstriot't  leal, 
ilooT'i  fbrce  Dor  wisdom's  liftht 
>T  melt  ihM  btood-cemetiled  seal, 
*  u  clow  the  book  of  Europe's  right- 


Wbat  toog  abtH  ihea  in  aadnru  tell 
Of  brolien  pride,  of  prospects  shaded. 

Of  bnried  hopes,  remember'd  Tell, 
Of  ardour  quench'd,  and  hononr  bded  ? 

'What  mose  shall  monm  the  breathleaa  brave. 
Id  sweetest  dii^c  at  Memory's  shrine  ? 

What  harp  shaL  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  grave  7 
Oh  Erin,  Thine ! 


SET    OF    GLEES. 

MUSIC  BY  MOORE. 


:  MEETISO  OF  THE  SH1P& 

o'er  the  dlent  seas  alone, 
ri  and  nighls  we've  cheerless  gone, 
J  who've  felt  it  know  how  sweet, 
umj  mom  a  aail  to  meet. 

ng  tl  once  is  er'ry  eje, 
•ho;  '.  ship  ahoy ! "  our  jojful  crj  ; 
inswcring  back  the  sounds  we  hear 
ahoyt   shipahoyl    what  checrP  what 


aib  are  bar k'd,  we  nearer  comt, 
ords  are  said  iif  friends  and  home  ; 

oil,  too  toon,  we  part  wilb  pain, 
o'er  «ilent  seas  again. 


HIP.  HIP,  ni'RRA! 

1  mnnd  a  hamper,  fill  up  to  the  brim, 
ihrinka  from  a  bmnpcr  I  pledge  not  to 

he  pirl  that  each  loves,  be  her  eye  of  what 

rv.  il  may.  so  her  heart  is  but  true." 
Charge!  (drinks)  hip,  hip,hurta,  hurm! 


Here's  the  friends  of  oar  youth — though  of  some 

'  May  the  links  that  arc  tost  but  endear  what  ate 
left!" 

Charge!  (drinks)  lup,hip,hnrr«,haml 

Once  more  fill  a  bumper — ne'er  talk  of  the  hour; 

On  hearts  thus  united  old  Time  has  no  pow'r. 
Alay  our  lives,  tho',  alas!  like  (he  wine  of  to-night. 
They  must  soon  have  an  end,  10  the  last  flow  aa 

Charge!  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hnrra,  hurra! 


Quick,  quick,  now.  111  give  yon 


will  n 


;e  Time's  glas 


FIv'n  faster  than  nurs  dcilli,  llirec  bumpers  in  one ; 
"  Here's  the  poet  who  sings  —  here's  the  warrior 

who  fifilits — 
•'  Here's  the  statesmim  who  speaks,  in  the  cause  of 

men's  rights!" 
Charge  !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 


Come,  once  more,  *  bumper !  - 
The)',  «■/,:  could  fill  half-way  tu 


-then  drink  as  yo 
toast  such  as  these 


"  3lay  nur  wine  be  as  bright  and  our  union  a! 
Charge  !  (drinks)  liip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra  ! 


HtSlI,  HCSH! 
■BH.  hush!" — how  V 
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When  Love,  the  little  sentmel. 
Walks  his  night-rounds ; 

Then,  if  a  foot  but  dare 
One  rose-leaf  crush, 

Myriads  of  voices  in  the  air 
Whisper,  "  Hush,  hush  !" 

"Hark,  hark, 'tis  he!" 

The  night-elves  cry, 
And  hush  their  fairy  harmony, 

While  he  steals  by ; 
But  if  his  silv'ry  feet 

One  dew-drop  brush, 
Voices  are  heard  in  chorus  sweet. 

Whispering,  **  HuBh,  hush  I " 


THE  PARTING  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

HE. 

On  to  the  field,  our  doom  is  sealed. 

To  conquer  or  be  slaves: 
This  sun  shall  see  our  nation  free, 

Or  set  upon  our  graves. 

SHE. 

Farewell,  oh  farewell,  my  love. 

May  Heav'n  thy  guardian  be. 
And  send  bright  angels  from  above 

To  bring  thee  back  to  me. 

HE. 

On  to  the  field,  the  battle-field, 
Where  Freedom's  standard  waves. 

This  sun  shall  see  our  tyrant  yield, 
Or  shine  upon  our  graves. 


THE  WATCHMAN. 


A  TRIO. 


WATCHMAN. 

Past  twelve  o'clock — past  twelve. 

Good  night,  good  night,  my  dearest- 
How  fast  the  moments  fly ! 

*Tis  time  to  part,  thou  hearest 
That  hatefiil  watchman's  cry. 


WATCHMAN. 

Past  one  o'clock «- past  one. 

Tet  stay  a  moment  longer — 

Alas !  why  is  it  so. 
The  wish  to  stay  grows  stronger. 

The  more  'tis  time  to  go  ? 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  two  o'clock — past  two. 

Now  wrap  thy  cloak  about  thee — 
The  hours  must  sure  go  wrong. 

For  when  they*re  pass'd  without  thee. 
They're,  oh,  ten  times  as  long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  three. 

Again  that  dreadful  warning  I 
Had  ever  time  such  flight  ? 

And  see  the. sky,  'tis  morning — 
So  now,  indeed,  good  night. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  three. 
Good  night,  good  night 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  WE  DANCE  ? 

Sat,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 
Shall  we  bound  along  the  moonlight  plain. 
To  music  of  Italy,  Greece,  or  Spain  ? 

Say,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 
Shall  we,  like  those  who  rove 
Through  bright  Grenada's  grove. 
To  the  light  Bolero's  measures  move  ? 
Or  choose  the  Guaracia's  languishing  lay. 
And  thus  to  its  sound  die  away  ? 

Strike  the  gay  chorda. 
Let  us  hear  each  strain  from  ev'ry  shore 
That  music  haunts,  or  young  feet  wander  o'er. 
Hark !  'tis  the  light  march,  to  whose  measured  tin 
The  Polish  lady,  by  her  lover  led. 
Delights  through  gay  saloons  with  step  ontired 

tread. 
Or  sweeter  still,  through  moonlight  walkt, 
Whose  shadows  serve  to  hide 
The  blush  that's  rais'd  by  him  who  talks 
Of  love  the  while  by  her  side ; 
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"hen  ooniM  tibe  anooth  walti,  to  wliote  floating 

•ound 
Skm  drauni  we  go  gliding  annmd, 
Aj,  wlueh  thaU  we  danoe?  which  shall  we 

danee? 


TH£  EVENINO  OUN. 


thoa  that  setting  fun. 
The  hMt  I  saw  with  thee. 


When  loud  we  heard  the  er'ning  gun 

Peal  o'er  the  twilight  sea? 
Boom ! — the  sounds  i^pear'd  to  sweep 

Far  o'er  the  rerge  of  day. 
Till,  into  realms  heyond  the  deep, 

They  seem'd  to  die  away. 

Oft,  when  the  toQs  of  day  are  done. 

In  pensiye  dreams  of  diee, 
I  sit  to  hear  that  er'ning  gon. 

Peal  o'er  the  stormy  sea. 
Boom  I — and  while,  o'er  billows  corl'd. 

The  distant  sounds  decay, 
I  weep  and  wish,  from  this  rough  world. 

Like  them,  to  die  away. 


BALLADS,  80NGS>  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 

ETC. 


TO-DAT,  DEAREST  !  IS  OURS. 

To-DAT,  dearest!  is  ours; 

"Why  should  Lore  carelessly  lose  it  ? 
This  life  shines  or  lowers 

Just  aa  we,  weak  mortals,  use  it 
Tls  time  enough,  when  its  flow'rs  decay, 

To  think  of  the  thorns  of  Sorrow ; 
And  Joy,  if  left  on  the  stem  to-day, 

May  wither  before  to-morrow. 

Then  why,  dearest  I  so  long 

Let  the  sweet  moments  fly  over  ? 
Though  now,  blooming  and  young, 

Thou  hast  me  deroutly  thy  lover : 
Tct  Time  from  both,  in  his  silent  lapse, 

Some  treasure  may  steal  or  borrow ; 
Thy  charms  may  be  less  in  bloom,  perhaps, 

Or  I  less  in  lore  to-morrow. 


^ 


iTHEH  ON  THE  LIP  THE  SIGH  DELAYS. 


Whbt  oo  the  lip  the  sigh  delays, 
Aa  if  *twon]d  linger  there  for  erer ; 


When  eyes  would  give  the  world  to  gaae, 
Tet  still  look  down,  and  venture  never ; 

AVhen,  though  with  direst  nymphs  we  rove, 
There's  one  we  dream  of  more  than  any — 

If  all  this  is  not  real  love, 
'Tis  something  wond'rous  like  it,  Fanny  ! 

To  think  and  ponder,  when  apart. 

On  all  we've  got  to  say  at  meeting ; 
And  yet  when  near,  with  heart  to  heart. 

Sit  mute,  and  listen  to  their  beating : 
To  see  but  one  bright  object  move. 

The  only  moon,  where  stars  are  many — 
If  all  this  is  not  downright  love, 

I  prithee  say  what  is,  my  Fanny  1 

When  Hope  foretells  the  brightest,  best. 

Though  Reason  on  the  darkest  reckons ; 
When  Passion  drives  us  to  the  west. 

Though  Prudence  to  the  eastward  beckons ; 
When  all  turns  round,  below,  above, 

And  our  own  heads  the  most  of  any  — 
If  this  is  not  stark,  staring  love. 

Then  you  and  I  are  sages,  Fanny. 


0 
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HERE,  TAKE  MY  HEART. 

RE,  take  my  heart — 'twill  be  safe  in  thy  keep- 
ing, 
(Vhile  I  go  wandering  o*er  land  and  o*er  sea ; 
iling  or  sorrowing,  waking  or  sleeping, 
irVhat  need  I  care,  so  my  heart  is  with  thee  ? 

in  the  race  we  are  destined  to  ran,  love, 
They  who  have  light  hearts  the  happiest  be, 
en,  happier  still  must  be  they  who  have  none, 

love, 
Vnd  that  will  be  niy  case  when  mine  is  with  thee. 

natters  not  where  I  may  now  be  a  rover, 
care  not  how  many  bright  eyes  I  may  see ; 
>ald  Venus  herself  come  and  ask  me  to  love  her, 
*d  tell  her  I  couldn't — my  heart  is  with  thee. 

d  there  let  it  lie,  growing  fonder  and  fonder — 
*'or,  even  should  Fortune  turn  truant  to  me, 
ly,  let  her  go  —  I've  a  treasure  beyond  her, 
Ls  long  as  my  heart's  out  at  interest  with  thee  ! 


,  CALL  IT  BY  SOME  BETTER  NAME. 

Oh,  call  it  by  some  better  name. 

For  Friendship  sounds  too  cold, 
"While  Love  is  now  a  worldly  flame. 

Whose  shrine  must  be  of  gold  ; 
And  Passion,  like  the  sun  at  noon. 

That  bums  o'er  all  he  sees. 
Awhile  as  warm,  will  set  as  soon — 

Then,  call  it  none  of  these. 

Imagine  something  purer  far, 

More  free  from  stain  of  clay 
Than  Friendship,  Love,  or  Passion  are, 

Yet  human  still  as  they  : 
And  if  thy  lip,  for  love  like  this. 

No  mortal  word  can  frame. 
Go,  ask  of  angels  what  it  is. 

And  call  it  by  that  name ! 


POOR  WOUNDED  HEART. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell  I 
Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come ; 
Thou  soon  wilt  reach  thy  home, 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 


The  ptin  thoalt  11^  in  bretking 

Len  bitter  fkr  will  be, 
Than  that  kmg^  deadly  iching; 

This  life  has  been  to'thee. 

There — broken  heart,  &rewell ! 
The  pang  is  o'er — 
The  parting  pang  is  o'er ; 
Thou  now  wilt  bleed  no  more, 
Poor  broken  heart,  &rewell ! 
No  rest  for  thee  bat  dying — 

Like  wavei,  whose  striffe  is  past, 
On  death's  cold  shore  thus  lyings 
Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last— 
Poor  broken  heart,  fiffewell ! 


THE  EAST  INDIAN. 

Coke,  Bfay,  with  all  thy  flowers. 

Thy  sweetly-seented  thorn. 
Thy  cooling  ev'ning  showers, 

Thy  fhigrant  breath  at  mom : 
When  May-flies  haunt  the  wiUow, 

When  May-bods  tempt  the  bee. 
Then  o'er  the  shining  biUow 

My  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastern  Isles  she's  winging 

Through  wat'ry  wilds  her  way, 
And  on  her  cheek  is  bringing 

The  bright  son's  orient  ray : 
Oh,  come  and  coort  her  hither. 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm — 
One  winter*8  gale  would  wither 

So  soft,  so  pore  a  form. 

The  fields  where  she  was  straying 

Are  blest  with  endless  lig^ 
With  zephyrs  always  playing 

Through  gardens  always  bri^ 
Then  now,  sweet  May  I  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thoo'st  been  befbie ; 
Let  sighs  fhnn  roses  meet  her 

When  she  comes  near  oor  shore. 


POOR  BROKEN  FLOWER. 


Poor  broken  flow'r  I  whal  art 
thee? 
Tom  from  the  stem  dial  ftd  ttj  tmf  M 


292 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


So  while  away  from  that  arbour  forsaken. 
The  maiden  is  wandering,  still  let  her  be 

As  true  as  the  lute,  that  no  sighing  can  waken, 
And  blooming  for  ever,  unchanged  as  the  tree  ! 


NIGHTS  OF  MUSIC. 

Nights  of  music,  nights  of  loving. 

Lost  too  soon,  remembered  long, 
When  we  went  by  moonlight  roving, 

Hearts  all  love  and  lips  all  song. 
When  this  faithful  lute  recorded 

All  my  spirit  felt  to  thee ; 
And  that  smile  the  song  rewarded  — 

Worth  whole  years  of  fame  to  me  I 

Nights  of  song,  and  nights  of  splendour, 

Fill'd  with  joys  too  sweet  to  last  — 
Joys  that,  like  the  star-light,  tender. 

While  they  shone,  no  shadow  cast 
Though  all  other  happy  hours 

From  my  fading  memory  fly. 
Of  that  star-light,  of  those  bowers, 

Not  a  beam,  a  leaf  shall  die ! 


OUR  FIRST  YOUNG  LOVE. 

Our  first  young  love  resembles 

That  short  but  brilliant  ray, 
Which  smiles,  and  weeps,  and  trembles 

Through  April's  earliest  day. 
And  not  all  life  before  us, 

Howe'er  its  lights  may  play. 
Can  shed  a  lustre  o'er  us 

Like  that  first  April  ray. 

Our  summer  sun  may  squander 
A  blaze  serener,  grander ; 
Our  autumn  beam 
May,  like  a  dream 
Of  heav*n,  die  calm  away  ; 
But,  no  —  let  life  before  us 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may, 
'Twill  ne'er  shed  lustre  o'er  us 
Like  that  first  youthful  ray. 


BLACK  AND  BLUE  EYES. 

The  brilliant  black  eye 
May  in  triumph  let  fly 

All  its  darts  without  caring  who  feels  'em 
But  the  soft  eye  of  blue. 
Though  it  scatter  wounds  too. 

Is  much  better  pleas'd  when  it  heals  'em  - 
Dear  Fanny ! 
But  the  soft  eye  of  blue. 
Though  it  scatter  wounds  too. 

Is  much  better  pleas'd  when  it  heals  'em. 

The  black  eye  may  say, 

"  Come  and  worship  my  ray  — 

"  By  adoring,  perhaps,  you  may  move  me 
But  the  blue  eye,  half  hid. 
Says,  from  under  its  lid, 

**  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  you  love  me  ! " 
Yes,  Fanny  I 
Theblueeye,  half  hid. 
Says,  from  under  its  lid, 

"  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  you  love  me  ! " 

Come  tell  me,  then,  why. 

In  that  lovely  blue  eye. 
Not  a  charm  of  its  tint  I  discover  ; 

Oh  why  should  you  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  **  No  "  to  a  lover  ? 

Dear  Fanny  ! 

Oh,  why  should  you  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  "  No"  to  a  lover? 


DEAR  FANNY. 

'*  She  has  beauty,  but  still  you  must  keep 
heart  cool ; 
'<  She  has  wit,  but  you  mustn't  be  caught  s 
Thus  Reason  advises,  but  Reason's  a  fool. 
And  'tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  i 

Dear  Fanny, 
'Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  sa 

**  She  is  lovely ;  then  love  her,  nor  let  the  blis 
"  'Tis  the  charm  of  youth's  vanishing  seas* 

Thus  Love  has  advis'd  me,  and  who  will  dei 
That  Love  reasons  much  better  than  Reas 

Dear  Fanny  ? 
Love  reasons  muc^  better  than  Reason. 


BALLADS,  SONGS,  ETC. 


FROM  LIFE  WrrHOUT  FREEDOU 

Fioii  IHbwitilioiit  freedom,  nyywlio  would  not  fly? 
For  one  day  of  freedom,  cdi  I  who  would  not  die  ? 
Haikl— harkl  lis  the  tnmpetl  the  call  of  the 

hrare, 
rhe  deeth-floog  of  tynttt%  the  dirge  of  the  dare. 
Our  eoutry  liee  hleeding^  haste,  haste  to  her  aid ; 
One  am  that  defends  is  worth  hosts  that  inyade. 

[n  death's  kindly  hosom  oor  last  hope  renuuns — 
rhe  dead  fear  no  tyrants,  the  grsTe  has  no  chains. 
Oo,  on  to  the  eomhat ;  the  heroes  that  hleed 
Per  Tirtoe  and  mankind  are  heroes  indeed. 
And  oh,  er^  if  Freedom  firom  llif  worid  he  driTen, 
Despair  not — at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heaven. 


HERFS  THE  BOWER. 

Bmmm^b  the  hower  she  lov'd  so  mooh, 

And  the  tree  she  planted ; 
Here's  the  harp  she  need  to  tooch-— 

Oh,  how  that  tooch  enchanted  1 
Roses  now  unheeded  sigh ; 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreathe  them  ? 
Songs  aroond  neglected  lie ; 

Where's  the  lip  to  hreatfae  them? 

Here's  the  bower,  &c. 

Spring  may  bloom,  bat  she  we  lov'd 
Ne'er  shall  feel  its  sweetness ; 

Time,  that  once  so  fleetly  moy*d. 
Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 

Years  were  days,  when  here  she  stray'd. 
Days  were  moments  near  her ; 

HeaVn  ne'er  fonn*d  a  brighter  maid. 


The  gloom  that  winter  cast 

How  soon  the  heart  forgets, 
When  Summer  brings,  at  last. 

Her  son  that  never  sets  I 
So  dawn'd  my  lore  for  yon ; 

So,  fix'd  throngh  joy  and  pain. 
Than  sommer  son  more  troe, 

'Twill  never  set  again. 


LOVE  AND  THE  SUN-DIAI 

YouMO  Love  found  a  Dial  once,  in  a  daz 
Where  man  ne'er  had  wander'd  nor 

play'd; 
"  Why  thus  in  darkness  lie,"  whispei 

Love; 
"  Thou,  whose   gay  hours   in  sunshu 

move?" 
**  I  ne'er,"  said  the  Dial,  ''have  seen  the  ^ 
"  So  noonday  and  midnight  to  me.  Love 

Then  Love  took  the  Dial  away  from  the 
And  placed  her  where  Heav'n's  bean 

play'd. 
There  she  redin'd,  beneath  Love's  gasii 
While,  mark'd  all  with  sunshine,  her  houi 
"  Oh,  how,"  said  the  Dial,  "can  any  fail 
**  That's  bom  to  be  shone  upon,  rest  in  th 

Bat  night  now  comes  on,  and  the  sanbea 
And  Love  stops  to  gaze  on  the  Dial  no  i 
Alone  and  neglected,  while  bleak  rain  a 
Are  storming  around  her,  with  sorrow  si 
That  Love  had  but  numbered  a  few  sunnj 
Then  left  the  remainder  to  darkness  and 


Nor  Pity  wept  a  dearer ! 

Here's  the  bower,  &c 



LOVE  AND  TIME. 

I  SAW  THE  MOON  RISE  CLEAR. 

A  YDfLAHD  LOVE  BONO. 

'Tis  said — but  whether  true  or  not 

Let  bards  declare  whoVe  seen  'en 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

That  Love  and  Time  have  only  got 

O'er  hills  and  vales  of  snow. 

One  pair  of  wings  between  'em. 

Nor  told  my  fleet  rein-deer 

In  courtship*8  first  delicious  hour, 

The  track  I  wish'd  to  go. 

The  boy  full  oft  can  spare  'em ; 

Yet  quick  he  bounded  forth ; 

So,  loit'ring  in  his  lady's  bower. 

For  well  my  rein-deer  knew 

He  lets  the  grey-beard  wear  *em. 

Fve  but  one  path  on  earth — 

Then  is  Time's  hour  of  play ; 

The  path  which  leads  to  you. 

Oh,  how  he  files,  flies  away  ! 
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Bat  short  the  moments,  short  as  bright, 

When  he  the  wings  can  borrow ; 
If  Time  to>day  has  had  his  flight, 

Love  takes  his  turn  to-morrow. 
Ah  I  Time  and  Love,  your  change  is  then 

The  saddest  and  most  trying, 
When  one  begins  to  limp  again. 

And  t'other  takes  to  flying. 
Then  is  Love's  hour  to  stray ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away ! 

Bat  there's  a  nymph,  whose  chains  I  feel. 

And  bless  the  silken  fetter. 
Who  knows,  the  dear  one,  how  to  deal 

With  Love  and  Time  mach  better. 
So  well  she  checks  their  wanderings. 

So  peacefully  she  pairs  'em. 
That  Love  with  her  ne'er  thinks  of  wings, 

And  Time  for  ever  wears  'em. 
This  is  Time's  holiday  ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away  I 


LOVE'S  LIGHT  SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Pain  and  sorrow  shall  vanish  before  ns — 
Tonth  may  wither,  but  feeling  will  last ; 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  us. 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  only  shall  cast 
Oh,  if  to  love  thee  more 
Each  hour  I  number  o'er 
If  this  a  passion  be 
Worthy  of  thee. 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last  : 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee, 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Rest,  dear  bosom,  no  sorrows  shall  pain  thee, 

Sighs  of  pleasure  alone  shalt  thou  steal ; 
Beam,  bright  eyelid,  no  weeping  shall  stain  thee, 
Tears  of  rapture  alone  shalt  thou  feel. 
Oh,  if  there  be  a  charm 
In  love,  to  banish  harm  — 
If  pleasure's  truest  spell 
Be  to  love  well, 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last : 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee, 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 


LOVE,  WANDERING  THROUGH  THE 
GOLDEN  MAZE. 

LoYB,  wand'ring  through  the  golden  mate 

Of  my  beloved's  hair, 
Trac'd  every  lock  with  fond  delays, 

And,  doting,  lingered  there. 
And  soon  he  found  'twere  vain  to  fly ; 

His  heart  was  close  confin'd. 
For,  every  ringlet  was  a  tie  — 

A  chain  by  beauty  twin'd. 


MERRILY  EVERY  BOSOM  BOUNDETE 

THE  TTROLE8E  BONO  OF  UBEBTT. 

Mebrilt  every  bosom  bonndeth. 

Merrily,  oh  I 
Where  the  song  of  Freedom  aoimdeth, 
Merrily,  oh  ! 
There  the  warrior's  arms 
Shed  more  splendour  ; 
There  the  maiden's  charms 
Shine  more  tender  ; 
Ev'ry  joy  the  land  surroundeth. 
Merrily,  oh  !  merrily,  oh  I 

Wearily  every  bosom  pineth. 

Wearily,  oh! 
Where  the  bond  of  slavery  twineth 
Wearily,  oh  1 
There  the  warrior's  dart 

Hath  no  fleetness ; 
There  the  maiden's  heart 
Hath  no  sweetness  — 
Ev'ry  flow'r  of  life  declineth. 
Wearily,  oh  !  wearily,  oh  I 

Cheerily  then  from  hill  and  valley. 

Cheerily,  oh ! 
Like  your  native  fountains  sally. 
Cheerily,  oh  I 
If  a  glorious  death. 
Won  by  bravery. 
Sweeter  be  than  breath 
Sigh'd  in  slavery. 
Round  the  flag  of  Freedom  rally. 
Cheerily,  oh  I  cheerily,  oh ! 
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The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  moontai] 

YES,  YES,  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Till  Victory's  self  shall,  smiling,  saj. 

«*  Your  cloud  of  foes  hath  pass'd  away. 

Yes,  yes,  when  the  bloom  of  Lore^s  boyhood  is 

*•  And  Freedom  comes,  with  new-bom  ray, 

o*er,                    # 

**  To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  foantains." 

Hell  turn  into  friendship  that  feels  no  decay  ; 

Oh,  never  till  that  glorious  day 

And,  though  Time  may  take  from  him  the  wings 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay. 

he  once  wore. 

Or  hear,  sweet  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

The  channs  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before, 

And  he'll  lose  bat  his  young  trick  of  flying 

away. 
Then  let  it  console  thee,  if  Love  should  not  stay, 

That  Friendship  our  last  happy  moments  will 

THE  YOUNG  ROSE. 

crown : 
Like  the  shadows  of  morning.  Love  lessens  away. 

The  young  rose  I  give  thee,  so  dewy  and  bri^ 

While  Friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day. 

Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bird  < 

Will  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  son  goes  down. 

night. 

* 

Who  oft,  by  the  moon,  o'er  her  blushes  hath  him| 

And  thrill'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  he  subj 

Oh,  take  thou  this  young  rose,  and  let  her  life  b 

THE  DAY  OF  LOVE. 

Prolong'd  by  the  breath  she  will  borrow  from  the 

For,  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thri 

The  beam  of  morning  trembling 

She'll  think  the  sweet  night-birdisconrtinghersti 

Stole  o'er  the  mountain  brook. 

With  timid  ray  resembling 

^ — 

Affection's  early  look. 

Thus  lore  begins—  sweet  mom  of  love  I 

WHEN  MIDST  THE  GAY  I  MEET. 

The  noon-tide  ray  ascended. 

And  o'er  the  valley's  stream  . 

When  midst  the  gay  I  meet 

Diffus'd  a  glow  as  splendid 

That  gentle  smile  of  thine. 

As  passion's  riper  dream. 

Though  still  on  me  it  turns  most  sweet. 

Thus  love  expands — warm  noon  of  lovel 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine : 

But  when  to  me  alone 

But  evening  came,  o'ershading 

Your  secret  tears  you  show. 

The  glories  of  the  sky, 

Oh,  then  I  feel  those  tears  my  own^ 

Like  faith  and  fondness  fading 

And  claim  them  while  they  flow. 

From  passion's  alter'd  eye. 

Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

Thus  love  declines — cold  eve  of  love ! 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free  ; 

Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less. 



But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

^ 

• 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

LUSITANIAN  WAR-SONG. 

Can  smile  in  many  a  beam. 

Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep, 

The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mountains. 

How  bright  soe'er  it  seem. 

Till  not  one  hateful  link  remains 

But,  when  some  deep-felt  ray, 

Of  slavery's  lingering  chains ; 

Whose  touch  is  fire,  appe^irs. 

Till  not  one  tyrant  tread  our  plains, 

Oh,  then  the  smile  is  warm'd  away, 

Nor  traitor  lip  pollute  our  fountains. 

And,  melting,  turns  to  tears. 

No  1  never  till  that  glorious  day 

Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay, 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free ; 

Or  hear,  oh  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less. 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 
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HOW  HAPPY.  ONCE. 

WHEN  TWILIGHT  DEWS. 

Whsr  twilight  dews  are  fiOling  soft 

How  happy,  once,  though  wing'd  with  sighs, 

Upon  the  1087  sea,  lore. 

My  moments  flew  along. 

I  watch  the  star,  whose  heam  so  oft 

Wbile  looking  on  those  smibng  eyes, 

Has  lighted  me  to  thee,  lore. 

And  list'ning  to  thy  magic  song  1 

And  thoa  too^  on  that  orb  so  dear. 

Bnt  vanish'd  now,  like  summer  dreams. 

Dost  often  gase  at  eren. 

Those  moments  smile  no  more ; 

And  think,  though  k)st  for  ever  here, 

Thonlt  yet  be  mine  in  heaven. 

That  song  for  me  is  o'er. 

Mine  the  cold  brow. 

There'k  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread, 

That  speaks  thy  alter'd  vow, 

There's  not  a  flow'r  I  see,  love, 

While  others  feel  thy  sunshine  now. 

But  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that* s  fled. 

Some  J07  that* s  gone  with  thee,  love. 

Oh,  could  I  change  my  love  like  thee, 

And  still  I  wish  that  hour  was  near. 

One  hope  might  yet  be  mine — 

When,  friends  and  fbes  forgiren, 

Some  other  eyes  as  bright  to  see. 

The  pains,  the  ills  weVe  wept  through  here. 

And  hear  a  voice  as  sweet  as  thine : 

Haj  tnni  to  smiles  m  heaven. 

But  never,  never  can  this  heart 

w 

Be  wak'd  to  life  again ; 

With  thee  it  lost  its  vital  part, 
And  wither'd  then  1 

Cold  its  pulse  lies, 

YOUNG  JESSICA. 

And  mnte  are  ev'n  its  sighs, 

All  other  grief  it  now  defies. 

Toinro  Jessica  sat  all  the  day, 
With  heart  o*er  idle  lore-thoughts  pining ; 

m  ' 

Her  needle  bright  beside  her  lay, 

So  aetrre  once! — now  idly  shining. 

I  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

Ah,  Jessy,  'tis  in  idle  hearts 

That  love  and  mischief  are  most  nimble ; 

If,  after  all,  you  still  will  doubt  and  fear  me. 

The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

And  think  this  heart  to  other  loves  will  stray, 

Of  Cnpid,  is  Minenra's  thimble. 

.  If  I  must  swear,  then,  lovely  doubter,  hear  me ; 

By  ev'ry  dream  I  have  when  thou'rt  away, 

The  child,  who  with  a  magnet  plays, 

By  ev'ry  throb  I  feel  when  thou  art  near  me. 

Well  knowing  all  its  arts,  so  wily. 

I  love  but  thee —  I  love  but  thee  I 

The  tempter  near  a  needle  lays, 

And  langfaing  says,  -  We*ll  steal  it  slily." 

By  those  dark  eyes,  where  light  is  ever  playing, 

The  needle,  haVing  noaght  to  do, 

Where  Love,  in  depth  of  shadow,  holds  his 

f        Is  pleas'd  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle ; 

throne. 

Till  closer,  closer  come  the  two, 

And  by  those  lips,  which  give  whate'er  thon'rt 

And — off,  at  length,  elopes  the  needle. 

saying, 

Or  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own, 

Now,  had  this  needle  tnm'd  its  eye 

A  music  far  beyond  all  minstrel's  playing. 

To  some  gay  reticule's  construction, 

I  love  but  thee — I  love  bnt  thee ! 

It  ne'er  had  stray'd  from  duty's  tie, 

Nor  feh  the  magneti's  sly  seduction. 

By  that  fair  brow,  where  Innocence  reposes, 

Thus,  ^ris,  would  yon  keep  qniet  hearts, 

As  pure  as  moonlight  sleeping  upon  snow, 

And  by  that  cheek,  whose  fleeting  blush  discloses 

The  safest  shield  againit  the  darts 

A  hue  too  bright  to  bless  this  world  below, 

Of  Co^d,  is  Minerra's  thimble. 

And  only  fit  to  dwell  on  Eden's  roses. 

, 

I  love  but  thee — I  love  bnt  thee  I 

^^ 
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LET  JOT  ALONE  BE  REMEMBER'D  NOW. 

Let  thy  joys  alone  be  remembered  now, 

Let  thy  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 
For  thus  to  meet,  and  thus  to  find. 

That  Time,  whose  touch  can  chill 
Each  flower  of  fbrm,  each  grace  of  mind. 

Hath  left  thee  blooming  still, — 
Oh,  joy  alone  should  be  thought  of  now, 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or,  should  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 

When  the  flowers  of  life's  sweet  garden  fade, 

If  but  one  bright  leaf  remain. 
Of  the  many  that  once  its  glory  made. 

It  is  not  for  us  to  complain. 
But  thus  to  meet  and  thus  to  wake 

In  all  Love's  early  bliss ; 
Oh,  Time  all  other  gifts  may  take. 

So  he  but  leaves  us  this ! 
Then  let  joy  alone  be  remember'd  now. 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or  if  thoughts  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow. 

Let  Lore  light  it  up  with  his  smile! 


LOVE  THEE,  DEAREST  ?  LOVE  THEE  ? 

Love  thee,  dearest  ?  love  thee  ? 

Yes,  by  yonder  star  I  swear. 
Which  through  tears  above  thee 

Shines  so  sadly  fair; 
Though  often  dim, 
With  tears,  like  him, 
Like  him  my  truth  will  shine. 

And — love  thee,  dearest  ?  love  thee  ? 
Tes,  till  death  Fm  thine. 

Leave  thee,  dearest  ?  leave  thee  ? 

No,  that  star  is  not  more  true ; 
When  my  vows  deceive  thee, 

He  will  wander  too. 
A  cloud  of  night 
May  veil  his  light. 
And  death  shall  darken  mine — 

But — leave  thee,  dearest  ?  leave  thee? 
No,  till  death  I'm  thine. 


MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

I  orvE  thee  all-* I  can  no  more— 

Though  poor  the  off'ring  be ; 
My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  store 

That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 
A  lute  whose  gentle  song  revealf 

The  soul  of  love  full  well ; 
And,  better  far,  a  heart  that  feela 

Much  more  than  lute  could  telL 

Though  love  and  song  may  fkil,  alas ! 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away. 
At  least  twill  make  them  lighter  pan 

Or  gild  them  if  they  stay. 
And  ev'n  if  Care,  at  moments,  flings 

A  discord  o'er  life's  happy  strain. 
Let  love  but  gently  touch  the  strings, 

'Twill  all  be  sweet  again ! 


PEACE,  PEACE  TO  HIM  THAT'S  GONl 

When  I  am  dead 

Then  lay  my  head 
In  some  lone,  distant  dell. 

Where  voices  ne'er 

Shall  stir  the  air. 
Or  break  its  silent  spelL 

If  any  sound 

Be  heard  around. 
Let  the  sweet  bird  alone, 

That  weeps  in  song 

Sing  all  night  long, 
"  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone  I" 

Yet,  oh,  were  mine 

One  sigh  of  thine. 
One  pitying  word  from  thee. 

Like  gleams  of  heav'n. 

To  sinners  giv'n. 
Would  be  that  word  to  me. 

Howe'er  unblest. 

My  shade  would  rest 
While  list'ning  to  that  tone ; 

Enough  'twould  be 

To  hear  fh>m  thee, 
'*  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone  ! " 
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BOSS  OF  THE  DESERT. 

Son  of  the  DeierCl  thoa,  whow  blnshing  ray, 
Lonely  and  lorely,  llecto  miMai  mwwj ; 
Ko  hand  to  eoU  thee,  none  to  woo  thy  sigh, — 
hi  Teitai  ailenee  left  to  lire  and  die, — 
loee  of  the  Deiert  I  thna  ahoold  woman  he, 
flhinmg  nneoiirted»  lone  and  aafe,  like  thee. 

Bom  of  the  Garden,  how  nnlike  thy  doom  I 
Dotin'd  lor  others,  not  thyiel^  to  bloom 
GalTd  era  diy  beanty  Uvea  throogh  half  its  day ; 
1  awient  eherish'd,  and  then  cast  away; 
Base  of  die  Gaidenl  soeh  is  woman's  lot,— 
Wonh^p'd,  while  blooming — when  she  fides,  for- 
90L 


'TIS  ALL  FOR  THEE. 

Ir  life  ftrme  hath  joy  or  light, 

Tis  an  from  thee, 
Ky  thoofl^  by  day,  my  dreams  by  night, 

Are  hot  of  thee,  of  only  thee. 
While^er  of  hq^  or  peace  I  know, 
Ky  sest  in  joy,  my  balm  in  woe. 
To  those  dear  eyes  of  thine  I  owe, 

Tis  all  from  thee. 

My  heart,  er'n  ere  I  saw  those  eyes, 

Seem'd  doom'd  to  thee ; 
Kept  pure  till  then  from  other  ties, 

Twas  aU  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 
Like  plants  that  sleep,  till  sonny  May 
Calls  forth  their  lifo,  my  spirit  lay, 
Tin,  tonch'd  by  Lore's  awak'ning  ray, 

It  liT'd  for  thee,  it  liv'd  for  thee. 

When  Fame  woold  call  me  to  her  heights, 

She  speaks  by  thee ; 
And  dim  would  shine  her  proudest  lights, 

XJnshar'd  by  thee,  nnshar'd  by  thee. 
Whene'er  I  seek  the  Muse's  shrine. 
Where  Bards  have  hong  their  wreaths  divine, 
And  wish  those  wreaths  of  glory  mine, 

TJM  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  OLDEN 

Thbbe's  a  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear. 
Like  the  dream  of  some  Tillage  chin 

Which  in  yonth  we  lor'd  to  hear. 
And  ev'n  amidst  the  grand  and  gay. 

When  Music  tries  her  gentlest  art 
I  ncTcr  hear  so  sweet  a  lay, 

Or  one  that  hangs  so  nrand  my  hi 
As  that  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear. 
Like  the  dream  of  some  Tillage  chin 
Which  in  yonth  we  lor'd  to  hear. 

And  when  all  of  this  life  is  gone,— 

Et'u  the  hope,  ling'ring  now. 
Like  the  last  of  the  leaTcs  left  on 

Autumn's  sere  and  fiided  boogh,- 
Twill  seem  as  still  those  friends  wei 

Who  lor'd  me  in  youth's  early  da; 
If  in  that  parting  hour  I  hear 

The  same  sweet  notes,  and  die  aw 
To  that  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Breath'd,  like  Hope's  fiurewell  stn 
To  say,  in  some  brighter  dime, 

Life  and  youth  will  shine  again  I 


WAKE  THEE,  MY  DEAl 

Wake  thee,  my  dear — thy  dreamin, 
Till  darker  hours  will  keep ; 

While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 
'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'n  to  slee] 

Moments  there  are  we  number. 

Moments  of  pain  and  care. 
Which  to  oblivious  slumber 

Gladly  the  wretch  would  spare. 
But  now — who'd  think  of  dreaming 

When  Love  his  watch  should  kee] 
While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

*Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'n  to  slee 

If  e'er  the  Fates  should  sever 

My  life  and  hopes  from  thee,  love 

The  sleep  that  lasts  for  ever 
Would  then  be  sweet  to  me,  love ; 

t  In  this  tong,  which  It  one  of  the  manj  set 
mjielf,  the  occulonal  Uwlestnes*  of  the  metre 
hardly  say,  flrom  the  peculiar  itmcture  of  the  ai 
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But  now, — Awaj  with  dreaming ! 

Though  fhture  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  eye 

Till  darker  hours  'twill  keep ; 

Fair  forms  of  light  that  crowd  the  distant  au 

While  snch  a  moon  is  beammg, 

When  nearer  view'd,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly. 

'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heaven  to  sleep. 

The  crowds  dissolve,  and  Uiou  alone  art  ther 

Thou,  thou  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I  speed  from  shore  to  shore. 

While  Hope's  sweet  voice  is  heard  in  every  bli 

THE  BOY  OF  THE  ALPS.' 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  years  are  o' 

One  bright  reward  shall  crown  my  toil  at  laH 

LiouTLT,  Alpine  rorer, 

Thy  smile  alone,  thy  smile  alone. 

Tread  the  mountains  over ; 

Rnde  is  the  path  thon^st  yet  to  go  ; 

Oh  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hour 

Snow  cliffs  hanging  o'er  thee. 

All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  brigb 

Fields  of  ice  before  thee. 

Wealth's  radiant   mines,  the    lofty   thrones 

While  the  hid  torrent  moans  below. 

power,  — 

Hark,  the  deep  thonder. 

Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover's  chmoe  woi 

Through  the  vales  yonder  I 

light? 

*Tis  the  huge  av'lanche  downward  cast ; 

On  thee  alone,  on  thee  alone. 

From  rock  to  rock 

Rebounds  the  shock. 

But  courage,  boy  I  the  danger's  past 
Onward,  youthful  rover, 

Tread  the  glacier  over. 

Safe  Shalt  thou  reach  thy  home  at  last 

HER  LAST  WORDS,  AT  PARTING. 

On,  ere  light  forsake  thee, 

Soon  will  dusk  overtake  thee  : 

Her  last  words,  at  parting,  how  can  I  forget? 

O'er  yon  ice-bridge  lies  thy  way ! 

Deep  treasur'd  through  life,  in  my  heart  tl 

Now,  for  the  risk  prepare  thee ; 

shall  stay ; 

Safe  it  yet  may  bear  thee. 

Like  music,  whose  charm  in  the  soul  lingm  y« 

Though  twill  melt  in  morning's  ray. 

When  its  sounds  from  the  ear  have  long  me) 

away. 

Hark,  that  dread  howling ! 

Let  Fortune  assail  me,  her  threat'nings  are  vai 

'Tis  the  wolf  prowling,  — 

Those  still-breathing  words  shall  my  talisi 

Scent  of  thy  track  the  foe  hath  got  ; 

be, — 

And  cliff  and  shore 

"  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  nnd  pain. 

Resound  his  roar. 

**  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beats 

But  courage,  boy,  —  the  danger's  past ! 

for  thee." 

Watching  eyes  have  found  thee. 

Loving  arms  are  round  thee. 

From  the  desert's  sweet  well  tho'  the  pilcrim  n 

Safe  hast  thou  reach'd  thy  father's  cot 

hie. 

Never  more  of  that  fresh-springing  fountaL 
taste. 

He  hath  still  of  its  bright  drops  a  treasur'd  sup 

Whose  sweetness  lends  life  to  his  lips  through 

FOR  THEE  ALONE. 

waste. 

So,  dark  as  my  fate  is  still  doom'd  to  remain. 

For  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless  deep. 

These  words  shall  my  well  in  the  wilden 

Those  eyes  my  light  through  ev'ry  distant  sea ; 

be, — 

My  waking  thoughts,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep, 

"  Remember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain. 

The  noon-tide  rev'rie,  all  are  giv'n  to  thee. 

"  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beato 

To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 

for  thee." 

1  Tbb  and  the  Songs  that  follow  (as  far  as  page  310.)  have 
been  published,  with  music,  by  Messrs.  Addison  and  Beale, 

Begent  Street. 
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Bright  as  when,  by  Psyche  kist, 

*8  TAKE  THIS  WORLD  AS  SOME 

They  trembled  through  and  throng 

• 

WIDE  SCENE 

Flowers  spring  beneath  his  feet ; 
Angel  forms  beside  him  run; 

'f  take  thif  worid  as  Mme  wide  leene, 

Whfle  unnumber'd  lips  repeat 

hroDgh  which,  m  ftiil,  hot  buoyant  boat, 

••  Love's  victory  is  won  I " 

li  akiea  BOW  dark  and  now  ierene, 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love,  &c 

ogcther  thoa  and  I  moat  float ; 

aiding  oft»  on  either  shore, 

right  spots  where  we  shoold  lore  to  stay ; 

Time  plies  swift  his  flying  oar, 

nd  awaj  we  ^eed,  away,  away. 

SONG  OF  HERCULES  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER.! 

lid  ehiUing  winds  and  rains  come  on. 

^ell  raise  our  awning  'gainst  the  show'r ; 

**  FvB  been,  oh,  sweet  daughter. 

joaer  tin  the  storm  is  gone. 

**  To  fountain  and  sea. 

nd,  sBuling^  wait  a  snnmer  hour. 

"  To  seek  in  their  water 

.  if  that  sonnier  hoar  shoold  shine. 

**  Some  bright  gem  for  thee. 

''eH  know  its  brightness  cannot  stay, 

^  Where  diamonds  were  deeping^ 

h^pfvy,  while  'tis  thine  and  mine, 

**  Their  sparkle  I  sought, 

**  Where  crystal  was  weeping, 
**  Its  tears  I  have  caught 

hall  we  reach  at  last  that  Fall 

own  whieh  life's  currents  aU  must  go, — 

**  The  sea-nymph  Fve  coorted 

dark,  the  brilliant,  destin'd  aU 

**  In  rich  coral  halls ; 

0  sink  into  the  ymd  bekw. 

<«  With  Naiads  have  sported 

e?  *n  that  hour  shall  want  its  charms. 

•"  By  bright  wateriUls. 

',  side  by  side,  still  fond  we  keep, 

*'  But  sportive  or  tender, 

i  eafanlj,  in  each  other's  arms 

**  Still  sought  I,  around. 

ogether  link'd,  go  down  the  steep. 

**  That  gem,  with  whose  sjdendoor 
**  Thou  yet  shalt  be  crown'd. 

**  And  see,  while  Fm  speaking. 

**  Yon  soft  light  afar ;  — 

LOVE'S  VICTORY. 

**  The  pearl  Fve  been  seeking 
**  There  floats  like  a  star  > 

Df o  to  Lore  —  for,  oh,  'twas  he 

**  In  the  deep  Indian  Ocean 

Who  won  the  glorious  day ; 

**  I  see  the  gem  shine, 

trew  the  wreaths  of  victory 

**  And  quick  as  light's  motion 

Along  the  conqn'ror's  way. 

**  Its  wealth  shall  be  thine." 

oke  the  Muses  to  his  car. 

Let  them  sing  each  trophy  won  ; 

Then  eastward,  like  lightning. 

Hiile  his  mother's  joyoos  star 

The  hero-god  flew. 

Shall  li^t  the  triumph  on. 

His  sunny  looks  bright'ning 
The  air  he  went  through. 

[ail  to  Lore,  to  mighty  Love, 

And  sweet  was  the  duty. 

Let  spirits  sing  around ; 

And  hallow'd  the  hour, 

Hiile  the  hill,  the  dale,  and  grove. 

Which  saw  thus  young  Beauty 

With  ••  mighty  Love  "  resound  ; 

Embellish*d  by  Power. 

»r,  should  a  sigh  of  sorrow  steal 

Amid  the  sounds  thus  echoed  o'er, 
rwill  but  teach  the  god  to  feel 

1 

1 

His  victories  the  more. 

\ 

ee  his  wings,  like  amethyst 

1  Founded  on  the  fkble  reported  by  Arrtan  (in  lodldt)  of    \ 
Hercules  haTlng  iearched  the  IndUn  Ocean,  to  find  the  pearl    \ 

Of  sonny  Ind  their  hue ; 

with  which  be  adorned  bU  daughter  Fandaa.                               \ 
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THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  hov  sadly  sweet 

The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  of  home, 
Steals  o'er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet, 

When  far  o*er  sea  or  land  we  roam  ? 
Sunlight  more  soft  may  o*er  us  fall. 

To  greener  shores  our  bark  may  come ; 
But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all, 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  youth  when  far 

His  light  bark  bounds  o*er  ocean's  foam. 
What  charms  him  most,  when  eT*ning*s  star 

Smiles  o'er  the  ware  ?  to  dream  of  home. 
Fond  thoughts  of  absent  friends  and  loves 

At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come ; 
His  heart's  best  joy  where'er  he  roves, 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 


THEY  TELL  ME  THOU'RT  THE 
FAVOUR'D  GUEST,  i 

Thet  tell  me  thou'rt  the  fiivour'd  guest 
Of  every  feiir  and  brilliant  throng ; 

No  wit  like  thine  to  wake  the  jest, 
No  voice  like  thine  to  breathe  the  song ; 

And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art, 

That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 

Alas  I  alas  I  how  diflTrent  flows 
With  thee  and  me  the  time  away  ! 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad — heav'n  knows — 
Still  if  thou  can'st,  be  light  and  gay ; 

I  only  know,  that  without  thee 

The  sun  himself  is  dark  to  me. 

Do  I  thus  haste  to  hall  and  bower, 
Among  the  proud  and  gay  to  shine  ? 

Or  deck  my  hair  with  gem  and  flower, 
To  flatter  other  eyes  than  thine  ? 

Ah,  no,  with  me  love's  smiles  are  past, 

Thou  hadst  the  first,  thou  hadst  the  last. 


THE  YOUNG  INDIAN  MAID. 

There  came  a  nymph  dancing 
Gracefully,  gracefully, 

1  Pan  of  a  tranilation  of  aome  Latin  Terset,  tuppoted  to 
hare  been  addretaed  bf  HippolyU  Taurella  to  her  husband, 


Her  eye  a  light  glandng 

Like  the  blue  tea ; 
And  while  all  this  gladiu 
Around  her  steps  hung. 
Such  sweet  notes  of  sadnea 
Her  gentle  lips  sung. 
That  ne'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem*rj  shall  fi 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  yoang  Indian  mi 

Her  zone  of  bells  ringing 

Cheerily,  cheerily. 
Chimed  to  her  singing 

Light  echos  of  glee ; 
But  in  vain  did  she  borrorir 

Of  mirth  the  gay  tone. 
Her  voice  spoke  of  sorftnr, 

And  sorrow  alone. 
Nor  e'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  thall  lU 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  young  Indian  raa 


THE  HOMEWARD  MARCH. 

Be  still,  my  heart :  I  hear  them  come : 
Those  sounds  announce  mj  lover  near: 

The  march  that  brings  our  warriors  home 
Proclaims  he'll  soon  be  here. 

Hark,  the  distant  tread. 

O'er  the  mountain's  head. 
While  hills  and  dales  repeat  the  sound ; 

And  the  forest  deer 

Stand  still  to  hear. 
As  those  echoing  steps  ring  round. 

Be  still,  my  heart,  I  hear  them  come. 

Those  sounds  that  speak  my  soldier  near ; 

Those  joyous  steps  seem  wing'd  for  home, — 
Rest,  rest,  he'll  soon  be  here. 

But  hark,  more  faint  the  footsteps  grow. 
And  now  they  wind  to  distant  glades ; 

Not  here  their  home, — alas,  they  go 
To  gladden  happier  maids  I 

Like  sounds  in  a  dream. 

The  footsteps  seem. 
As  down  the  hills  they  die  away ; 

And  the  march,  whose  song 

So  peal'd  along. 
Now  fades  like  a  funeral  lay. 

during  his  absence  at  the  gaj  court  of  Leo  the  Tcotb.    1 
verses  maj  be  found  in  the  Appeodia  to  Roaeoc's  Woriu 
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I  pMti  Itit  o^cr,— Imih,  betft,  thj  pain  I 
knd  dMNi^  not  han,  alai,  they  come, 
oioe  te  AoM^  to  vboa  tluift  atnin 
Iriqgi  tons  aad  loven  lioiiie. 


WAKE  UP,  SWEET  MELODY. 

Wake  19,  tweet  melody  I 

Kow  if  the  hour 
When  joosg  and  loring  hearts 

Feel  meet  thj  pow'r. 
lOte  of  mvie,  hy  moonlight's  soft  ray — 
it  worth  thousands  heard  eoldly  hy  day. 
Thok  wake  iqi,  sweet  melody ! 

Now  is  the  hoar 
When  yoong  and  loring  hearts 

Feel  most  thy  pow^. 

Ask  die  find  nightingale. 

When  his  sweet  flow'r 
Loirea  most  to  hear  his  song, 

In  her  green  bow*r? 
s  win  Idl  thee,  through  snmmer-nightslong, 
at  sbe  lends  her  whole  sonl  to  his  song; 
Thok  wake  up,  sweet  melody  1 

How  is  the  hoar 
When  yoong  and  losing  hearts 

Fed  most  thy  pow'r. 


CALM  BE  THY  SLEEP. 

LH  be  thy  sleep  as  infiuits'  slumbers ! 
^ire  as  angel  thoughts  thy  dreams  I 
y  eVry  joy  this  bright  world  numbers 
aied  o*er  thee  their  mingled  beams ! 
ii^  where  Pleasure's  wing  hath  glided, 
rhere  erer  must  some  pang  remain, 
1  be  thy  lot  with  me  divided, — 
rhine  all  the  bliss,  and  mine  the  pun ! 

f  and  night  my  thoughts  shall  hover 
loond  thy  steps  where'er  they  stray ; 
er'n  when  clouds  his  idol  cover, 
^ondly  the  Persian  tracks  its  ray. 
his  be  wrong,  if  Heav'n  offended 
^J  worship  to  its  creature  be, 
en  let  my  tows  to  both  be  blended, 
lalf  breoth'd  to  HenVn  and  half  to  thee. 


THE  EXILE. 

Night  waneth  ftst,  the  morning  star 

Saddens  with  light  the  g^imm'ring  sea. 
Whose  waves  shall  soon  to  realms  afiur 

Waft  me  from  hope,  fitmi  love,  and  thee. 
Coldly  the  beam  from  yonder  sky 

Looks  o'er  the  waves  that  onward  stray  i 
But  colder  still  the  stranger's  eye 

To  him  whose  home  is  fhr  away. 

Oh,  not  at  honr  so  chill  and  bleak. 

Let  thooghts  of  me  come  o'er  thy  breast  i 
But  of  the  lost  one  think  and  speak. 

When  sommer  sons  sink  calm  to  rest 
So^  as  I  wander,  Faneyt  dream 

Shall  bring  me  o'er  the  sunset  seas, 
Thy  look,  in  ev^  melting  beam. 

Thy  whisper,  in  each  dying  breeie. 


THE  FANCY  FAIR. 

Comb,  maids  and  yooths,  far  here  we  seU 
All  wondrous  things  of  earth  and  air  I 

Whatever  wild  romancers  tell. 
Or  poets  sing,  or  lovers  swear, 
Youll  find  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

Here  eyes  are  made  like  stars  to  shine, 
And  kept,  for  years,  in  such  repair. 

That  ev'n  when  tnm'd  of  thirty -nine, 
They*!!  hardly  look  the  worse  for  wear, 
If  bought  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

We've  lots  of  tears  for  bards  to  showY, 
And  hearts  tliat  such  ill  usage  bear. 

That,  though  they're  broken  ev*ry  hour, 
Theyl!  still  in  rhyme  fresh  breaking  bear. 
If  purcha8*d  at  our  Fancy  Fair. 

As  fashions  cliange  in  ev'ry  thing, 
We've  goods  to  suit  each  season's  air. 

Eternal  friendships  for  the  spring. 

And  endless  loves  for  summer  wear,— 
All  sold  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

We've  reputations  white  as  snow. 
That  long  will  last,  if  us'd  with  care. 

Nay,  safe  through  all  life's  journey  go. 
If  pack'd  and  marked  as  "  brittle  ware,"— 
Just  purchas'd  at  the  Fancy  Fair. 


It  Ihon  vouldst  hare  me  sing  and  play. 

Aj>  once  1  pluy'd  ocd  eung, 
First  take  this  time-worn  late  away, 

Aad  bring  one  freshly  strong- 
Cull  back  the  time  vhen  pleasure's  sigh 

First  breBlh'd  among  Iht^  stringa ; 
And  Time  himself,  in  flitting  by. 

Mode  music  with  bis  wings. 

But  how  is  this  I  Ihongh  new  the  luW, 

Aud  shining  fresh  the  chords. 
Beneath  this  hand  tbey  slumber  mote:. 

Or  speak  but  dreamy  words. 
In  tain  I  seek  the  soul  (hat  dwelt 

Within  that  once  sweet  shell, 
Which  told  so  warmly  what  it  fell, 

Ajid  felt  what  nought  conld  tell. 

Oh,  Dsk  not  tbcn  fur  passion's  lay, 

From  lyre  so  coldly  strung! 
With  this  I  ne'er  can  sing  or  play, 

As  ouce  I  play'd  sad  sung. 
No,  bring  that  long-IOT'd  lute  again, — 

Though  chiU'd  by  yem^  it  be, 
Iflhoa  wilt  call  the  slumb'ring  strain, 

"JVill  wake  again  for  thee. 


Thoagb  time  have  froi'n  the  tuneful 

Of  thoughta  that  gush'd  along. 
One  look  from  thee,  like  summer's  he 

Will  thaw  them  into  song. 
Then  give,  ob  giTe,  that  wak' 

And  once  more  blithe  and  fouug. 
Thy  bard  again  will  sing  aad  play. 

As  once  be  play'd  and  sung. 


■^r. 


STII,!.  WHEN  DAYLIGHT. 

Snu.  when  daylight  oVr  the  wive 
Bright  and  soTt  its  furvweU  gate, 
1  lu'd  to  hear,  while  light  was  falling, 
O'er  the  wave  a  sweet  voice  calling, 
Uoumfully  at  distance  calling. 

Ah !  once  how  bl^st  that  maid  would  come, 
To  mrvt  her  sea-boy  hmt'nlng  home  ; 
And  Ibrongh  the  night  those  Bounds  repeating, 
Hail  his  bark  with  joyous  greeting, 
Joyonily  his  tight  bark  greeting. 


But,  one  s«d  night,  when  winds  wrre  high. 
Nor  earth,  nor  heaven,  could  bear  her  ay. 
She  saw  his  boat  come  tossing  ovn- 
Midnight's  wave,  —  bnl  not  her  lov«j-I 
No,  never  more  her  lover. 

And  sUII  that  sad  dream  loth  to  leave. 
She  comes  with  wand'riog  mind  at  ere. 
And  oft  we  hear,  when  night  ia  &iltag, 
Faiul  her  voice  through  twilight  calling 
MourDl\ilIy  at  twilight  calling. 


THE  BUMMER  \ 


Tbe  summer  webs  that  float  and  a] 

The  sommer  dews  that  fall. 
Though  light  they  be.  Ibis  heart  of  mine 

Is  lighter  still  than  all 
It  tells  me  every  cload  *ia  past 

Which  lately  seem'd  to  lour  i 
That  Hope  hath  wed  young  Joy  at  U«, 

And  now's  their  nuptial  boor  1 

With  light  thus  round,  wilhio,  above. 

With  nought  to  wake  one  aigli. 
Except  the  wish,  that  all  we  love 

Were  at  this  moment  nigh,— 
It  seems  as  if  life's  brilliant  aun 

Had  Btopp'd  iu  fhll  career, 
To  make  this  boor  its  bnghieM' 

And  rest  in  radiance  hett 


MIND  NOT  THOUGH  DATLII 

Mum  not  though  daylight  amuodnsia  breaking. 
Who'd  think  now  of  ilcepiag  when  mom's  I 

just  waking  ? 
Sound  the  merry  viol,  and  da>  light  or  not. 
Be  all  for  one  hour  in  the  gay  dance  forgot. 

See  young  Aurora,  np  heaven's  hill  adva 
Though  fresb  fivm  her  pillow,  c 

dancing: 
While  thus  all  creation,  earth,  heaven,  ai 
Are  dancing  around  us,  oh,  why  should  no(  *• 


tdvBMlH 
n,aDd[^ 


BALLADS,  SONGS,  ETC. 


305 


WhoU  ny  thit  momentB  we  use  thus  are  wasted  ? 
Such  tweet  drops  of  time  only  flow  to  be  tasted ; 
While  hearts  are  high  beating,  and  harps  full  in 

tone* 
The  &nlt  is  aU  morning's  for  coming  so  soon. 


THEY  BfET  BUT  ONCE. 

Thbt  met  but  once,  in  yonth*s  sweet  hoar, 

And  nerer  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  pow*r 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 
They've  seen  the  suns  of  other  skies, 

On  other  shores  have  sought  delight ; 
But  never  more,  to  bless  their  eyes. 

Can  come  a  dream  so  bright ! 
They  met  hot  once, — a  day  was  all 

Of  Lore's  young  hopes  they  knew ; 
And  stiQ  their  hearts  that  day  recall. 

As  fireah  as  then  it  flew. 

Sweet  dream  of  youth  I  oh,  ne*er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then. 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 
For,  Youth,  the  spell  was  only  thine ; 

From  thee  alone  th*  enchantment  flows. 
That  makes  the  world  around  thee  shine 

l^lth  light  thyself  bestows. 
They  met  but  once, — oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then, 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 


WITH  MOONLIGHT  BEAMING. 

With  moonlight  beaming 

Thus  o*er  the  deep, 
Who*d  linger  dreaming 

In  idle  sleep  ? 
Leave  joyless  souls  to  live  by  day, — 
Our  life  begins  with  yonder  ray  ; 
And  while  thus  brightly 

The  moments  flee. 
Our  barks  skim  lightly 

The  shining  sea. 

To  halls  of  splendour 

Let  great  ones  hie ; 
Through  light  more  tender 

Our  pathways  lie. 


While  round,  from  banks  of  brook  or  lake. 
Our  company  blithe  echoes  make ; 
And,  as  we  lend  'em 

Sweet  word  or  strain. 
Still  back  they  send  *ein. 

More  sweet,  again. 


CHILD'S  SONG.     FROM  A  MASQUE. 

I  HAVE  a  garden  of  my  own. 

Shining  with  flow'rs  of  ev'ry  hue ; 
I  lov'd  it  dearly  while  alone. 

But  I  shall  love  it  more  with  you : 
And  there  the  golden  bees  shall  come. 

In  summer-time  at  break  of  mom, 
And  wake  us  with  their  busy  hum 

Around  the  Siha*s  fragrant  thorn. 

I  have  a  fawn  fh)m  Aden's  land. 

On  leafy  buds  and  berries  nurst ; 
And  you  shall  feed  him  from  your  hand. 

Though  he  may  start  with  fear  at  first 
And  I  will  lead  you  where  he  lies 

For  shelter  in  the  noontide  heat ; 
And  you  may  touch  his  sleeping  eyes. 

And  feel  his  little  silv'ry  feet 


THE  HALCYON  HANGS  O'ER  OCEAN. 

The  halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean, 
The  sea-lark  skuns  the  brine  ; 

This  bright  world's  all  in  motion, 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mine. 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  places, 
With  heart  all  cold  the  while ; 

To  look  in  smiling  faces, 

When  we  no  more  can  smile ; 

To  feel,  while  earth  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss, 

To  thee  no  light  is  given,  — 
Oh,  what  a  doom  is  this! 


THE  WORLD  WAS  HUSH'D. 

The  world  was  hush'd,  the  moon  above 
Sail'd  through  ether  slowly. 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


When,  near  the  casement  of  my  love, 

Thus  I  whisper'd  lo-wly,  — 
**  Awake,  awake,  how  canst  thou  sleep  ? 

"  The  field  I  seek  to-morrow 
<*  Is  one  where  man  hath  fame  to  reap, 
And  woman  gleans  but  sorrow.' 


i( 


>» 


**  Let  battle's  field  be  what  it  may," 

Thus  spoke  a  voice  replying, 
"  Think  not  thy  love,  while  thou'rt  away, 

"  Will  here  sit  idly  sighing. 
"  No —  woman's  soul,  if  not  for  fame, 

"  For  love  can  brave  all  danger ! " 
Then  forth  from  out  the  casement  came 

A  plum'd  and  armed  stranger. 

A  stranger  ?  No ;  'twas  she,  the  maid. 

Herself  before  me  beaming, 
With  casque  array'd,  and  falchion  blade 

Beneath  her  girdle  gleaming  ! 
Close  side  by  side,  in  freedom's  fight, 

That  blessed  morning  found  us  ; 
In  Vict'ry's  light  we  stood  ere  night, 

And  Love,  the  morrow,  crown'd  us ! 


THE  TWO  LOVES. 

There  are  two  Loves,  the  poet  sings, 

Both  born  of  Beauty  at  a  birth  : 
The  one,  akin  to  heaven,  hath  wings. 

The  other,  earthly,  walks  on  earth. 
With  this  through  bowers  below  we  play. 

With  that  through  clouds  above  we  soar ; 
With  both,  perchance,  may  lose  our  way  :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  one,  when  tempted  down  from  air, 

At  Pleasure's  fount  to  lave  his  lip. 
Nor  lingers  long,  nor  oft  will  dare 

His  wing  within  the  wave  to  dip. 
While,  plunging  deep  and  long  beneath. 

The  other  bathes  him  o'er  and  o'er 

In  that  sweet  current,  ev'n  to  death  :  — 

Then,  tell  me  which, 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  boy  of  heav'n,  even  while  he  lies 
In  Beauty's  lap,  recalls  his  home  ; 

And  when  most  happy,  inly  sighs 
For  something  happier  still  to  come. 


While  he  of  earth,  too  fully  blest 

With  this  bright  world  to  dream  of  more» 
Sees  all  his  heav'n  on  Beauty's  breast :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 

The  maid  who  heard  the  poet  sing 

These  twin-desires  of  earth  and  sky. 
And  saw,  while  one  inspir'd  his  string. 

The  other  glisten'd  in  his  eye,  — 
To  name  the  earthlier  boy  asham'd. 

To  choose  the  other  fondly  loath. 
At  length,  all  blushing,  she  exclaim'd^  — 
"  Ask  not  which, 

**  Oh,  ask  not  which  — we'll  worship  both 

"  Th'  extremes  of  each  thus  taught  to  shun, 

"  With  hearts  and  souls  between  them  gin 
**  When  weary  of  this  earth  with  one, 

"  We'll  with  the  other  wing  to  heaven." 
Thus  pledg'd  the  maid  her  vow  of  bliss  ; 

And  while  one  Love  wrote  down  the  oath. 
The  other  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss ; 
And  Heav'n  look'd  on, 

Heav'n  look'd  on,  and  hallowed  both. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  PUCK  THE  FAIRY 

WoiTLDSTknow  what  tricks,  by  the  pale  moonlig 
Are  play'd  by  me,  the  merry  little  Sprite, 
Who  wing  through  air  from  the  camp  to  the  coa 
From  king  to  clown,  and  of  all  make  sport  j 

Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite 

Of  the  merry  midnight. 
Who  laugh  at  weak  mortals,  and  love  the  moo 
light. 

To  a  miser's  bed,  where  he  snoring  slept 
And  dreamt  of  his  cash,  I  slily  crept  ; 
Chink,  chink  o'er  his  pillow  like  money  I  rang. 
And  he  waked  to  catch  —  but  away  I  sprang. 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c. 

I  saw  through  the  leaves,  in  a  damsel's  bower. 
She  was  waiting  her  love  at  that  starlight  hour : 
"  Hist  —  hist !"  quoth  I,  with  an  amorous  sigh. 
And  she  flew  to  the  door,  but  away  flew  I, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c. 

While  a  bard  sat  inditing  an  ode  to  his  love. 
Like  a  pair  of  blue  meteors  I  star'd  from  abore^ 
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he  swoon'd — for  he  thought  'twas  the  ghost, 

poor  man  I 
lis  lady's  eyes,  while  away  I  ran, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c 


I  only  think  —  could  aught 
But  joy  be  where  thou  art  ? 

Life  seems  a  waste  of  breath. 
When  far  from  thee  I  sigh  ; 

And  death  —  ay,  even  death 
Were  sweet,  if  thou  wert  nigh. 


(( 


M 


BEAUTY  AND  SONG. 

Down  in  yon  summer  vale. 
Where  the  rill  flows. 

Thus  said  a  Nightingale 
To  his  lov*d  Rose :  — 
Though  rich  the  pleasures 
Of  song's  sweet  measures, 

**  Vain  were  its  melody, 

•*  Rose,  ¥Fithout  thee." 

Then  from  the  green  recess 

Of  her  night-bow'r, 
Beaming  with  bashfulness. 

Spoke  the  bright  flowV :  — 
'*  Though  mom  should  lend  her 
**  Its  sunniest  splendour, 
*'  WTiat  would  the  Rose  be, 
**  Unsung  by  thee  ?  " 

Thus  still  let  Song  attend 
Woman's  bright  way ; 

Thus  still  let  woman  lend 
Light  to  the  lay. 

Like  stars,  through  heaven's  sea. 

Floating  in  harmony, 

Beauty  shall  glide  along, 

Circled  by  Song. 


WHEN  THOU  ART  NIGH. 

When  thou  art  nigh,  it  seems 

A  new  creation  round ; 
The  sun  hath  fairer  beams, 

The  lute  a  soAer  sound. 
Though  thee  alone  I  see, 

And  hear  alone  thy  sigh, 
'Tis  light,  'tis  song  to  me, 

'Tis  all — when  thou  art  nigh. 

When  thou  art  nigh,  no  thought 
Of  grief  comes  o'er  my  heart ; 

)n  the  Tower  of  the  Winds,  at  Athens,  there  Is  «  conch- 
placed  in  the  hands  of  Boivas — .See  Stuart's  Antiquitic$. 
!•  north  wind,"  says  Herodotus,  in  speaking  of  the  Hy- 
Brc«n«.  "  nerer  biovs  with  tbera." 
'  Sob  Ipso  siderum  cardine  jacent."  —  Pompon.  Mbla. 


SONG  OF  A  HYPERBOREAN. 

I  COME  from  a  land  in  the  sim-bright  deep. 

Where  golden  gardens  grow  ; 
Where  the  winds  of  the  north,  becalm *d  in  sleep. 
Their  conch-shells  never  blow.» 
Haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 
Haste  —  haste ! 

So  near  the  track  of  the  stars  are  we,^ 

That  oft,  on  night's  pale  beams. 
The  distant  sounds  of  their  harmony 

Come  to  our  ears,  like  dreams. 
Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me,  &c  &c. 

The  Moon,  too,  brings  her  world  so  nigh,  ^ 

That  when  the  night-seer  looks 
To  that  shadowless  orb,  in  a  yemal  sky. 

He  can  number  its  hills  and  brooks. 

Then,  haste,  &c.  &c. 

To  the  Sun-god  all  our  hearts  and  lyres  ^ 

By  day,  by  night,  belong ; 
And  the  breath  we  draw  from  his  living  fires. 

We  give  him  back  in  song. 

Then,  haste,  &c.  &c. 

From  us  descends  the  maid  who  brings 

To  Delos  gifts  divine  ; 
And  our  wild  bees  lend  their  rainbow  wings 
To  glitter  on  Delphi's  shrine.* 
Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 
Haste — haste! 


THOU  BIDST  ME  SING. 

i  Thou  bidst  me  sing  the  lay  I  sung  to  thee 

'      In  other  days,  ere  joy  had  left  this  brow  ; 

I 

'  "  They  can  shew  the  moon  very  near."  —  Diodob.  .Sicul. 

*  Hecatffus  tells  u«,  that  this  Hyperborean  Island  was  de- 
dicated  to  Apollo ;  and  most  of  the  inhabitants  were  either 
I  priests  or  songsters. 
I      »  Pausan. 
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Bat  think,  though  still  unchanged  the  notes  may 
be, 
How  different  feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them 
now! 
The  rose  thou  wear*st  to-night  is  still  the  same 

We  saw  this  morning  on  its  stem  so  gay  ; 
But,  ah!  that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breath  which 
came 
Like  life  o'er  all  its  leaves,  hath  pass*d  away. 

Since  first  that  music  touch'd  thy  heart  and  mine, 

How  many  a  joy  and  pain  o'er  both  have  past,  — 
The  joy,  a  light  too  precious  long  to  shine. 

The  pain,  a  cloud  whose  shadows  always  last. 
And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 

Breathe  o'er  our  ear,  'twould  waken  now  a  sigh — 
Ah !  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come. 

But,  sadder  far,  for  real  bliss  gone  by. 


CUPID  ARMED. 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow. 
In  thy  hand  take  the  spear ; 
Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now. 
And  thy  battle-hour  is  near, 
liarch  on !  march  on  !  thy  shaft  and  bow 

Were  weak  against  such  charms ; 
March  on  !  march  on !  so  proud  a  foe 
Scorns  all  but  martial  arms. 

See  the  darts  in  her  eyes, 

Tipt  with  scorn,  how  they  shine  ! 
Ev'ry  shaft,  as  it  flies. 

Mocking  proudly  at  thine. 
March  on !  march  on  !  thy  feather'd  darts 

Soft  bosoms  soon  might  move  ; 
But  ruder  arms  to  ruder  hearts 
Must  teach  what  'tis  to  love. 
Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow  ; 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear, — 
Thou  art  arm'd  Cupid,  now. 

And  thy  battle-hour  is  near. 


ROUND  THE  WORLD  GOES. 

Round  the  world  goes,  by  day  and  night. 
While  with  it  also  round  go  we ; 

And  in  the  flight  of  one  day's  light 
An  image  of  all  life's  course  we  see. 


Round,  round,  while  thus  we  go  roimd. 

The  best  thing  a  man  can  do. 
Is  to  make  it,  at  least,  a  merry-go-roand. 

By — sending  the  wine  round  too. 

Our  first  gay  stage  of  life  is  when 

Youth,  in  its  dawn,  salutes  the  eye  — 
Season  of  bliss !  Oh,  who  wouldn't  then 

Wish  to  cry,  "  Stop  ! "  to  earth  and  sky? 
But,  round,  round,  both  boy  and  girl 

Are  whisk'd  through  that  sky  of  blue ; 
And  much  would  their  hearts  enjoy  the  whirl 

If — their  heads  didn't  whirl  roiuid  too. 

Next,  we  enjoy  our  glorious  noon. 

Thinking  all  life  a  life  of  light ; 
But  shadows  come  on,  'tis  evening  soon. 

And,  ere  we  can  say,  **  How  short !  ** — 'tisnigl 
Round,  round,  still  all  goes  round, 

Ev'n  while  I'm  thus  singing  to  yoa ; 
And  the  best  way  to  make  it  a  merry-go-Toni 

Is  to — chorus  my  song  round  too. 


OH,  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  ANI 

BLEST. 

Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest. 

For  still  there  comes  a  fear. 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight, 

A  shadow  near  each  ray. 
That  warns  us  then  to  fear  their  flight. 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 
Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest, 

For  ah !  there  comes  a  fear. 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiost. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

The  soonest  fleet  and  die  ?  — 
That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings. 

They're  tlien  but  spread  to  fly  ! 
And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay  — 

The  bliss  no  more  appears  ; 
As  rainbows  take  their  light  away. 

And  leave  us  but  the  tears ! 
Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest. 

For  ah  !  there  comes  a  fear. 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
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**■  Look  here,"  said  Rose,  with  laughing  eyes, 

**  Within  this  hex,  by  magic  hid, 
**  A  tnnefol  Sprite  impri8on*d  lies, 

**  Who  sings  to  me  whene'er  he's  bid. 
**  Though  roring  once  his  Toice  and  wing, 

**  Hell  now  lie  still  the  whole  day  long ; 
**  Till  thus  I  touch  the  magic  spring — 

**  Then  hark,  how  sweet  and  blithe  his  song ! 

(i4  symphony,) 

•*  Ah,  Roae,"  I  cried,  *'  the  poet*s  lay 

**  Must  ne*er  eVn  Beauty's  slave  become ; 
**  Through  earth  and  air  his  song  may  stray, 

**  If  all  the  while  his  heart's  at  home. 
**  And  though  in  Freedom's  air  he  dwell, 

**  Nor  bond  nor  chain  his  spirit  knows, 
**  Touch  but  the  spring  thou  know'st  so  well, 

**  And — hark,  how  sweet  the  lore-song  flows ! 

(i4  symphony.) 

Thus  pleaded  I  for  Freedom's  right; 

But  when  young  Beauty  takes  the  field. 
And  wise  men  seek  defence  in  flight, 

The  doom  of  poets  is  to  yield. 
No  more  my  heart  th'  enchantress  braves, 

Fm  now  in  Beauty's  prison  hid; 
The  Sprite  and  I  are  fellow-slaves. 
And  I,  too,  sing  whene'er  I'm  bid. 


YTHEN  TO  SAD  MUSIC  SILENT  YOU 

LISTEN. 

■ 

When  to  sad  Music  silent  you  listen, 

And  tears  on  those  eyelids  tremble  like  dew, 
Ok.  then  there  dwells  in  those  eyes  as  they  glisten 

A  sweet  holy  charm  that  mirth  never  knew. 
But  when  some  lively  strain  resounding 

Lights  up  the  sunshine  of  joy  on  that  brow, 
Then  the  young  rein-deer  o*er  the  hills  bounding 

Was  ne*er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thou. 

^Then  on  the  skies  at  midnight  thou  gazest, 

A  lu<ftre  so  pure  thy  features  then  wear, 
That,  when  to  some  star  that  bright  eye  thou 
raisest. 
We  feel  'tis  thy  home  thou'rt  looking  for  there. 
But,  when  the  word  for  the  gay  dance  is  given, 
>       So  buoyant  thy  spirit,  so  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 
\  Oh  then  we  exclaim,  **  Ne'er  leave  earth  for  heaven, 
\      **  But  linger  still  here,  to  make  heaven  of  earth." 

\ 


THE  LANGUAGE  OF  FLOWERS. 

Fly  swift,  my  light  gazelle. 

To  her  who  now  lies  waking. 
To  hear  thy  silver  bell 

The  midnight  silence  breaking. 
And,  when  thou  com'st,  with  gladsome  feet, 

Beneath  her  lattice  springing. 
Ah,  well  she'll  know  how  sweet 

The  words  of  love  thou'rt  bringing. 

Yet,  no — not  words,  for  they 

But  half  can  tell  love's  feeling ; 
Sweet  flowers  alone  can  say 

What  passion  fears  revealing. 
A  once  bright  rose's  wither'd  leaf, 

A  tow'ring  lily  broken, — 
Oh  these  may  paint  a  grief 

No  words  could  e'er  have  spoken. 

Not  such,  my  gay  gazelle. 

The  wreath  thou  speedest  over 
Yon  moonlight  dale,  to  tell 

My  lady  how  I  love  her. 
And,  what  to  her  will  sweeter  be 

Than  gems  the  richest,  rarest. 
From  Truth's  immortal  tree  • 

One  fadeless  leaf  thou  bearest 


THE  DAWN  IS  BREAKING  O'ER  US. 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  us. 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue  I 
We've  day's  long  light  before  us, 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 
The  hunt  o'er  hill  and  lea  ? 
The  sail  o'er  summer  sea  ? 
Oh  let  not  hour  so  sweet 
Unwing'd  by  pleasure  fleet 
The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  us. 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue ! 
We've  day's  long  light  before  us, 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 

But  see,  while  we're  deciding, 

^Vhat  morning  sport  to  play, 
The  dial's  hand  is  gliding. 

And  mom  hath  pass'd  away  ! 
Ah,  who'd  have  thought  that  noon 

Would  o'er  us  steal  so  soon, — 
That  mom's  sweet  hour  of  prime 

Would  last  so  short  a  time  ? 

>  The  tree,  called  in  the  East,  Amrita,  or  the  Immortal. 
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Bat  come,  weVc  day  before  as, 
Still  heaven  looks  bright  and  blue ; 

Qaick,  quick,  ere  eve  comes  o'er  as. 
What  sport  shall  we  pursae  ? 

Alas  I  why  thus  delaying  ? 

We're  now  at  evening's  hoar ; 
Its  fore  well  beam  is  playing 

0*er  hill  and  wave  and  bower. 


That  light  we  thoaght  would  lift. 
Behold,  eT*ii  now,  'tis  pMt ; 
And  all  oar  morning  dreams 
Have  vanish*d  with  its  beams ! 
Bat  come !  'twere  vain  to  borrow 

Sad  lesw>ns  from  this  lay. 
For  man  will  be  to-morrow — 

Jast  what  he's  been  to-day. 


SONGS  FROM  THE   GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 


HERE  AT  THY  TOMB. » 

BT   NELEAGER. 

Iere,  at  thy  tomb,  these  tears  I  shed, 
Tears,  which  though  vainly  now  they  roll, 

Lre  all  love  hath  to  give  the  dead. 
And  wept  o'er  thee  with  all  love's  soul ;  — 

Vept  in  remembrance  of  that  light. 
Which  nought  on  earth,  without  thee,  gives, 

lope  of  my  heart !  now  qucnch'd  in  night, 
But  dearer,  dead,  than  aught  that  lives. 

Miere  is  she  ?  where  the  blooming  bough 
That  once  my  life's  sole  lustre  made  ? 

""om  oflF  by  death,  'tis  with'ring  now, 
And  aU  its  ilow'rs  in  dust  are  laid. 

)h  earth !  that  to  thy  matron  breast 
Hast  taken  all  those  angel  charms, 

rently,  I  pray  thee,  let  her  rest, — 
Gently,  as  in  a  mother's  arms. 


SALE  OF  CUPID.8 

BT  MELEAOER. 

[o'll  buy  a  little  boy  ?  Look,  yonder  is  he, 
t  asleep,  sly  rogue,  on  his  mother's  knee ; 

Ap.  Brunck. 
Ap.  Beunck.  Anatect.  xct. 


So  bold  a  young  imp  'ti8n*t  safe  to  keep^ 
So  I'll  part  with  him  now,  while  he's  soond  a 
See  his  arch  little  nose,  how  sharp  'tis  cnrl'd 
His  wings,  too,  ev'n  in  sleep  mifarVd ; 
And  those  fingers,  which  still  ever  ready  are  i 
For  mirth  or  for  mischief^  to  tickle,  or  wood 

He'll  try  with  his  tears  yoar  heart  to  begaik 
But  never  you  mind — he's  laughing  all  the  i 
For  little  he  cares,  so  he  has  his  own  whim. 
And  weeping  or  laughing  are  all  one  to  him. 
His  eye  is  as  keen  as  the  lightning^s  flash, 
His  tongue  like  the  red  bolt  quick  and  rash ; 
And  so  savage  is  he,  that  his  own  dear  modi 
Is  scarce  more  safe  in  his  bands  than  anothe 

In  short,  to  sum  up  this  darling's  praise. 
He's  a  downright  pest  in  all  sorts  of  ways ; 
And  if  any  one  wants  such  an  imp  to  emplo] 
He  shaU  have  a  dead  bargain  of  this  little  be 
But  see,  the  boy  wakes — his  bright  tears  flo 
His  eyes  seem  to  ask  could  I  sell  him  P  oh  n 
Sweet  child  no,  no — thoogh  so  nan^tj  yea 
You  shall  live  evermore  with  my  Leshia  and 


TO  WEAVE  A  GARLAND  FOR  THE  R^ 

BY  PAUL,  THS  SILKIinABT. 

To  weave  a  garland  for  the  roee^ 

And  think  thos  crown'd  *twoiild  lovdkl 
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Thy  beauty,  like  I>ay,  o*er  the  dull  world  breaking. 

Brings  life  to  the  heart  it  shines  o*er, 
And,  in  mine,  a  new  feeling  of  happiness  waking 

Made  light  what  was  darkness  before. 
Bat  mate  is  the  Day's  sanny  glory. 

While  thine  hath  a  voice  i,  on  whose  breath, 
More  sweet  than  the  Syren*s  sweet  story ,« 

My  hopes  hang,  through  life  and  through  death ! 


MY  MOPSA  IS  LITTLE.^ 

BT  PHILODEMU8. 

Mt  Mopsa  is  little,  my  Mopsa  is  brown, 

But  her  cheek  is  as  smooth  as  the  peach's  soft  down, 

And,  for  blushing,  no  rose  can  come  near  her  ; 
In  short,  she  has  woven  such  nets  round  my  heart. 
That  I  ne'er  from  my  dear  little  Mopsa  can  part, — 

Unless  I  can  find  one  that's  dearer. 

Her  voice  hath  a  music  that  dwells  on  the  ear. 
And  her  eye  from  its  orb  gives  a  daylight  so  clear. 

That  I'm  dazzled  whenever  I  meet  her ; 
Her  ringlets,  so  curly,  are  Cupid's  own  net. 
And  her  lips,  oh  tiieir  sweetness  I  ne'er  shall 
forget  — 

Till  I  light  upon  lips  that  are  sweeter. 

But  'tis  not  her  beauty  that  charms  me  alone, 
'Tis  her  mind,  'tis  that  language  whose  eloquent 
tone 

From  the  depths  of  the  grave  could  revive  one  : 
In  short,  here  I  swear,  that  if  death  were  her  doom, 
I  would  instantly  join  my  dead  love  in  the  tomb — 

Unless  I  could  meet  with  a  live  one. 


STILL,  LIKE  DEW  IN  SILENCE 
FALLING.^ 

BY    MELEAGER. 

Still,  like  dew  in  silence  falling, 
Drops  for  thee  the  nightly  tear ; 

Still  that  voice  the  past  recalling, 
Dwells,  like  echo,  on  my  ear, 
StUl,  still ! 

Mi»»i)  »m  fukm»%v€«t  ^ikitftf. 

Ap.  Bednck.  X. 


Day  and  night  the  spell  hangs  o*er  me, 
Here  for  ever  fix'd  thou  art ; 

As  thy  form  first  shone  before  me. 
So  'Us  graven  on  this  heart. 
Deep,  deep! 

Love,  oh  Love,  whose  bitter  sweetnesi, 
Dooms  me  to  this  lasting  pain. 

Thou  who  cam'st  with  so  much  fleetno 
Why  so  slow  to  go  again  ?  ^ 
Why?  why? 


UP,  SAILOR  BOY,  'TIS  DAY. 

Up,  sailor  boy,  'tis  day  I 

The  west  wind  blowing. 

The  spring  tide  flowing. 
Summon  thee  hence  away. 
Didst  thou  not  hear  yon  soaring  swallow 
Chirp,  chirp,  —  in  every  note  he  seem'd 
'Tis  Spring,  'tis  Spring. 
Up,  boy,  away,  — 
Who'd  stay  on  land  to-day  ? 

The  very  flowers 

Would  from  their  bowers 
Delight  to  wing  away ! 

Leave  languid  youths  to  pine 

On  silken  pillows 

But  be  the  billows 
Of  the  great  deep  thine. 
Hark,  to  the  sail  the  breeze  sings,  **  Let  a 
While  soft  the  sail,  replying  to  the  breex 
Says,  with  a  yielding  sigh, 
"  Yes,  where  you  please." 
Up,  boy  !  the  wind,  the  ray. 

The  blue  sky  o'er  thee. 

The  deep  before  thee. 
All  cry  aloud,  "  Away  ! " 


IN  MYRTLE  WREATH& 

BT   ALCJECS. 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  sword  I'll  cot 
Like  them  of  old  whose  one  immortal  blc 

Struck  off  the  galling  fetters  that  hung  ovei 
Their  own  bright  land,  and  laid  her  tyrv 

*  Aju  t**t  itnu  fU»  fy  MMWiv  fsx*f  Efmrtt' 

Ap.  BmcNCK. 
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f  es,  loT*d  HumodhM,  thoa'rt  nndying ; 

Still  midst  the  hnrt  and  free, 
[n  isles,  o*er  ocean  lying. 

Thy  home  shall  ever  be. 

[n  myrtle  leaves  my  sword  shall  hide  its  lightning, 
Like  his,  the  yooth,  whose  ever-glorious  blade 


Leap'd  forth  like  flame,  the  midnight  banquet 
bright'ning. 

And  in  the  dost  a  despot  victim  laid. 
Blest  youths,  how  bright  in  Freedom's  story 

Your  wedded  names  shall  be ; 
A  tyrant*s  death  yoor  glory. 

Tour  meed,  a  nation  freel 


UNPUBLISHED  SONGS, 


ETC. 


ASK  NOT  IF  STILL  I  LOVE. 

Ask  not  if  still  I  love. 

Too  plain  these  eyes  have  told  thee ; 
Too  well  their  tears  mnst  prove 

How  near  and  dear  I  hold  thee. 
11^  where  the  brightest  shine. 
To  see  no  form  bnt  thine. 
To  feel  that  earth  can  show 

No  bliss  above  thee, — 
If  this  be  love,  then  know 

That  thus,  that  thus,  I  love  thee. 

*Tis  not  in  pleasure's  idle  hour 

That  thon  canst  know  affection's  powV. 

No,  try  its  strength  in  grief  or  pain ; 

Attempt,  as  now,  its  bonds  to  sever, 
Thoalt  find  true  love's  a  chain 

That  binds  for  ever  I 


DEAR?  YES. 

Deab  ?  yes,  thoagh  mine  no  more, 
Ev'n  this  bat  makes  thee  dearer ; 

And  love,  since  hope  is  o'er. 
Bat  draws  thee  nearer. 

Change  as  thon  wilt  to  me. 
The  same  thy  charm  mast  be ; 
New  loves  may  come  to  weave 
Their  witch'ry  o'er  thee. 


Yet  still,  thoagh  fidse,  believe 
That  I  adore  thee,  yes,  still  adore  thee. 

Think'st  thou  that  aught  bat  death  could  end 

A  tie  not  fUsehood's  self  can  rend  ? 

No,  when  alone,  &r  off  I  die. 
No  more  to  see,  no  more  caress  thee, 

Ev'n  then,  my  life's  last  sigh 
Shall  be  to  bless  thee,  yes,  still  to  bless  thee. 


UNBIND  THEE,  LOVE. 

Unbind  thee,  love,  unbind  thee,  love. 

From  those  dark  ties  unbind  thee ; 
Though  fairest  hand  the  chain  hath  wove. 

Too  long  its  links  have  twin'd  thee. 
Away  from  earth  I  — thy  wings  were  made 

In  yon  mid-sky  to  hover. 
With  earth  beneath  their  dove-like  shade. 

And  heav'n  all  radiant  over. 

Awake  thee,  boy,  awake  thee,  boy. 

Too  long  thy  soul  is  sleeping ; 
And  thou  may'st  from  this  minute's  joy 

Wake  to  eternal  weeping. 
Oh,  think,  this  world  is  not  for  thee ; 

Though  hard  its  links  to  sever ; 
Though  sweet  and  bright  and  dear  they  be. 

Break,  or  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 
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THERE'S  SOMETHING  STRANGE. 
(A  Buffo  Sono.) 

There's  something  strange,  I  know  not  what, 

Come  o*er  me, 
Some  phantom  IVe  for  ever  got 

Before  me. 
I  look  on  high,  and  in  the  sky 

'Tis  shining ; 
On  earth,  its  Light  with  all  things  bright 

Seems  twining. 
In  vain  I  try  this  goblin's  spells 

To  sever ; 
Go  where  I  will,  it  roond  me  dwells 

For  ever. 

And  then  what  tricks  by  day  and  night 

It  plays  me ; 
In  ev'ry  shape  the  wicked  sprite 

Waylays  me. 
Sometimes  like  two  bright  eyes  of  blue 

'Tis  glancing ; 
Sometimes  like  feet,  in  slippers  neat. 

Comes  dancing. 
By  whispers  round  of  every  sort 

I'm  taunted. 
Never  was  mortal  man,  in  short. 

So  haunted. 


NOT  FROM  THEE. 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come. 

No,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom. 

So  not  from  thee  ! 
Cold  triumph !  first  to  make 

This  heart  thy  own ; 
And  then  the  mirror  break 
Where  fix'd  thou  shin'st  alone. 
Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come, 

Oh,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom, 

So  not  from  thee. 

Yet  no — my  lips  that  wish  recall ; 

From  thee,  from  thee  — 
If  ruin  o'er  this  head  must  fall, 

'Twill  welcome  be. 
Here  to  the  blade  I  bare 

This  faithful  heart ; 


Wound  deep — thoult  find  that  there. 

In  every  pulse  thou  art. 
Tes  from  thee  I'll  bear  it  all : 

If  ruin  be 
The  doom  that  o'er  this  heart  must  £idl, 

'Twere  sweet  from  thee 


GUESS,  GUESS. 

I  LOVE  a  maid,  a  mystic  maid. 

Whose  form  no  eyes  but  mine  can  see ; 
She  comes  in  light,  she  comes  in  shade. 

And  beautiful  in  both  is  she. 
Her  shape  in  dreams  I  oft  behold. 

And  oft  she  whispers  in  my  ear 
Such  words  as  when  to  others  told. 

Awake  the  sigh,  or  wring  the  tear ;  — 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 

I  find  the  lustre  of  her  brow. 

Come  o'er  me  in  my  darkest  wajs ; 
And  feel  as  if  her  voice,  ev'n  now. 

Were  echoing  far  off  my  lays. 
There  is  no  scene  of  joy  or  woe 

But  she  doth  gild  with  influence  bright ; 
And  shed  o'er  all  so  rich  a  glow. 

As  makes  ev'n  tears  seem  full  of  light : 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 


WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RUL'D. 

When  Love,  who  rul'd  as  Admiral  o'er 
His  rosy  mother's  isles  of  light. 

Was  cruising  off  the  Paphian  shore, 
A  sail  at  sunset  hove  in  sight 

"  A  chase,  a  chase !  my  Cupids  all," 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Aloft  the  winged  sailors  sprung. 

And,  swarming  up  the  mast  like  bees. 

The  snow-white  sails  expanding  flung, 
Like  broad  magnolias  to  the  breeze. 

"  Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  my  Cupids  all ! " 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

The  chase  was  o'er  —  the  bark  was  caught 
The  winged  crew  her  freight  explor'd  ; 
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And  found  'twu  Jott  h  Lore  had  thooght. 

For  all  wan  cuniniband  nboard, 
■■  A  priie,  II  prize,  itij'  t'lipirls  all !" 
Said  Love,  the  little  AdminJ. 

Safe  (Uw'd  in  many  a  package  there. 
And  UbeU-d  tijlj  o'er,  aa  "  Glai^' 

Were  Iota  of  all  th'  illegal  ware, 
Lore'a  Cuatom-Hoiue  fbrbids  to  pan.        ' 

"  O'erlunl,  o'erhanl,  my  Cupids  all,* 

Said  Lore,  the  little  Admiral 

Falae  curia  tbej  foiuid,  of  ever;  hoe, 
With  K»J  blushes  ready  made ; 

And  teeth  of  ivury  gwd  as  titw. 
For  leteranfl  in  llit  fmiliiig  trader 

-  Ho  ho.  lo  ho,  my  Cupidi  all," 

Said  Lon,  the  little  Admiral 

Hock  aight,  too,— hept  in  bags  for  lue. 

like  hreir.ct  bought  of  Lapland  seen, — 
Idy  regily  litre  to  be  let  loose. 

WhcD  wanted,  in  ; onng  spinaters'  ears. 
*■  Ha  ha,  ba  ha,  tn;  Capida  all," 
Said  Lore,  the  lit^e  Admiral. 

False  papeia  next  on  board  were  found, 
Sham  invoice!  uf  flames  and  darts, 

Profeasedlj'  for  Papho<  Ixiuiid. 

Bui  meunl  fur  Hjmea's  goldeo  msrta. 

"  Fur  abame.  for  shame,  my  Copids  all ! " 

Said  Lore,  the  little  Admiral. 

Hay,  Mill  lo  ererj  fVand  anake, 
Those  plniies  all  Love's  signals  knew. 

And  hoislL-d  oft  hii  flag,  to  make 
Rkb  warda  and  heireaset  bring-lu. ' 

"  A  foe,  a  foe,  my  Cupida  all  I '' 

Said  Lore,  the  little  AdmiraL 

■  This  mut  not  be,'  the  boy  cxclaima, 
"  In  TUQ     rule  the  Paphian  teas, 

"  If  Lore's  and  Bcuuly's  sovereign  -utimts 
"  Are  lent  to  -cover  frauds  like  thesv. 

"  Prepare,  prepire,  my  f  upids  all  1" 

Said  Lore,  ihe  litlk  Admiral. 

Each  Cnpid  stood  with  lighted  match — 
A  broadaide  Mrack  the  smuggling  foe, 

AimI  swept  the  whole  unhallow'd  batch 
Of  falsehood  to  the  depths  below. 

"  Huzaa,  hmsa!  my  Cupids  alH" 

Said  Lore,  the  tittle  Admiral. 
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STILL  THOU  FLIE8T. 

Still  thou  fliest,  and  (till  I  woo  thee, 

I.oTely  phajilora,       all  in  vain  ; 
Seslless  ever,  my  Ihonght^  piir'ii<'  thee, 

fleeting  ever,  thou  mock'>i  their  pain. 
Such  doom,  of  old,  (hat  jotiiIi  betided. 

Who  woo'd,  )ie  Iliuught,  some  angel's  charma. 
But  found  :i  i'loii<!  iliBi  from  him  glided,  — 

As  thou  do«t  frnm  tbeae  oot-atrelch'd  arms. 

Scarce  Tve  said,  "  How  fair  thou  shineat," 

Ere  thy  lijtlit  halh  vanish'd  by  ; 
And  'lis  xheii  thou  look'sl  divineat 

Thou  art  atill  niore  sure  to  fly. 
Ev'a  as  the  lightning,  that,  dividing 

The  olonda  of  night,  aajth,  "  Look  on  me," 
Then  flits  again,  its  apleodour  hiding,  — 

Et'd  such  (he  glimpse  1  calch  of  ^ee. 


THEN  FIRST  FROM  LOVE. 

Then  first  from  Love,  in  Nature's  bow'rs. 

Did  Painling  leam  htr  fairy  skill, 
And  cull  the  hues  of  loveliest  flow'rs. 

To  picture  woman  tovvlier  slilL 
For  vain  waa  every  radiant  hue, 

Till  Passion  lent  a  soul  to  art. 
And  laughl  the  painter,  ere  he  drew. 

To  fix  (he  model  in  his  heart- 
Thus  smooth  his  toil  awhile  went  on. 

Till,  lo,  one  toueh  hia  art  defies; 
The  brow,  the  lip,  the  blushes  shone, 

Bui  who  could  dare  lo  paint  those  eyea  t 
'Twaa  all  in  vain  tlie  painter  strove  i 

So  turning  lo  ihal  boy  -divine, 
"  Here  take,"  he  !iJd,    the  pencil.  Love, 

"  No  hand  should  paint  such  eyea,  but  tbiui 


HUSH,  SWEET  LUTF„ 

HiTfiH,  sweet  Lute,  Ihy  aonga  remind  me 
Ofpasl  joys,  now  turn'd  to  pain  ; 

Of  ties  (hat  long  have  ceas'd  lo  bind  me, 
But  whose  burning  marks  remain. 

In  each  tone,  aorne  echo  falleth 
On  my  ear  of  joys  gone  by  ; 
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*ry  note  some  dream  recalleth 
Df  bright  hopes  but  bom  to  die. 

t,  sweet  Lute,  though  pain  it  bring  me, 

Jnce  more  let  thy  numbers  thrill ; 

ough  death  were  in  the  strain  they  sing  me, 

I  must  woo  its  anguish  still. 

ice  no  time  can  e*er  recover 

LoTe*s  sweet  light  when  once  'tis  set,  — 

tter  to  weep  such  pleasures  over, 

Than  smile  o*er  any  left  us  yet. 


BRIGHT  MOON. 

HT  moon,  that  high  in  heav'n  art  shining, 
I  smiles,  as  if  within  thy  bower  to-night 
own  Endymion  lay  reclining, 
d  thou  would'st  wake  him  with  a  kiss  of 

light!  — 
1  the  bliss  thy  beam  discovers, 
all  those  visions  far  too  bright  for  day, 
h  dreaming  bards  and  waking  lovers 
hold,  this  night,  beneath  thy  lingering  ray, — 

y  thee,  queen  of  that  bright  heaven, 

ench  not  to-night  thy  love-lamp  in  the  sea, 

\nthe,  in  this  bow'r.  hath  given 

neath  thy  l>eam,  her  long-vow'd  kiss  to  me. 

?  hither,  guide  her  steps  benighted, 

;  thou,  sweet  moon,  thy  bashful  crescent  hide  ; 

K)ve  but  in  this  bowV  be  lighted, 

en  shroud  in  darkness  all  the  world  beside. 


LONG  YEARS  HAVE  PASS'D. 

NG  years  have  pass'd,  old  friend,  since  we 
First  met  in  life's  young  day ; 
id  friends  long  lov'd  by  thee  and  me. 
Since  then  have  dropp'd  away  ;  — 
X  enough  remain  to  cheer  us  on. 
And  sweeten,  when  thus  we're  met, 
le  glass  we  fill  to  the  many  gone. 
And  the  few  who're  left  us  yet 

ir  locks,  old  friend,  now  thinly  grow. 

And  some  hang  white  and  chill ; 

hile  some,  like  flow'rs  *mid  Autumn's  snow. 

Retain  youth's  colour  still. 

id  so,  in  our  hearts,  though  one  by  one. 

Youth's  sunny  hopes  have  set. 


Thank  heay*!!,  oot  all  their  light  ii  gone,- 
We've  tome  to  cheer  ns  yet 

Then  here's  to  thee,  old  fHend,  and  long 

Bfay  thoa  and  I  thus  meet, 
To  brighten  still  with  wine  and  song 

This  short  life,  ere  it  fleet 
And  still  as  death  comes  stealing  on. 

Let's  never,  old  friend,  forget, 
Ev'n  while  we  sigh  o'er  blessings  gone, 

How  many  are  left  ns  yet 


DREAMING  FOR  EVER. 

Dreaming  for  ever,  vainly  dreaming. 

Life  to  the  last  pursues  its  flight ; 
Day  hath  its  visions  fairly  beaming. 

But  false  as  those  of  night 
The  one  illusion,  the  other  real, 

But  both  the  same  brief  dreams  at  last ; 
And  when  we  grasp  the  bliss  ideal, 

Soon  as  it  shines,  'tis  past 

Here,  then,  by  this  dim  lake  reposing, 

Calmly  111  watch,  while  light  and  gkxm 
Flit  o'er  its  fiice  till  night  is  closing  — 

Emblem  of  life's  short  doom! 
But  though,  by  turns,  thus  dark  and  shining, 

'Tis  still  unlike  man's  changeful  day. 
Whose  light  returns  not  once  declining, 

Whose  cloud,  once  come,  will  stay. 


THOUGH  LIGHTLY  SOUNDS  THE  SOS 

I  SING. 

A  Song  of  thb  Alps. 

Though  lightly  sounds  the  song  I  aiiig  to  theiy 
Though  like  the  lark's  its  soaring  iniisie  be, 
Thou'lt  find  ev'n  here  some  moornftil  nolethsttri 
How  near  such  April  joy  to  weeing  dwdk 
Tis  'mong  the  gayest  scenes  that  offiieit  Mtd 
Those  sadd'ning  thoughts  we  iear,  jet  love  loM 
And  music  never  half  so  sweet  appean, 
As  when  her  mirth  forgets  itself  in  tctn. 

Then  say  not  thon  this  Alpine  soQg  ii  gsy—  •, 
It  comes  from  hearts  that,  like  their  iiMiaiiHiil 
Mix  joy  with  pain,  and  oft  when  plfMori'i*""^ 
Most  warms  the  snrfiuie,  fbel  mort  nd  bote 
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rhe  Tery  beim  in  wUdi  the 
[ts  gayest  smile  is  thst  whick 
\iid  passion's  pow'r  can  nerer 
Which  wakens  Uisi^  withoot 


THE  RUSSIAN  LOVER. 

FiJEKn.T  o*er  ttte  moonlight  snovs 

Speed  we  to  mj  lady's  bov'r ; 
Swift  our  sledge  as  lig^itning  goes. 

Nor  shall  stop  till  nKxning^s  boor. 
Bright,  my  steed,  the  northern  star 

Lights  OS  firom  yon  jeweD'd  skies ; 
Bat,  to  greet  ns,  bri^iter  Cv, 

Mom  shall  bring  my  lady's  eyes. 


Lov^ers.  fadFd  in  sonny  bowVs, 

Seeping  ont  their  dream  of  time. 
Know  not  half  the  bliss  that's  onn^ 

In  this  snowy,  icy  dime. 
like  yon  star  that  fihrdier  g***-^ 

From  the  frostr  heav 
Lore  himsdf  the  kecne 

When  with  sxnrsof 


crown  d. 


Fleet  then  on.  mr  merrr  steed. 

Bound,  my  ftfedge.  o'er  hill  and  dale ; — 
What  can  match  a  lorer'f  rpeed  ? 

Ste.  *tis  dayligbt,  breaking  pale! 
Brightly  hath  the  northern  itar 

Lit  OS  firom  yon  radiant  skits ; 
Bat.  behoki.  how  brighter  Cu- 

Yonder  shine  my  lady's  eyes! 
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corted  with  the  lame  fplendoor  to  Sorat,  where  be 
embarked  for  Arabia.  >  Daring  the  »tay  of  the 
Royal  Pilgrim  at  D^rlbu  a  marriage  was  zfnreed 
apoo  between  the  Prince,  hu  uiti.  and  the  yr>oiig«st 
dao^hter  of  the  Emperor,  Lalla  HfMtKH^; —  a 
PrinceM  deiscribed  by  the  poet*  f4  h*-r  time  m 
more  beaotifiil  than  Leila  \  .Sbinne  *.  IhrwMt- '',  or 
SDT  of  those  herolw*  whose  nairjes  aiid  \ovfn 
embellifih  the  songi  of  Per»ia  aod  Uiu4fMnu. 
It  was  intended  that  the  oaptiiJji  *\tffiM  tx' 
celebrated  at  CaAhmere;  where  the  joufijr  KifiK* 
as  iooo  as  the  cares  </  empire  would  iMTrnil, 
was  to  meet,  for  the  fir*t  time,  hi*  lov«ly  hrid<', 

I  Tbcw  pvtkalan  oftbe  rUit  odbt  King  of  Buduria  to        ^  For  tbe  U>9*%  *A  tL:*  c^U^yratM  »^»autf  «tih  Khotr'/ii  n%A 
llwiiT^*»*  aw  fiaond  In Dov'f  HtMory  ofHimdot^m,  «oL  Ui.     vitb  Ferfaad.  mk  W  11^*^1/4  Gthh»m,  (tttrntnl  Ctpttnliimt.  A«i. 

*  Trtip  cheek.  of  the  Enferw  Alia.  U  whtt^  ts  m  «f^c«iit  p"«^n.  fi|r  lhf« 

•  The  mirtrtM  of  Mfjnoon,  opon  vboM  ttorj  ao  auoy  .  dcU*  C^natetor  ^TerUtAa. 
in  all  the  Imgnagw  of  the  Eart  are  fn—iliij.  | 

i 


br  the  elerenth  year  of  the  reign  of  Aarangzebe. 
Abdalla,  King  of  the  Lesser  Bocharia,  a  lineal 
lescendant  from  the  Great  Zingis.  baring  abdi- 
Bited  the  throne  in  £eiToar  of  his  son.  set  oat  on 
I  pilgrimage  to  the  Shrine  of  the  Prophet :  and. 
passing  into  India  through  the  delightful  valley 
of  Cashmere,  rested  for  a  short  time  at  Delhi  oo 
kis  way.  He  was  entertained  by  Aunmgzebe  in 
I  style  of  magnificent  hospitality,  worthy  alike  of 
the  Tisiter  and  the  host,  and  was  afterwards 
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few  months*  repose  in  that  enchant- 
conduct  her  over  the  snowy  hills  into 


of  Lalla  Rookh^s  departure  from 
IS  splendid  as  sunshine  and  pageantry 
i  it.  The  bazaars  and  baths  were  all 
th  the  richest  tapestry;  hundreds  of 
res  upon  the  Jumna  floated  with  their 
ning  in  the  water ;  while  through  the 
[\ys  of  beautiful  children  went  strewing 
licious  flowers  around,  as  in  that  Persian 
itni  the  Scattering  of  the  Roses ' ;  till 
of  the  city  was  as  fragrant  as  if  a  cara- 
k  from  Kboten  had  passed  through  it. 
ess,  having  taken  leave  of  her  kind 
'  at  parting  hung  a  cornelian  of  Yemen 
tiiH.*kt  on  which  was  inscribed  a  verse 
Loran,  and  having  sent  a  considerable 
he  Fakirs,  who  kept  up  the  Perpetual 
ler  sister's  tomb.  niei*kly  ascended  the 
prepared  for  her ;  and,  while  Aurung- 
to  take  a  last  look  from  his  balcony,  the 
moved  slowly  on  the  road  to  Lahore. 

lad  the  Eastern  world  seen  a  cavalcade 
From  the  gardens  in  the  suburbs  to 
x\  palace,  it  was  one  unbroken  line  of 
The  gallant  appearance  of  the  Rajahs 
lords,  distinguished  by  those  insignia 
•iTor's  favour'-,  the  feathers  of  the  egret 
'e  in  their  turbans,  and  the  small  silver- 
tie  drums  at  the  bows  of  their  saddles  ; 
y  armour  of  their  cavaliers,  who  vied, 
ision,  with  the  guards  of  the  groat  Keder 


Khan 'fin  the  brightness  of  their  silrer  battle-az« 
and  the  massiness  <tf  their  maces  of  gold ; — the  ^• 
tering  of  the  gilt  pine-apples «  on  the  tops  of  the 
palankeens; — the  embroidered  trappings  of  the 
elephants,  bearing  on  their  backs  small  turrets,  in 
the  shape  of  little  antique  temples,  within  which 
the  Ladies  of  Lalla  Rookh  lay  ns  it  were  en- 
shrined ;  — the  rose-coloured  veils  of  the  Princes^ 
own  snmptoous  litter  ^  at  the  front  of  whicha&ir 
young  female  slave  sat  fiuming  her  through  the 
curtains,  with  feathers  d  the  Argus  phesssot^i 
wing<^ ; — and  the  lovely  troop  of  Tartarian  sod 
Cashmerian  maids  of  honour,  whom  the  yoong 
Ring  had  sent  to  accompany  his  bride,  and  who 
rode  on  each  side  of  the  litter,  upon  small  Anbiia 
horses ; — all  was  brilliant,  tasteful,  and  magnifi- 
cent, and  pleased  even  the  critical  and  fiutidioai 
Fadladeen,  Great  Naair  or  Chamberlain  of  the 
Ilaram,  who  was  borne  in  his  palankeen  imme- 
diately after  the  Princess,  and  considered  himidf 
not  the  least  important  persona^  of  the  psgesnL 

Fadladeen  was  a  judge  of  erery  thing;— from 
the  pencilling  of  a  Circassian's  eyelids  to  the  deep* 
est  questions  of  science  and  lilentare ;  ftva  the 
mixture  of  a  conserve  of  rose-leaves  to  the  emr 
position  of  an  epic  poem :  and  such  ■"*■—»**  hsl 
his  opinion  upon  the  various  tastes  of  the  dijt 
that  all  the  cooks  and  poets  of  Delhi  stood  in  s*e 
of  him.  His  political  conduct  and  opinions  vcre 
founded  uptm  that  line  of  Sadi, — "'Should the 
Prince  at  noon-day  say.  It  is  night,  declare  thtf 
you  behold  the  moon  and  stars.**  —  And  his  ml 
for  religion,  of  which  Anrungzebe  was  a  mnsif- 
cent  protector?,  was  about  as  disinterested  Si thit 
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iirk  of  honour  or  kii{K>)thoo<l  bostowod  hy  the 
lii>  |H'riniS)(i(iii  to  wvar  a  sn>nll  kiltlt^nnn  at  the 
r  siuitllcs.  which  at  flrst  was  invcuttHl  for  the 
awkfl,  and  to  call  thorn  to  the  hire,  and  ii  woni 
Y  all  Kport^iincn  to  that  end."—  /''ryrr's  Travels. 
I  whom  the  King  has  conferred  the  privilege 
n  ornament  of  jewels  on  the  right  side  of  the 
ountrd  by  a  high  plume  of  the  feathers  of  a  kind 
his  bird  is  found  only  in  Cashmere,  and  the 
carefully  collected  for  the  King,  who  Iwstows 
iicibU'*." — Elphinstone'i  Arcount  of  Caubul. 
-  Khan,  the  Kliakan,  or  King  of  Turqucstan.  bc- 
,on  (at  the  end  of  the  eleventh  century),  when- 
eared  abroad  wa4  preceded  by  iteven  hundred 
Ith  silver  battle-axes,  and  was  followed  by  an 
r  bearing  maces  of  gold.  Ho  was  a  great  patron 
d  It  was  he  who  used  to  preside  at  public  exer- 
iis,  with  four  basins  of  gold  and  silver  by  him  to 
nong  the  poets  who  excelled."  —  liickardton't 
prefixed  to  his  Dictionary, 
ubdch,  a  largn  golden  knob,  generally  in  the 
nc«apple,  on  the  top  of  the  canopy  over  the  litter 
.'*  — icofl's  Notes  on  the  KahardanuKh. 
jem  of  Zohalr,  in  the  Moallnkat,  there  is  the  fol- 


lowing lively  description  of  **a  company  of  miidRM 
camels." 

"  They  are  mounted  in  carrlaget  cofered  wItt  co^ 
awning:(.  and  with  rose-coloured  relit,  Um  UnlagiofvMA 
have  thf  hue  of  crimson  Andem-wood. 

*'  Wh«m  they  ascend  fhMn  the  boMMtof  thtvali,llMr' 
forward  on  the  saddlfi-cloth,  with  ertry  mark  of  i  vih^M* 
gaiety. 

"  Now,  when  they  have  readrad  Che  brink  of  yon  Mi^ 
gushing  rivulet,  they  fix  the  poles  of  thdr  teott  Bbt  tti  A^ 
with  a  settled  mansion.'* 

<!  See  Brmtcr'i  description  of  the  attendants  on 
Begum,  in  her  progress  to  Cashmere. 

*  This  liypocritlcal  Emperor  woidd  have  mde  a 
associate  of  ccrUin  Holy  Leafuei — ** Be  held  Uw  diifc' 
religion  (says  Dow)  between  bit  acdoDt  aad  the  nlfv;  ^ 
impiously  thanked  the  Divinity  for  a  raoeeit  which  ht  ^ 
to  his  own  wickedness.  When  he  wee  ■midtilin  ■!  f*^ 
socuting  his  brothers  and  their  frmttitt,  he  WM  hriMV  ' 
magnificent  mosque  at  Delhi,  at  an  oOMaf  to  Ged  fcr  M 
assistance  to  him  in  the  civil  wart.  He  aetod  as  H^  f>W 
at  the  consecration  of  this  temple ;  and  made  a  ptatidtB^^ 
tending  divine  service  thercwin  the  hnanblednaief  aM^ 
But  when  he  lifted  one  hand  to  the  Dtftalty,  hab  eVhtl 
other,  tl^ed  warrantt  for  the  *i"TT'natlnii  ofMl  ■■>><Ai>i-^ 
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>ld8mith  who  fell  in  love  with  the  diamond 
he  idol  of  Jaghemaut  i 

g  the  first  days  of  their  journey,  Lalla 
who  had  passed  all  her  life  within  the 
of  the  Royal  Gardens  of  Delhi  ^  found 
in  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  through 
they  passed  to  interest  her  mind,  and 
her  imagination ;  and  when  at  evening, 
le  heat  of  the  day,  they  turned  off  from 
.  rood  to  those  retired  and  romantic  places 
ad  been  selected  for  her  encampments, — 
es  on  the  banks  of  a  small  rivulet,  as  clear 
aten  of  the  Lake  of  Pearl  3 ;  sometimes 
lie  sacred  shade  of  a  Banyan  tree,  from 
le  view  opened  upon  a  glade  covered  with 
8 ;  and  often  in  those  hidden,  embowered 
escribed  by  one  from  the  Isles  of  the 
as  **  places  of  melancholy,  delight,  and 
rhere  all  the  company  around  was  wild 
s  and  turtle-doves;" — she  felt  a  charm 
i  scenes,  so  lovely  and  so  new  to  her, 
or  a  time,  made  her  indifferent  to  every 
Qusement  But  Lalla  Rookh  was  yoimg, 
young  love  variety ;  nor  could  the  con- 
Q  of  her  Ladies  and  the  Great  Chamber- 
iDLADEEN,  (the  Only  persons,  of  course, 
i  to  her  pavilion),  sufficiently  enliven  those 
Kant  hours,  which  were  devoted  neither 
pillow  nor  the  palankeen.  There  was  a 
Tsian  slave  who  sung  sweetly  to  the  Vina, 
10,  now  and  then,  lulled  the  Princess  to 
itb  the  ancient  ditties  of  her  country,  about 
i:s  of  WaiJiak  and  Ezra*,  the  fair-haired 


Zal  and  his  mistress  Rodahver  ^ ;  not  forgetting 
the  combat  of  Rustam  with  the  terrible  White 
Demon.  7  At  other  times  she  was  amused  by 
those  graceful  dancing-girls  of  Delhi,  who  had 
been  permitted  by  the  Bramins  of  the  Great 
Pagoda  to  attend  her,  much  to  the  horror  of  the 
good  Mussulman  Fadladeen,  who  could  see 
nothing  graceful  or  agreeable  in  idolaters,  and  to 
whom  the  very  tinkling  of  their  golden  anklets  ^ 
was  an  abomination. 

But  these  and  many  other  diversions  were 
repeated  till  they  lost  all  their  charm,  and  the 
nights  and  noon-days  were  beginning  to  move 
heavily,  when,  at  length,  it  was  recollected  that, 
among  the  attendants  sent  by  the  bridegroom, 
was  a  young  poet  of  Caship*^"^  mnfth  celebrated 
throughout  the  Valley  for  his  manner  of  reciting 
the  Stories  of  the  East,  on  whom  his  Royal 
Master  had  conferred  the  privilege  of  being 
admitted  to  the  pavilion  of  the  Prinoen,  (hat  he 
might  help  to  beguile  the  tediousness  of  the  journey 
by  some  of  his  most  agreeable  recitals.  At  the 
mention  of  a  poet,  Fadladeen  elevated  his  critical 
eyebrows,  and,  having  refreshed  his  faculties  with 
a  dose  of  that  delicious  opium  ^^  which  is  distilled 
from  the  black  poppy  of  the  Thebais,  gave  orders 
for  the  minstrel  to  be  forthwith  introduced  into 
the  presence. 

The  Princess,  who  had  once  in  her  life  seen 
a  poet  from  behind  the  screens  of  gauze  in  her 
Father's  hall,  and  had  conceived  from  that  spe- 
cimen  no   very   favourable   ideas  of  the   Caste, 


/  HimLis/an.  vol.  Hi.  p.  335.  See  aUo  the  curious 
Aunmgzebe,  given  in  the  Orienlal  Collections,  vol.  i. 

« idol  at  JAtchrrnat  li.if  two  fine  diamonds  for  eyes. 
ttnith  ii  (iiflereii  to  enter  the  TaKrida.  one  haviriK 
'  of  theM*  ejp^,  being  locked  up  all  night  with  the 
Tarcrnier. 

I  description  of  these  royal  Gardens  in  "  An  Account 
Te*ent  jUtc  of  Delhi,  by  Lieut.  W.  Franklin."  — 
search,  vol.  iv.  p.  417. 

tlip  neiKhlx>urho'>d  \a  Notte  Gill,  or  the  Lake  of 
ii'h  r«-ceiTes  this  name  from  its  pellucid  water."  — 
'«  Hind  mt.in. 

r  Junir  ♦  ncamp<ii  in  th**  vi(  inity  of  the  Lake  of 
an  ijii-d  liim>rlf  with  hailin]:  on  that  clear  and  boau-  , 
'r.  ami  fAW  it  tin*  funcitul  n.mn-  of  Motce  Talah, 
'-of  Hi-arU,'  which  it  sttll  reUiins."  —  jr//Ai'»  South  ' 

riionus  Roe,  Ambassador  from  James  L  to  Jehan- 

f  rntniince  Wemakwearra,  written  in  Persian  verse,  | 
Dt-iMM  the  loves  of  Wamak  and  Kitra.  two  celebrated 
10  hT«fl  before  the  time  of  .M;Uion>ct."  —  Sole  on  the  ! 
Tat, «.  j 

r  nniotir  is  recounted  In  the  Shah-Namch  of  Fer- 
id  thnre  in  much  lieauty  in  the  pa.<isage  which  de- 
\t  o\asc^  of  I{od.Uiver  fitting  on  the  bank  of  tho  river 


and  throwing  flowers  into  the  stream.  In  order  to  draw  the  at- 
tention of  the  young  Hero  who  is  encamped  on  tho  opposite 
side See  Champt'on'i  translation. 

*  Rustam  is  the  Hercules  of  the  Persians.  For  the  parti- 
culars of  his  victory  over  the  Sepeed  Decve,  or  White  Demon, 
see  Oriental  Collections,  vol.  ii.  p.  45.  —  Near  the  city  of 
.Shirauz  is  an  immense  quadrangular  monument,  in  comme- 
moration of  this  combat,  called  the  Kelaat-i-Deev  Sepeed,  or 
Castle  of  the  White  Giant,  which  Father  Angelo,  in  his  Gazo. 
philacium  Persicum,  p.  127.,  declares  to  have  been  the  ino$t 
memorable  monument  of  .intiquity  which  he  had  seen  in 
Persia.  —  See  Ouseley^t,  Persi.in  Miscellanies. 

*  "  The  women  of  the  Idol,  or  dancing  girls  of  the  Pagoda, 
have  little  golden  bells,  fastened  to  their  feet,  the  *cift  har- 
monious tinkling  of  which  vibrates  in  unison  with  the  ex- 
quisite melody  of  their  voices."  —  Maurice's  Indian  .\nti- 
quities. 

*'  The  Arabian  courtesans,  like  the  Indian  wcmcn.  have 
little  golden  bells  fastened  round  their  legs.  neck,  and  eltwws, 
to  the  sound  of  which  they  dance  Ix'fore  the  King.  The 
Arabian  princesses  wear  golden  rings  on  their  fingers,  to 
which  little  tielU  are  suspended,  as  well  as  in  the  flowing 
tresses  of  their  hair,  that  their  superior  rank  may  be  known, 
and  they  themselves  rcciMve  in  ii.t.vsing  the  homage  due  to 
them.  —  See  Calmrt'B  Dictionary,  art.  Bells.  1 

"  "  Abou-Ti>fe.  ville  de  la  Thebaido,  oii  il  crolt  b«'aucoup    | 
de  pavot  noir,  dont  se  fait  le  roeilleur  opium."  —  D'Uerbeiut. 
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utpecled  but  little  in  ibi$  new  exhitHtian 
real  her; — she  (I'll  inclined,  however, 
niter  her  opinion  on  the  very  Hrit 
of  Febaboii*.  He  was  a  jonth  about  Laijj 
SHTTiin  age.  and  gntcvfUl  m  that  idol  of 
len,  Criahnai, — such  B*  he  appeore  lo  their 
jnUDg  iuiBginalians,  herolir,  heanlifal,  breathing 
Riusic  ttom  hU  very  ejea,  and  exalting  ihe  religioD 
f  b'lB  worshippera  into  love.  His  dress  wbb 
.mple.  yel  not  withont  some  marks  of  coBIiineu  ; 
aoid  the  Ladies  of  the  Princess  were  nol  long  in 
disooTvring  that  the  cloth,  which  eneircled  his 
ta  Tutarisn  cap,  waa  of  Ihe  most  delicate  kmd 
tlut  the  aluwl-godt*  of  Tibci  supply*  Here  and 
there,  ton,  over  his  rest,  which  was  conGned  by  a 
Sovvrvd  girdle  of  Eashau,  hung  strings  of  fine 
pMirl,  diipoied  wilh  an  air  of  studied  negligence ; — 
r  did  the  exquLEile  embroidery  of  his  sandals 
escape  the  observation  of  these  fair  critics  ;  who, 
however  they  might  give  way  lo  Fasiuseen  npon 
ths  DDimportunl  topics  of  religion  and  govemmeni, 
hail  the  Bplrit  of  martyrs  in  every  thing  relating 
lo  such  momealoUB  malters  as  jewels  and  embroi- 
dery. 

For  the  purpote  of  relieving  the  pauses  of 
recitation  by  musio,  the  young  Coahmcrian  held 
1  bis  hand  akitar;  —  auch  aa.  in  old  limes,  the 
Arab  maids  of  the  Weal  uaed  lo  lislen  lo  by 
moonlight  in  the  gardens  of  the  Alhambm — and, 
hiving  premised,  with  much  humilily,  (hat  the 
■inry  he  was  about  lo  relate  was  founded  on  ihe 
Bdvenlurec  of  that  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khoraaaan  ', 
I,  in  the  year  of  the  Hegira  IG3,  created  such 
alarm  Ihronghonl  the  EoMem  Empire,  made  an 
obeisance  to  the  Princet^  and  thus  began  : — 


alwift  •we,  i«  D'BrrMoi. 

Xbanuwi  nlgnlfli*,  In  Ihe  Did  Penlui  la 
or  llfljlQinif  ihoaiin.— JTfr  ly.jBmn. 
'  '  Tb*  (Tulti  at  Heru  arc  Ann  Ihu  U' 


VEILED  PROPHET  OF  KHORASSA5.' 

In  that  delightful  Province  of  ihc  Sun. 
The  first  of  Pereion  lands  be  ahinea  opxn, 
Where  all  the  lovelies!  children  of  hit  biani. 
Flow'rets  and  teai\s.  blush  over  cv'ry  stnaai.' 
And,  biresl  of  all  itreama,  the  Mrnai  rota 
Among  MEsoit's*  bright  palaces  and  grovtsi— 
There  on  that  throne,  to  which  the  blind  be&f 
Of  milliona  raia'd  him,  aal  the  Prophel-Cbkl 
The  Great  Mokamn*.     O'er  bia  feUiirei  bai){ 
The  Veil,  the  Silver  Veil,  which  he  had  tMf 
In  mercy  there,  lo  hide  from  mortal  *i|;lil 
His  daxiling  brow,  till  man  could  bear  in  ligta. 
For,  tkr  leaa  luminona,  his  TOtariea  laid. 
Were  ev'n  the  glenma.  miracnlously  ihcj 
O'er  Mopssa's^  cheek*,  when  down  the  Jfaffl' 

All  glowing  from  the  preaence  of  his  GoJI 

On  either  side,  with  ready  hearts  and  hsndl, 
His  chosen  guard  of  bold  Bclievfirs  stands : 
Young  Gi«-ey'd  disputania,  who  deem  Ihtiif  iwotlfc 
On  paints  of  (kith,  ronre  eloqueol  than  wordc; 
And  BQch  tbelr  zeal,  there's  nol  a  youth  wnhlni 
Uplifted  there,  hut,  at  Ihe  Chief's  comnisnl. 
Would  make  his  own  devoted  heart  its  iheith.       I 
And  bless  the  ltp«  that  doom'd  ao  dear  ■  dealhl     ' 
Id  hatred  lo  the  Caliph's  bue  of  njghl. "  I 

Their  veature,  belmi  and  all,  ia  BOowy  whit*  ;       1 
Their  weapons  various  —  some  equipp'd,  for  ipcA  1 
With  javelins  of  the  light  Kalhoian  ned:'" 
Or  hows  of  buffalo  horn  and  shining  qnivm 
Fill'd  with  the  stema"  that  bloom  on  luji'sriimi" 
While  some,  for  war's  more  terrible  anaeki. 
Wield  Ihe  huge  mace  and  poad'mua  lnuUe-aiti 
And  3B  they  wave  aloft  in  morning's  beam 
The  milk-while  plumage  of  their  hElnui,lheyNni 
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nar-tree  grove  i  when  winter  throws 
tufted  heads  his  feathering  snows. 

the  porphyry  pillars,  that  uphold 
noresque-work  of  the  roof  of  gold, 
Iaram*s  curtained  galleries  rise, 
ough  the  silken  network,  glancing  eyes, 

to  time,  like  sudden  gleams  that  glow 
autumn  clouds,  shine  o*cr  the  pomp 
>w. — 
ious  tongue,  ye  blushing  saints,  would 

t  aught  but  HeaT'n  hath  plac'd  you  there  ? 

\  loves  of  this  light  world  could  bind, 

OSS  chain,  your  Prophet's  soaring  mind? 

Qgful   thought !  —  commissioned  from 

re 

Eden's  bowers  with  shapes  of  love, 

so  bright,  that  the  same  lips  and  eyes 

'  on  earth  will  serve  in  Paradise,) 

3cline  among  Heaven's  native  maids, 

the*  Elect  with  bliss  that  never  fades — 

the  Prophet-Chief  his  bidding  done ; 

beauteous  race  beneath  the  sun, 

who  kneel  at  Brahma's  burning  founts,^ 

esh  nymphs  bounding  o*er  Yemenis 

mts; 

UA*s  eyes  of  full  and  fawn-like  ray, 

dU  half-shut  glances  of  Katha y  ;  3 

aiA*s  bloom,  and  Azab*s  darker  smiles, 

»ld  ringlets  of  the  Western  Isles ; 

e  there; — each  Land  its  flower  hath 

;n, 

lat  fair  young  Nursery  for  Ileav'n ! 

this  pageant  now  ?  this  arm'd  array  ? 
nph  crowds  the  rich  Divan  to-day 
in'd  heads,  of  er'ry  hue  and  raco, 
fore  that  vevl'd  and  awful  face, 
beds  ^,  of  diflf 'rent  shape  and  dyes, 
meath  the'  invisible  West-wind's  sighs ! 
•made  mystery  now,  for  Faith  to  sign, 
to  seal,  as  genuine  and  divine, 
ling  niimickrj'  of  Gixl's  own  power 
K>ld  Pn>phet  plann'd  to  grace  this  liour? 

1  the  pageant  now,  though  not  less  proud ; 
>r  youth,  advancing  from  the  crowd, 

nul  plxnc.  "  The  chcnar  is  a  delightful  tree ; 
a  finf  white  and  tmooth  baric ;  and  its  foliage, 
in  a  tuft  at  the  luinroit.  Is  of  a  bright  green.*'— 

ivoli. 

tiing  fountftioi  of  Brahma  near  Chittogong,  cs- 

■ly.  —  TuTiuT. 

me  of  tulip  U  said  to  he  of  Turlcith  extraction. 


With  silver  bow,  with  belt  of  broider*d  crape. 
And  fur-bound  bonnet  of  Buchanan  shape,  ^ 
So  fiercely  beautiful  in  form  and  eye. 
Like  war*8  wild  planet  in  a  summer  sky ; 
That  youth  to-day,  —  a  proselyte,  worth  hordes 
Of  cooler  spirits  and  less  practised  swords, — 
Is  come  to  join,  all  bravery  and  belief. 
The  creed  and  standard  of  the  heav*n-sent  Chiefl 

Though  few  his  years,  the  West  already  knows 
Young  AziM*s  fame ; — beyond  the*  Olympian  snows 
Ere  manhood  darkened  o'er  his  downy  cheek, 
O'erwhelm'd  in  fight,  and  captive  to  the  Greek,' 
lie  linger'd  there,  till  peace  dissolved  his  chains; — 
Oh,  who  could,  ev'n  in  bondage,  tread  the  plains 
Of  glorious  Greece,  nor  feel  his  spirit  rise 
Kindling  within  him  ?  who,  with  heart  and  eyes, 
Could  walk  where  liberty  had  been,  nor  see 
The  shining  foot-prints  of  her  Deity, 
Nor  feel  those  godlike  breathings  in  the  air. 
Which  mutely  told  her  spirit  had  been  there  ? 
Not  he,  that  youthful  warrior, — no,  too  well 
For  his  soul's  quiet  work'd  the*  awak'ning  spell ; 
And  now,  returning  to  his  own  dear  land. 
Full  of  those  dreams  of  good  that,  vainly  grand. 
Haunt  the  young  heart, — proud  views  of  human 

kind, 
Of  men  to  Gods  exalted  and  refin'd, — 
False  views,  like  that  horizon's  fair  deceit, 
>Vhere  earth  and  heav'n  but  wem,  alas,  to  meet ! — 
Soon  as  he  heard  an  Arm  Divine  was  rais'd 
To  right  tlic  nations,  and  beheld,  emblaz'd 
On  the  white  flag,  Mokanna's  host  unfurl'd. 
Those  words  of  sunshine, "  Freedom  to  the  World," 
At  once  his  faith,  his  sword,  his  soul  obey'd 
The'  inspiring  sunmions ;  every  chosen  blade 
That  fought  beneath  that  banner's  sacred  text 
Seem'd  doubly  edg'd,  for  this  world  and  the  next ; 
And  ne'er  did  Faith  with  her  smooth  bandage  bind 
Eyes  more  devoutly  willing  to  be  blind. 
In  virtue's  cause  ; — never  was  soul  inspir'd 
With  livelier  trust  in  what  it  most  desir'd. 
Than  his,  the'  enthusiast  there,  who  kneeling,  pale 
With  pious  awe,  before  that  Silver  Veil, 
Believes  the  form,  to  which  he  bends  his  knee, 
Some  pure,  redeeming  angel,  sent  to  free 
This  fetter'd  world  from  every  bond  and  stain, 
And  bring  its  primal  glories  back  again  ! 

and  Riron  to  the  flower  on  account  of  its  resembling  a  turban." 
•^  Bt'ckmanm^i  lUhtorj  of  Inventions. 

^  "  The  inhabitants  of  Burharia  wear  a  round  cloth  bonnet, 
shaped  much  after  the  Polish  fashion,  having  a  large  fur 
Iwrder.  They  tie  their  kaftans  aliout  the  middle  with  a  girdle 
of  a  kind  of  silk  crape,  several  times  round  the  bt>dy.**  —  Ac- 
cofint  qf  Indfptyuicnt  Tartary,  in  Pinirrton's  CoUrction. 

"  In  the  war  of  the  Caliph  Mahudi  again»t  the  Kmpress 
Irene,  for  an  account  of  which  vide  Gibbon,  vol.  x. 


flw  u  jOQDg  Ann  knelt,  that  moiley  crowd 
or  nil  eiuth'a  DBtiona  gnnk  the  knee  Bud  bon'd, 
'Willi  sboiits  of  "  Alla  1 "  echoing  long  and  loud 
While  high  in  air,  above  (be  Prophet's  brail. 
BimdivdB  of  bimners,  to  the  «imbeam  spread, 
W«T'd,  like  Ihe  wings  of  the  while  birds  that  ran 
TbE  flying  throne  of  Blor-Iiugiit  Solimah.' 
Thi'D  tbushespoket — "Stranger,  though  new  the 

•■  Thy  soul  inhabiW  now,  IVe  traek'd  ll*  flame 
"  For  many  an  age',  in  ev'ry  chance  and  change 
"  Of  thai  eiiglencc,  through  whose  varied  rangr,^ — 
"  As  through  ■  toreh-rac*,  where,  from  band  lo 

"  The  flying  ynnths  iranamiC  their  shiDing  brand, 
"  From  frame  to  frame  the  uncitinguieh'd  soul 
"  Rapidly  passes,  till  it  reach  ibc  goal  I 

"  Nor  thinV  'tis  only  the  gross  Spirits,  wann't 
"  With  duskier  fire  oad  for  earth's  niediom  fonu'i 
"  That  run  this  coarse :  —  Beings,  the  most  divin 
"  Thus  deign  through  dark  mortality  lo  shine. 
"  Snch  vat  the  Essence  that  in  Adah  dwell, 
■'  To  which  »ll  HeB»'n,  eitept  the  Proud  One, 

knelt ;  > 
■*  Such  the  refln'd  Intelligence  that  glow'd 
"  In  Muitbsa'sI  frame,  —  and.  tbence  descending. 

flow'd 
"  Through  many  a  Prophet's  breast  * ; — in  laiA ' 

"  And  in  MoiuinHm)  burn'd  ;  till,  haM'niiig  on, 

"  (As  a  bright  river  that,  from  fall  to  fell 

"  In  many  a  maie  descending,  bright  tUrongh  all, 

"  Kindssomefturregionwhere.each  labyrinth  past, 

"  In  one  fall  lake  of  light  it  rests  at  last,) 

"  That  Holy  Spirit,  settling  calm  and  trve 

"  From  lapse  or  shodov.  centers  alt  in  me ! " 

Agnin,  throughout  the'  assembly  at  these  words. 
Thousands  of  voices  rung:  the  warriora'  Bwords 
Were  pointed  np  lo  beaven ;  a  sudden  wind 
M  the'  open  brmners  phiy'd,  and  from  behind 


Those  Persian  hanging!,  that  bat  ill  couU  si 
The  Haram's  loveliness,  white  hands  <irer«  si 
Waving  embrolder'd  scarves,  whiHte  niMiun 
A  perfume  forth  — like  those  tbe  llouri*  wmi 
When  bcck'ning  to  their  bow'ra  lie"  inn 
Brave. 

"  But  these,"  pursued  ihe  Chiefs  "  Bf  li 

sublime, 
"  That  dium  a  holier  mood  and  calmer  itnte 
"  Than  earth  allows  nsDov; — this  sword mioli 
"  The  darkling  prison-hooge  of  Hsnkind  bur 
•'  Ere  Peace  can  visit  them,  or  Truih  Un  in 
"  Her  wakening  daylight  on  ■  world  of  un. 
"  But  then, — celestial  warriors,  then,  viiet  il 
"  Earlh'ssbrmesand  thrones  before  oar  tann«! 
"  Vihen  the  glad  Slave  sbsll  at  these  feci  i*;  A 
"  His  broken  chain,  the  tyrant  Lord  hit  em«i 
"  The  Priest  bis  book,  the  Conqueror  his  m 
"  \ui  from  the  lips  of  Truth  one  mighly  Um 
"  Shall,  like  a  whirlwind,  scatter  in  its  bnta 
"  That  whole  dark  pile  of  human  mockeries  i- 
"  Then  shall  tbe  reign  of  mind  cummenn  OB  a 
"  And  starting  fresh  as  from  a  second  birth, 
"  Man.  in  the  sunshine  of  the  world's  new  qui 
"  Shall  walk  transparent,  like  some  holy  this; 
"  Then,  too,  your  Prophet  from  his  sn^l  ie" 
'•  Shall  cast  the  Veil  that  hidoB  its  splendniinp 
"  And  glndden'd  E^arth  shall,  through  bivwidc 


"  Bask  in  the  glories  of  Ibis  c( 

"  For  thee,  young  wanior.  welcomcl— 1 

"  Some  tasks  to  Icam,  some  IVailiies  to  fiirgiC 
"  Ere  the  white  war-plume  o'er  Iby  brow 

"  But,  once  my  own,  mine  all  till  in  ilic  pnvi 

Tbe  pomp  is  at  an  end — the  orowds  an>  gos 
Each  ear  and  heart  still  bannted  by  the  Inas 
Of  that  deep  voice,  which  thrill'd  like  Alli'*  * 
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oang  all  daszled  by  the  plumes  and  lances, 

Utt'ring  throne,  and  Haram's  half-caught 

glancea; 

Id  deep  pond*ring  on  the  promised  reign 

ce  and  tmth :  and  all  the  female  train 

to  risk  their  eyes,  could  they  but  gaze 

aent  on  that  brow's  miraculous  blaze ! 

there  was  one,  among  the  chosen  maids, 

ilush'd  behind  the  gallery's  silken  shades, 

)  whose  soul  the  pageant  of  to-day 

!en  like  death : — you  saw  her  pale  dismay, 

nd'ring  usterhood,  and  heard  the  burst 

tlamatioa  from  her  lips,  when  first 

w  that  youth,  too  well,  too  dearly  known, 

y  kneeling  at  the  Prophet's  throne. 

Zkuca  !  there  was  a  time,  when  bliss 
o*er  thy  heart  from  ev'ry  look  of  his ; 
but  to  see  him,  hear  him,  breathe  the  air 
ch  be  dwelt,  was  thy  soul's  fondest  prayer; 
round  him  hung  such  a  perpetual  spell, 
'er  he  did,  none  ever  did  so  well. 
ippy  days!  when,  if  he  touch'd  a  flow'r 
n  of  thine,  'twas  sacred  from  that  hour ; 
thou  didst  study  him  till  every  tone 
esture  and  dear  look  became  thy  own,  — 
oioe  like  his,  the  changes  of  his  face 
le  reflected  with  still  lovelier  grace, 
cho,  sending  back  sweet  music,  fraught 
wice  the'  ac-rial  sweetness  it  had  brought! 
w  he  comes, — brighter  than  even  he 
am'd  before, — but,  ah  !  not  bright  for  thee  ; 
[read,  unlook'd  for,  like  a  visitant 
the'  other  world,  he  comes  as  if  to  haunt 
uilty  soul  with  dreams  of  lost  delight, 
ost  to  all  but  mcm'ry's  aching  sight :  — 
L'ams !  as  when  the  Spirit  of  our  Youth 
IS  in  sleep,  sparkling  with  all  the  truth 
inocence  once  ours,  and  leads  us  back, 
imful  mocker}',  o'er  the  shining  track 
young  life,  and  points  out  every  ray 
•e  and  peace  we've  lost  upon  the  ^ay  ! 

e  happy  pair  !  —  In  proud  Bokhara's  proves, 
lad  not  heard  of  their  first  youthful  loves? 
>y  that  ancient  flood  *,  which  from  its  spring 
dark  Mountains  swiftly  wandering, 
I'd  by  ev'ry  pilgrim  brook  that  shines 
•elics  fipom  Bcch aria's  ruby  mines, 
ending  to  the  Caspian  half  its  strength, 
cold  Lake  of  Eagles  sinks  at  length  ;  - 


>  Amoo,  which  rises  in  the  Bc\\ir  Tag,  or  Dark 
iDft,  aad  running  nearly  from  ea«t  to  west,  fplitc  into 


There,  on  the  banks  of  that  bright  river  bom. 
The  flow'rs,  that  hung  above  its  wave  at  mom, 
Bless'd  not  the  waters,  as  they  murmur'd  by. 
With  holier  scent  and  lustre,  than  the  sigh 
And  virgin-glance  of  first  affection  cast 
Upon  their  youth's  smooth  current,  as  it  passed ! 
But  war  disturb'd  this  vision, — far  away 
From  her  fond  eyes  summon'd  to  join  the*  array 
Of  Persia's  warriors  on  the  hills  of  Thrace, 
The  youth  exchang'd  his  sylvan  dwelling-place 
For  the  rude  tent  and  war-field's  deathful  clash ; 
His  Zelica's  sweet  glances  for  the  flash 
Of  Grecian  wild-fire,  and  Love's  gentle  chains 
For  bleeding  bondage  on  Byzantium's  plains. 

Month  after  month,  in  widowhood  of  soul 
Drooping,  the  maiden  saw  two  summers  roll 
Their  suns  away  —  but,  ah,  how  cold  and  dim 
Ev'n  summer  suns,  when  not  beheld  with  him  ! 
From  time  to  time  ill-omen'd  rumours  came. 
Like  spirit-tongues,  mutt'ring  the  sick  man's  name. 
Just  ere  he  dies :  —  at  length  those  sounds  of  dread 
Fell  with'ring  on  her  soul,  **  Azim  is  dead !" 
Oh  Grief,  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  desolate 
In  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie 
For  which  it  lov'd  to  live  or  fear'd  to  die; — 
Ix)m  as  the  hung-up  lute,  that  ne'er  hath  spoken 
Since  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken! 

Fond  maid,  the  sorrow  of  her  soul  was  such, 
Ev'n  reason  sunk,  —  blighted  beneath  its  touch  ; 
And  though,  ere  long,  her  sanguine  spirit  rose 
Above  the  first  dead  pressure  of  its  woes. 
Though  health  and  bloom  retum'd,  the  delicate 

chain 
Of  thought,  once  tangled,  never  clear'd  again. 
Warm,  lively,  soft  as  in  youth's  happiest  day. 
The  mind  was  still  all  there,  but  turn'd  astray  ;  — 
A  wand'ring  bark,  upon  whose  pathway  shone 
All  stars  of  heaven,  except  the  guiding  one! 
Again  she  smil'd,  nay,  much  and  brightly  smil'd. 
But  'twas  a  lustre,  strange,  unreal,  wild ; 
And  when  she  sung  to  her  lute's  touching  strain, 
'Twas  like  the  notes,  half  ecstasy,  half  pain, 
The  bulbul  *  utters,  ere  her  soul  depart. 
When,  vanquish'd  by  some  minstrel's  i)Ow'rful  art. 
She  dies  upon  the  lute  whose  sweetness  broke  her 
heart ! 

Such  was  the  mood  in  which  that  mission  found 
Young  Zelica,  —  that  mission,  which  around 


two  branches  ;  one  of  which  falls  inlo  thi*  ("asplan  sea.  and 
the  other  into  Aral  Nahr,  or  the  Lake  of  Eagles. 
«  The  nightingale. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


istcrn  world,  in  every  region  blest 
'Oman's  smile,  sought  out  its  loveliest, 
:^e  that  galaxy  of  lips  and  eyes 
the  Veil'd  Prophet  destin'd  for  the  skies:  — 
ch  quick  welcome  as  a  spark  receives 

1  on  a  bed  of  Autumn's  wither*d  leaves, 
?ry  tale  of  these  enthusiasts  find 

irild  maiden's  sorrow-blighted  mind, 
at  once  the  roadd'ning  zeal  she  caught ;  — 
r  Paradise !  blest,  rapturous  thought ! 
in'd  bride,  in  heaven's  eternal  dome, 
e  brave  youth  —  lia!  durst  they  say  "of 
tomef** 

f  the  one,  one  only  object  trac'd 
leart's  core  too  deep  to  be  effac'd ; 

2  whose  mem*rj%  fn^sh  as  life,  is  twin*d 
rerv  broken  link  of  her  lost  mind ; 

image   lives,   though    Reason's    self  be 
arreck'd, 
id  the  ruins  of  her  intellect ! 

poor  Zeltca  !  it  needed  all 

tasy,  which  held  thy  mind  in  thrall, 

in  that  gay  Haram's  glowing  maids 

.hI  colony  for  Eden's  shades ; 

m  that  he,  —  of  whose  unholy  *flame 

ert  too  soon  the  victim,  —  shining  came 

aradise.  to  people  its  pure  sphere 

uls  like  thine,  which  he  hath  niin*d  here  1 

ad  not  reason's  light  totally  set, 

[  thee  dark,  thou  hadst  an  amulet 

>v'd  image,  graven  on  thy  heart, 

rould  have  sav'd  thee  from  the  tempter's  art. 

It  alive,  in  all  its  bloom  of  breath, 

rity,  whose  fading  is  love's  death  !  — 

.  inflam'd,  —  a  restless  zeal  took  place 

lild  virgin's  still  and  feminine  grace  ; 

the  Pn>phet'8  favourites.  i>roudly  first 

and  charms,  —  too  well  the'   Impostor 
urs'd 

I's  delirium,  in  whose  active  fiame, 
:hting  up  a  young,  luxuriant  frame, 
more  potent  sorceries  to  bind 
Ark  yoke  the  spirits  of  mankind, 
btle  chains  than  hell  itself  eVr  twinU 
ras  spar'd,  no  witch'ry  ;  —  all  the  skill 
ons  taught  him  was  employ'd  to  fill 
d  with  gloom  and  ecstasy  by  turns — 
x)ni,  through  which  Frenzy  but  fiercer 
urns; 

lasy.  which  from  the  depth  of  sadness 
ke  the  maniac's  mtxm,  whose  light  is  mad- 
ess' 

from  a  brilliant  hnn(|net,  where  the  sound 
'  and  music  brenlli'd  ii round. 


Together  picturing  to  her  mind  md  ear 
The  glories  of  that  heav*!!,  her  desdn*d  sphere, 
Where  all  was  pore,  where  erery  stain  that  lay 
Upon  the  spirit's  light  should  pass  away. 
And,  realizmg  more  than  yoathfiil  love 
E'er  wished  or  dream*d,  she  should  for  ever  rove 
Through  fields  of  fragrance  by  her  AaxM's  side; 
His  own  bless'd,  purified,  eternal  bride !  — 
Twas  from  a  scene,  a  witching  trance  like  Hk, 
He  hurried  her  away,  yet  breathing  blisi. 
To  the  dim  charnel-house  ;  —  throogfa  sll  ill 

steams 
Of  damp  and  death,  led  only  by  those  gleanii 
Wbich  foul  Corruption  lights,  as  with  design 
To  show  the  gay  and  proud  she  too  can  shise" 
And.  passing  on  throogh  upright  ranks  of  Desd, 
Which  to  the  maiden,  donbly  craa*d  by  dread, 
Seem'd,  through  the  Unish  death-light  rooadtki 

cast. 
To  move  their  lips  in  mntt'ringa  as  she  past'd" 
There,  in  that  awAil  place,  when  each  lud  ifliFi 
And  pledg*d  in  silence  such  a  feaiiul  drangli^ 
Such  —  oh  I  the  look  and  taste  of  that  red  bowl 
WUl  haunt  her  tiU  she  dies— he  bound  her  fosi 
By  a  dark  oath,  in  hell's  own  language  ftam'd, 
Never,  while  earth  his  mystic  presence  dsim'd, 
While  the  blue  arch  of  day  hung  o*er  then  bolhi 
Never,  by  that  all-imprecating  oath. 
In  joy  or  sorrow  from  his  side  to  serer.— 
She  swore,  and  the  wide  chamel  echoed, "  HeKCi 

never !" 

From  that  dread  hour,  entirely,  wildly  gir^ 
To  him  and — she  believ*d,  lost  maid!->tohesr'^; 
Her  brain,  her  heart,  her  passions  all  inflam*d 
How  proud  she  stood,  when  in  fhll  Haram  saa'd 
The  Priestess  of  the  Faith!  — how  fiaih'd  kr 
eves 

m 

With  light,  alas,  that  was  not  of  the  skies, 
AMien  round,  in  trances,  only  less  than  hen, 
She  saw  the  Haram  kneel,  her  prostrate  W* 

shippers. 
Well  might  Mokanka  think  that  Hatm  akne 
Hail  spells  enough  to  make  the  world  his  ova:** 
Light,  lovely  limbs,  to  which  the  spirit's  pfaqr 
Gave  motion,  airy  as  the  dancing  spray, 
Wben  from  its  stem  the  small  bird  wingi  avt; : 
Lips  in  whose  rosy  labyrinth,  when  slw  smiTd. 
The  soul  was  lost ;  and  blushes,  swift  and  w3d 
As  are  the  momentary  meteors  sent 
Across  the*  oncalm,  Init  beanteom  flunaiacBt 
And  then  her  look  — oh  I  wfaere'k  iStm  heut  i 

wise 
Could  unbewilder*d  meet  those  — »*i«^—  cjv' 
Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  esijniKte  wiOil. 
Like  those  of  angels,  just  befiare  their  ft&i 
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dow*d  with  the  shames  of  earth  —  now 

ost 

oes  of  the  Heay'n  her  heart  had  lost ; 

glance  there  broke,  without  controul, 

les  of  a  bright,  but  troubled  soul, 

msibility  still  wildly  play*d, 

itning,  round  the  ruins  it  had  made  I 

ich  was  now  young  Zeuca  —  so  chang*d 
r  who,  some  years  since,  delighted  rang'd 
>nd  groves  that  shade  Bokhara's  tide, 
nd  bliss,  with  Azim  by  her  side ! 
I  was  she  now,  this  festal  day, 
lid  the  proud  Divan's  dazzling  array, 
m  of  that  Youth  whom  she  had  lov'd, 
as  dead,  before  her  breath'd  and  mov'd ; — 
bright,  she  thought,  as  if  from  Eden  s  track 
way  trodden,  he  had  wander'd  back 
earth,  glistening  with  Eden's  light — 
teous  Azim  shone  before  her  sight 

ion  I  who  shall  say  what  spells  renew, 
ist  we  look  for  it,  thy  broken  clew  ! 
what  small  vistas  o'er  the  darken'd  brain 
Uectual  day -beam  bursts  again  ; 
;  like  forts,  to  which  beleaguerers  win 
for  entrance  through  some  friend  within, 
r  idea,  waken'd  in  the  breast 
ry's  magic,  lets  in  all  the  rest 
were  thus,  unhappy  girl,  with  thee ! 
;h  light  came,  it  came  but  partially  *, 

0  show  the  maze,  in  which  thy  sense 

1  about, — but  not  to  guide  it  thence ; 
o  glimmer  o'er  the  yawning  wave, 

0  point  the  harbour  which  might  save, 
delight  and  peace,  long  left  behind, 

t  dear  form  came  nishiDg  o'er  her  mind  ; 
to  think  how  deep  her  soul  had  gone 
and  falsehood  since  those  moments  shone ; 
1,  her  oath — Otere  madness  lay  again, 
dd'ring,  back  she  sunk  into  her  chain 

1  darkness,  as  if  blest  to  flee 

bt,  whose  ever^'  glimpse  was  agony  I 
•elief  this  glance  of  former  years 

mingled  with  its  pain,  —  tears,  floods  of 

irs. 

ten  at  her  heart,  but  now  like  rills 

in  spring-time  from  the  snowy  hills, 
ling  warm,  after  a  sleep  of  frost, 

valleys  where  their  flow  had  long  been 
»t. 

d  subdu'd,  for  the  first  time  her  frame 
1  with  horror,  when  the  summons  came 
ions  proud  and  rare,  which  all  but  she, 
till  now,  had  heard  with  ecstasy,) 


To  meet  Mokanna  at  his  place  of  prayer, 
A  garden  oratory,  cool  and  fidr. 
By  the  stream's  side,  where  still  at  close  of  day 
The  Prophet  of  the  Veil  retir'd  to  pray ; 
Sometimes  alone  —  but,  oft*ner  far,  with  one. 
One  chosen  nymph  to  share  his  orison. 

Of  late  none  found  such  favour  in  his  sight 
As  the  young  Priestess;  and  though,  since  that 

night 
When  the  death-caverns  echo'd  every  tone 
Of  the  dire  oath  that  made  her  all  his  own. 
The'  Impostor,  sure  of  his  infatuate  prize. 
Had,  more  than  once,  thrown  off  his  soul's  disguise, 
And  utter'd  such  unheav'nly,  monstrous  things. 
As  ev'n  across  the  desp'rate  wanderings 
Of  a  weak  intellect,  whose  lamp  was  out. 
Threw  startling  shadows  of  dismay  and  doubt ;  — 
Yet  zeal,  ambition,  her  tremendous  vow. 
The  thought,  still  haunting  her,  of  that  bright 

brow. 
Whose  blaze,  as  yet  firom  mortal  eye  conceal'd. 
Would  soon,  proud  triumph  I  be  to  her  reveal'd. 
To  her  alone ; — and  then  the  hope,  most  dear, 
Most  wild  of  all,  that  her  transgression  here 
Was  but  a  passage  through  earth's  grosser  fire. 
From  which  the  spirit  would  at  last  aspire, 
Ev'n  purer  than  before, — as  perfumes  rise 
Through  flame  and  smoke,  most  welcome  to  the 

skies — 
And  that  when  Azim's  fond,  divine  embrace 
Should  circle  her  in  heav'n,  no  darkening  trace 
Would  on  that  bosom  he  once  lov'd  remain, 
But  all  be  bright,  be  pure,  be  his  again  !  — 
These  were  the  wild'ring  dreams,  whose  curst 

deceit 
Had  chained  her  soul  beneath  the  tempter's  feet. 
And  made  her  think  ev'n  damning  falsehood  sweet. 
}\iii  now  that  Shape,  which  had  appal  I'd  her  view. 
That  Semblance — oh  how  terrible,  if  true  I 
Which  came  across  her  frenzy's  full  career 
With  shock  of  consciousness,  cold,  deep,  severe. 
As  when,  in  northern  seas,  at  midnight  dark. 
An  isle  of  ice  encounters  some  swift  bark. 
And,  startling  all  its  wretches  from  their  sleep. 
By  one  cold  impulse  hurls  them  to  the  deep ;  — 
So  came  that  shock  not  frenzy's  self  could  bear. 
And  waking  up  each  long-luH'd  image  there. 
But  check'd  her  headlong  soul,  to  sink  it  in  despair! 

Wan  and  dejected,  through  the  ev'ning  dusk. 
She  now  went  slowly  to  that  small  kiosk, 
\^Tiere,  pond'ring  alone  his  impious  schemes, 
Mokanna  -waited  her — too  wrapt  in  dreams 
Of  the  fair-rip'ning  future's  rich  success, 
To  heed  the  sorrow,  pale  and  spiritless, 
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at  upon  his  yictim's  downcast  brow, 
rk  how  slow  her  step,  how  altered  now 
he  quick,  ardent  Priestess,  whose  light  bound 
like  a  spirit's  o'er  the*  unechoing  ground, — 
;hat  wild  Zeuca,  whose  every  glance 
trilling  fire,  whose  ey'ry  thought  a  trance ! 

a.  his  couch  the  VeiKd  Moilanna  lay, 
lamps  around — not  such  as  lend  their  ray, 
ring  and  cold,  to  those  who  nightly  pray 
r  KooM ',  or  Mi-xx*a'5  dim  arcades, — 
illiant,  soft,  such  lights  as  lovely  maids 
3veliest  in,  shed  their  luxurious  glow 
lis  mystic  Veil's  white  glitt'ring  flow, 
him,  *stead  of  beads  and  books  of  pray*r, 
the  world  fondly  thought  he  mus'd  on  there, 
^'ases,  fill'd  with  Kihhmkp/s^  golden  wine, 
;e  red  weepings  of  the  SniRAZ  vine ; 
ch  his  curtain'd  lips  full  many  a  draught 
lealously,  as  if  each  drop  they  quaff 'd, 
emzkm's  Spring  of  Holiness  ^,  had  pow'r 
then  the  souVs  virtues  into  flowV ! 
ill  he  drank  and  ponder'd  —  nor  could  sec 
pproaching  maid,  so  deep  his  reverie ; 
gth,  with  fiendish  laugh,  like  that  which 
broke 

Sblts  at  the  Fall  of  Man,  he  spoke  :  — 
ye  vile  race,  for  hell's  amusement  given, 
mean  for  earth,  yet  claiming  kin  with 
heav'n ; 

J  images,  forsooth  ! — such  gods  as  he 
Di  India  serves,  the  monkey  deity  ;■•  — 
reatures  of  a  breath,  proud  things  of  clay, 
bom  if  l^rciFER,  as  grandams  say, 
-j'd,  though  at  the  forfeit  of  heaven's  light, 
end  in  worship,  Lucifkr  was  right  !* — 
shall  I  plant  this  foot  upon  the  neck 
)ur  foul  race,  and  without  fear  or  check, 
iriating  in  hate,  avenge  my  shame, 
deep-felt,    long-nurst    loathing   of  man's 
name! — 

cities  of  Com  (or  Kooni)  and  Cashan  are  full  of 
,  mausolotnns.  and  lopiilchres  of  the  descendants  of 
Saints  of  Persia.  —  Chardin. 
i&land  in  the  Persian  Gulf,  celebrated  for  lu  white 

mlraculniis  well  at  Mecca ;  so  called,  says  Sale,  from 
iiuring  of  its  waters. 

god  llannaman.  —  "  Apes  are  in  many  parts  of 
(hly  Toncrated.  out  of  rc<p«>i*t  to  the  God  llannaman, 
artaklng  of  the  form  of  that  race."  —  Pennant*t  Hin- 

■urioiis  account,  in  Stephen's  Persia^  of  a  solemn  em- 
m  some  part  of  the  Indies  to  Goa,  when  the  Portu- 
•re  there,  offering  rast  treasures  for  the  recovery  of  a 
%  tooth,  which  they  held  in  great  veneration,  and 
id  t)een  taken  away  upon  the  conquest  of  the  klng- 
afanapatan. 
resolution  of  Eblls  not  to  acknowledge  Uie  new 


M 
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SooQ  at  the  bead  of  myiiaids,  blind  and  fierce 
As  hooded  falcons,  throogfa  the  univene 
**  I'll  sweep  my  darkening,  desolating  way, 
**  Weak  man  my  instrument,  curst  man  my  prej! 


*'  Tc  wise,  ye  leam'd,  who  grope  yoor  doll  wiy  co 
By  the  dim  twinkling  gleams  of  ages  gooe. 
Like  superstitious  thieves,  who  think  the  liglit 
From  dead  men's  marrow  goides  them  bat  M 

night  ^ — 
Ye  shall  have  honours — wealth — yes,  Sages,  jet- 
I  know,  grave  fools,  your  wisdom's  nothingncs; 
Undazzled  it  can  track  yon  starry  sphere, 
But  a  gilt  stick,  a  banble  blinds  it  here. 
How  I  shall  Uugh,  when  trumpeted  akng; 
In  lying  speech,  and  still  more  Ij'ing  soog. 
By  these  leam'd  slaves,  the  meanest  of  thethrosg; 
Their  wits  bought  up»  their  wisdom  shmnk  lo 

small, 
A  sceptre's  pony  point  can  wield  it  all! 


"  Ye  too,  believers  of  uicredible  creeds* 
Whose  fiiith  enshrines  the  monsters  whiA  it 

breeds; 
^1io,  bolder  ev*n  than  Nembox>^  think  to  riie, 
By  nonsense  beap'd  on  nonsense,  to  the  skies; 
Ye  shall  have  miracles,  ay,  sonnd  ones  too^ 
Seen,  heard,  attested,  ev^rj  thing — hot  tme^ 
Your  preaching  zealots,  too  inspir'd  to  seek 
One  grace  of  meaning  for  the  things  they  ipM&i 
Your  martyrs,  ready  to  shed  out  their  blood, 
For  tniths  too  heav'nly  to  be  understood ; 
And  your  State  Priests,  sole  vendors  of  the  lore, 
That  works  salvation ; — as,  on  Aya's  shore, 
AMiere  none  but  priests  are  privileg'd  to  trade 
In  that  best  marble  of  which  Gods  are  msde;^ 
They  shall  have  mysteries — ay,  precioni  stof^ 
For  knaves  to  thrive  by — mysteries  enough; 
Dark,  tangled  doctrines,  dark  as  fraud  can  wavc^ 
'NVhich  simple  votaries  shall  on  trust  receive, 
While  craftier  feign  belief^  till  they  believe. 


creature,  man,  was,  according  to  Blahometuk  tradUoiii  IhM 
adoptt-d :  —  "  The  earth  (which  God  bad  telflclcd  far  the  Ma- 
terials of  his  work)  was  carried  into  Arabia  to  a  plaee  b^ 
twcen  Mecca  and  Tayef,  where,  being  flrrt  IriiiMrtriJ  kf  Af 
angels,  it  was  afterwards  fashioned  by  God  himarif  itfi  ■ 
human  form,  and  left  to  dry  for  the  apace  of  ftw^  d^i*  er.H 
others  say,  as  many  years;  the  angels.  In  the 
often  viblting  it,  and  Bblis  (then  ont  of  tbo  anie 
God's  iirchencc,  afterwards  the  deril)  huobj  Uw  tcH;  M  bib 
not  contented  with  looking  at  it,  Udted  ft  whh  his  fsot  HBl 
rung ,  and  knowing  God  deslcned  that  cmnuii  to  te  Hi 
superior,  took  a  secret  resolutioD  new  to  aABOwiadfi  ^ 
as  such.**  —  Sale  on  the  Koran. 

«  A  iLind  of  lantern  formerly  uied  by  robben,  criM  M^j 
Hand  of  Glory,  the  candle  for  which  was  nude  oTlhe  ttrfij 
dead  malefactor.  This  howcrer,  wai  nfthcr  a  *«lini  l^*' 
an  eastern  superstition. 

7  The  material  of  which  fanaget  of  GanteaCIhe Bh 
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n  too  f  c  mut  have,  je  lordi  of  dost,  — 
id  Pandiie,  ~  pore  aoaU,  je  mut : 
>phet  ill  iDMAini  hii  bolj  call, 
li  not  hemv'iu  to  suit  the  twt«*  of  nit ; 
»■  boy*,  omnucicnce  for  sagei, 
gt  ud  glories  for  all  nmks  and  ages. 
Igl ! — u  lust  or  vanity  inipiret, 
''n  of  each  it  but  what  each  deiires, 
I  or  aeiue,  vhale'er  the  object  b«, 
dd  be  man  to  all  ctemilj  1 
I — Enual  —  grant  this  crowning  carec, 
bim  what  he  ia,  no  Hell  vera  worse." 

r  loM  ■oul!''  exclaim'd  the  ihudd'ring 

i. 

I  had  drunk  like  poUon  all  lie  aaid :  — 

itart»l — no!  abasli'd,  afiiid, — 

Q  more  of  fear  (haa  one  who  dwclli 

e  tropici  koowa  of  icicUs  ! 

■e  diimal  wordi  thai  reach'd  hii  ear, 

M  loal ! "  there  was  a  sound  so  drear, 

:  Toice,  among  tbe  sinful  dead, 

le  legend  o'er  Hell's  Gate  is  read, 

1*  'twa<  fVoiQ  her,  whom  nought  eoold 

now.  it  startled  even  him. 

f  fiur  PriestessI" — thus,  i>ilh  read; 

tor Inm'd to  greet  her — "thou,  whose 


:he  Faith  I  who  iwin'sl  religion's  zeal 
(ith  love's,  men  know  not  which  they 

h  to  sigh  for.  in  ihcir  Irancc  of  heart, 
'"n  thon  preacheht  or  ihe  hpav'n  thou 

luld  I  be  without  thee?  without  tiice 
were  power,  hnw  joylfss  victory  ! 
M)me  by  luip-ls,  if  thai  smile  of  thine 
It  my  bnuniT,  'Iwvrc  hut  lialfdivine. 
ij  HI  mournful,  child  ?  those  tyvs,  Ibat 

St  night — what '.  —  is  their  plory  gone  ? 
>mi'  —  this  morn's  fjtigue  hath  made 

at  rekindling  —  suns  ihi'msi'lves  would 

heir  comets  bring,  as  1  lo  thee. 
It's  own  fount  supplies  of  brilliancy. 


*  Thou  seest  this  cup — no  juice  of  earth  is  here, 
'  But  the  pure  waters  of  thul  upper  sphere, 

■  Whose  rills  o'er  ruby  beds  and  topai  flow, 
'  Catching  the  gem's  bright  colour,  as  they  go. 
'  Kightly  mj  Genii  come  and  fill  these  urns  — 

*  Nay,  drink  —  in  ev'ry  drop  life's  essence  burns; 
'  Twill  make  that  soul  all  fire,  Ihoee  eyes  all  lights 
'Come,  come,  I  want  thy  loveliest  smiles  to-night: 
'There  is  a  youth — why  start? — thos  sawM 

'  Look'd  he  not  nobly  ?  snch  the  godlike  men 

'  Thou'lt  have  to  woo  thee  in  tbe  bow'rs  above 

'  Though  Af,  I  fear,  balli  thoughts  too  stern  fbr  love, 

'  Too  rul'd  by  that  cold  enemy  of  bliss 

'  The  world  calls  virtue — we  must  conquer  this; 

'  Nay,  shrink  not,  pretty  sage  !  'lis  not  fbr  thee 

'  To  scan  tbe  mates  of  lleav'n's  mystery  : 

'  The  steel  must  pots  through  Are,  ere  it  can  yield 

'  Fit  instramenis  for  mighty  hands  to  wield. 

'  This  very  night  I  mean  to  try  the  art 

'  Of  powerful  beauty  on  that  warrior's  heart 

'  Alt  that  mj  Hanun  boasts  of  bloom  and  wit, 

>  Uf  skill  and  charms,  moat  rare  and  ciquiute, 
'Shall  tempt  tbe  boy; — young  Mibzala'b  blue 

eyes, 
'  Whose  sleepy  lid  like  snow  on  violets  lies  ; 
'  Arouva's  cheeks,  warm  as  a  spring-day  sun 

>  And  lips  that,  like  the  seat  of  SoLoNON, 
'  Have  magic  in  their  pressure  ;  Zeba's  lute, 

>  And  LlLi^'s  dancing  feet,  that  gleam  and  shoot 
'  Rapid  and  while  as  sea-birds  o'er  the  deep — 
'  All  shall  combine  their  witching  powers  to  steep 
'  ily  convert's  spirit  in  that  soft'ning  trance, 

'  From  which  to  heav'n  is  hnt  the  next  advance  ;- 
'  That  glowing,  yielding  fusion  of  the  breast, 
'  On  which  Ileligion  stamps  her  image  best. 
'  Rut  bfar  me,  Priestess  !  —  though  each  nymph 

of  these 
'  Hub  some  peculiar,  practis'd  pow'r  to  please, 
'  Some  gUmcc  or  step  which,  al  the  mirror  tried, 
'  First  charms  herself,  then  all  the  world  beside ;    ] 
'  There  slill  wants  our,  to  make  the  vicl'ry  sure,     J 
'  One  who  in  every  look  joins  every  lure  j  I 

'  Through  whom  all  beauty's  beams  concentred   ' 

'  Dazzling  and  warm,  as  through  love's  burning  I 

glass ;  I 

'  Whose  gentle  lips  persuade  without  a  word.  I 

'  Whose  words,  ev'n  when  utimeaninp.  are  ador'd,  ' 

'  Like  inarticulate  bn'albings  from  a  shrine,  i 

'  Which  our  faith  take*  for  granleil  are  divine  !  i 

'  Such  is  the  nymph  we  want,  all  warmth  and  light,  -, 

*  To  crown  tbe  rich  temptations  of  tu-night ;  ) 
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**  Sach  the  refin*d  enchantress  that  most  be 
'*  This  hero's  vanquisher, — and  thou  art  she!" 

With  her  hands  c1asp*d,  her  lips  apart  and  pole, 
The  maid  had  stood,  gazing  upon  the  Veil 
From  which  these  words,  like  south  winds  through 

a  fence 
Of  Kerzrah  flowers,  came  fiird  with  pestilence ;  > 
So  boldly  utter*d  too !  as  if  all  dread 
Of  frowns  from  her,  of  virtuous  frowns,  were  fled. 
And  the  wretch  felt  assur*d  that,  once  plung*d  in, 
Her  woman's  soul  would  know  no  pause  in  sin ! 

At  first,  though  mute  she  listened,  like  a  dream 
Seem'd  all  he  said:  nor  could  her  mind,  whose 

beam 
As  yet  was  weak,  penetrate  half  his  scheme. 
But  when,  at  length,  he  utter'd,  "  Thou  art  she !" 
All  flosh'd  at  once,  and  shrieking  piteously, 
"  Oh  not  for  worlds! "  she  cried—"  Great  God ! 

to  whom 
**  I  once  knelt  innocent,  is  this  my  doom  ? 
**  Are  all  my  dreams,  my  hopes  of  heav'nly  bliss, 
"  My  purity,  my  pride,  then  come  to  this,  — 
"  To  live,  the  wanton  of  a  fiend  I  to  be 
**  The  pander  of  his  guilt — oh  infamy  I 
**  And  sunk,  myself,  as  low  as  hell  can  steep 
"  In  its  hot  flood,  drag  others  down  as  deep ! 
"Others — ha!   yes — that  youth  who  came  to- 
day— 
"  Not  him  I  lov*d — not  him — oh !  do  but  say, 
"  But  swear  to  mc  this  moment  'tis  not  he, 
"  And  I  will  serve,  dark  fiend,  will  worship  even 
thee ! " 


"Beware,  young  raving  thing; — in  time  be- 
ware, 
Nor  utter  what  I  cannot,  must  not  bear, 
Ev'n  from  thy  lips.  Go— try  thy  lute,  thy  voice, 
The  boy  must  feel  their  magic  ; — I  rejoice 
To  see  those  fires,  no  matter  whence  they  rise. 
Once  more  illuming  my  fair  Priestess'  eyes  ; 
And  should  the  youth,  whom  soon  those  eyes 

shall  warm. 
Indeed  resemble  thy  dead  lover's  form, 
So  much  the  happier  wilt  thou  find  thy  doom. 
As  one  worm  lover,  full  of  life  and  bloom. 
Excels  ten  thousand  cold  ones  in  the  tomb. 
Nay,  nay,  no  frowning,  sweet !  —  those  eyes  were 

made 
For  love,  not  anger — I  must  be  obey'd." 
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1  "  It  is  commonly  said  In  Persia,  that  if  a  man  breathe  in 
the  hot  south  wind,  which  in  June  or  July  passes  over  that 
flower  (the  Kcncreh),  it  will  kill  him."  ^  Thevcnot. 

'  The  humming  bird  is  said  to  run  this  risk  for  the  purpose 
of  picking  the  crocodile's  teeth.    The  same  circumstance  is 


Obey'd  ! — 'tis  well — yes,  I  deserve  it  all — 
"  On  me,  on  me  Heav*n's  vengeance  eanoot  iUI 
"  Too  heavily — but  Azim,  brave  and  true 
"  And  beautifhl — must  he  be  ruin'd  too? 
"  Must  he  too,  glorious  as  he  is,  be  driven 
"  A  renegade  like  me  from  Love  and  HeaTen  ? 
"Like  me? — weak  wretch,  I  wrong  him-^aot 

like  me ; 
"  No — he's  all  truth  and  strength  and  purity! 
"  Fill  up  your  madd'ning  hell-cup  to  the  brim, 
"  Its  witch'ry,  fiends,  will  have  no  charm  for  bin. 
"  Let  loose    your  glowing  wantons  from  their 

bow'rs, 
"  He  loves,  he  loves,  and  can  defy  their  powers! 
"  Wretch  as  I  am,  in  his  heart  stUI  I  reign 
"  Pure  as  when  first  we  met,  without  a  stain  I 
"  Though  ruin'd — lost — mymemYy,likeachiim 
"  Left  by  the  dead,  still  keeps  his  soul  from  ban. 
"  Oh  I  never  let  him  know  how  deep  the  brow 
"  He  kiss'd  at  parting  is  dishonour 'd  now ; — 
"  Ne'er  tell  him  how  debas'd,  how  sunk  is  ihe, 
"  Whom  once  he  lov'd — once! — stiU  lone  io- 

tingly. 
"  Thou  laugh'st,    tormentor,  —  what  I  —  tboilt 

brand  my  name? 
"  Do,  do — in  vain — he'll  not  believe  my  shame— 
"  He  thinks  me  true,  that  nought  beneath  God's  sky 
"  Could    tempt    or    change  me,  and — so  ob» 

thought  L 
"  But  this  is  past — though  wone  than  deithaj 

lot, 
"  Than  hell — 'tis  nothing  while  he  knows  it  not 
"  Far  off  to  some  benighted  land  Fll  fly, 
"  Where  sunbeam  ne'er  shall  enter  till  I  die ; 
"  Where  none  will  ask  the  lost  one  whence  she 

came, 
"  But  I  may  fade  and  fall  without  a  name. 
"  And  tbou — curst  man  or  fiend,  what  e'er  tboa 

art, 
"  'NMio  found'st  this  burning  plague-spot  in  my  heart. 
"  And  spread'st  it — oh,  so  quick !  —  through  sool 

and  frame, 
"  With  more  than  demon's  art,  till  I  became 
"  A  loathsome  thing,  all  pestilence,  all  flame !' 
"  If,  when  I'm  gone  — " 

"  Hold,  fearless  maniac,  hold, 
"  Nor  tempt  my  rage — by  Heaven,  not  half  so 

bold 
"  The  puny  bird,  that  dares  with  teasing  hum 
"  Within  the  crocodile's  strctch'd  jaws  to  come  \* 


related  of  the  lapwing,  as  a  fact  to  which  he  was  wltocM,  bf 
Paul  Lucas,  Voyage  fait  en  1714. 

The  ancient  story  concerning  the  Trochiliu,  or  humning- 
bird,  entering  with  impunity  into  the  mouth  of  the  crocodil** 
is  firmly  believed  at  Java.  —  Awvoscr**  Cockm-Ckima. 
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thoa*lt  fly,  fbnooth  ? — what ! — give  ap  all 
aste  dominion  in  the  Haram  Hall, 
now  to  Love  and  now  to  Alla  given, 
stress  and  half  saint,  thou  hang'st  as  even 
I  Medina's  tomb,  'twixt  hell  and  heaven  I 
fly  ? — as  easily  may  reptiles  run, 
int  snake  once  hath  fix^d  his  eyes  upon ; 
iy,  when  caught,  the  prey  may  be 
from  his  loving  folds,  as  thou  from  me. 
*tis  fix*d — let  good  or  ill  betide, 
mine  till  death,  till  death  Mokanna's 
idel 
on  forgot  thy  oath  ?  "  — 

At  this  dread  word, 
1,  whose  spirit  his  rude  taunts  had  stirr'd 
all  its  depths,  and  rous'd  an  anger  there, 
St  and  lightened  even  through  her  de- 
lir — 

ick,  as  if  a  blight  were  in  the  breath 
Le  that  word,  and  stagger'd  pale  as  death. 

ny  sworn  bride,  let  others  seek  in  bow'rs 

ridal  place — the  chamel  vault  was  ours  ! 

of  scents  and  balms,  for  thee  and  me 

e  rich  steams  of  sweet  mortality  ; 

;k'ring  death-lights  shone  while  we  were 

d, 

r  our  guests,  a  row  of  goodly  Dead, 

tal  spirits  in  their  time,  no  doubt,) 

leking  shrouds  upon  the  ri^  look'd  out ! 

ith  thou  heard'st  more  lips  than  thine 

>eat^ 

up — thou    shudd'rest.    Lady, — was    it 

eet? 

p  we  pledg'd,  the  chamel's  choicest  wine, 

und  thee — ay — body  and  soul  all  mine; 

hee  by  chains  that,  whether  blest  or  curst ; 

er  now,  not  hell  itself  shall  burst ! 

woman,  to  the  Ilaram,  and  look  gay, 

rild,    look — any   thing    but    sad;    yet 

ment  more — from  what  this  night  hath 

«'d, 

)u  know'st  me,  know'st  me  weli  at  last. 

!  and  so,  fond  thing,  thou  though t*st  all 

e, 

t  I  love  mankind?  —  I  do,  I  do  — 


eAhdrm  ripa»  (N'lll,  viz.)  ales  est  Ibis.  Ra  scr- 
>ulatur  OTa,  gratis^imamque  ex  his  escam  nidis 
-  Soiinus. 

ast  of  Lanterns  is  celebrated  at  Yamtcheou  with 
Icracc  than  any  where  else :  and  the  report  goes. 
ninatinos  there  are  so  splendid,  that  an  Kmperor 
rin((  openly  to  leave  his  Court  to  go  thither,  com- 
elf  with  the  Queen  and  seTeral  Princesses  of  his 
be  hands  of  a  magician,  who  promised  to  trans- 
lither  in  a  trice.    He  made  them  in  the  night  to 


"  As  victims,  love  them ;  as  the  sea-dog  doats 
<*  Upon  the  small,  sweet  fry  that  round  him  floats ; 
**  Or,  as  the  Nile-bird  loves  the  slime  that  g^ves 
**  That  rank  and  venomous  food  on  which  she 
lives?—  » 


it 

u 
i( 
(« 

it 

u 

u 
ii 
ti 
u 
ii 
it 
ti 


*'  And,  now  thou  seest  my  souTs  angelic  hue, 
'Tis  time  these /eahiref  were  uncurtain*d  too ; — 
This  brow,  whose  light — oh  rare  celestial  light  I 
Hath  been  reserved  to  bless  thy  £Btvoar*d  sight ; 
These  dazzling  eyes,  before  whose  shrouded 

might 
Thou*8t  seen  immortal  Man  kneel  down   and 

quake — 
Would  that  they  were  heaven's  lightnings  for 

his  sake ! 
But  turn  and  look  —  then  wonder,  if  thou  wilt. 
That  I  should  hate,  should  take  revenge,  by  guilt. 
Upon  the  hand,  whose  mischief  or  whose  mirth 
Sent  me  thus  maim*d  and  monstrous  upon  earth  ; 
And  on  that  race  who,  though  more  vile  they  be 
Than  mowing  apes,  are  demi-gods  to  me  I 
Here — judge  if  hell,  with  all  its  power  to  damn. 
Can  add  one  curse  to  the  foul  thing  I  am  I " — 


He  rais'd  his  veil — the  Maid  tum*d  slowly 
round, 
Look'd  at  him — shriek'd — and  sunk   upon  the 
ground! 


On  their  arrival,  next  night,  at  the  place  of  en- 
campment, they  were  surprised  and  delighted  to 
find  the  groves  all  around  illuminated  ;  some  ar- 
tists of  Yamtcheou  -  having  been  sent  on  previously 
for  the  purpose.  On  each  side  of  the  green  alley 
which  led  to  the  Royal  Pavilion,  artificial  scene- 
ries of  bamboo-work  3  were  erected,  representing 
arches,  minarets,  and  towers,  from  which  hung 
thousands  of  silken  lanterns,  painted  by  the  most 
delicate  pencils  of  Canton.  —  Nothing  could  be 
more  beautifhl  than  the  leaves  of  the  mango-trees 
and  acacias,  shining  in  the  light  of  the  bamboo- 
scenery,  which  shed  a  lustre  round  as  soft  as  that 
of  the  nights  of  Peristan. 


ascend  magnificent  thrones  that  were  borne  up  by  swans, 
which  in  a  moment  arrived  at  Yamtcheou.  The  Emperor 
saw  at  his  leisure  all  the  solemnity,  being  carried  upon  a  dowi 
that  hovered  over  the  city  and  descended  by  degrees ;  and 
came  back  again  with  the  same  speed  and  equipage,  nobody  at 
court  perceiving  his  absence."—  The  Pretcnt  State  qf  Ckma, 
p. 156. 

9  See  a  description  of  the  nuptials  of  Visier  Alec  in  the 
Aiiatic  Annual  Regitter  qf  1804. 
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RooKH,  howfver,  who  was  too  muchocca- 
le  sad  story  of  Zklica  and  her  lover,  to 
)ught  to  any  thing  else,  except,  perhaps, 
related  it,  hurried  on  thn>ugh  this  scene 
our  to  her  pavilion, — greatly  to  the 
ion  of  the  poor  artists  of  Yamtcheou, — 
bllowed  with  equal  rapidity  by  the  Great 
lain,  cursing,  as  he  went,  that  ancient 
;,  whose  parental  anxiety  in  lighting  up 
i  of  the  lake,  where  his  beloved  daughter 
lered  and  been  lost,  was  the  origin  of 
astic  Chinese  illuminations,  i 

It  a  monient*s  delay,  young  Fkramorz 
luced,  and  Fadladekn,  who  could  never 
his  mind  as  to  the  merits  of  a  poet,  till 
the  religious  sect  to  which  he  belonged, 
I  to  ask  him  whether  he  was  a  Shia  or  a 
lien  Lau«a  Rookh  impatiently  clapped 
I  for  silence,  and  the  youth,  being  seated 
musnud  near  her,  proceeded  : — 


thy    soul,    young  Azim! — thou   hast 
iv'd 

Is  of  Greece,  still  mighty  though  en- 
v'd ; 

I  her  phalanx,  ami'd  with  all  its  fame, 
>d(miun  pikes  and  glo1)es  of  tlame; 

ast  fnmted,  with  firm  heart  and  brow  ; 
re  perilous  trial  waits  thee  now, — 
bright  eyes,  a  dazzling  host  of  eyes 
rj-  land  where  woman  smiles  or  sighs; 
hue,  as  Love  mav  chance  to  raise 

or  azure  banner  in  their  blaze  ; 

swoet  mode  of  warfare,  from  the  flash 
tens  boldly  through  the  shadowy  lash, 

ulgar  aficril>c  it  to  an  accident  that  liapprncil  in 
Ta  famous  Mandarin,  whose  daughtrr,  walking  one 
.>n  the  «hore  of  a  loko,  fell  in  and  was  drowned: 
(other,  with  his  family,  ran  thither,  and,  the  better 
.  hn  caus(.>d  a  great  company  of  lanterns  to  Im* 

II  the  inhabitants  of  the  place  thronged  after  him 
s.  The. year  ensuing  they  made  fires  upon  the 
une  day ;  they  continued  the  ceremony  every  year, 
ghted  his  lantern,  and  by  degrees  it  commenced 
m."  —  Pretenl  State  qf  China. 

hast  rarished  my  heart  with  one  of  thine  eyes." 

• 

tinged  the  ends  of  her  fingers  scarlet  with  Henna. 
res«nnbled  branches  of  coral.*'—  5tory  qf  Prince 
UiMardammsh. 

Foroen  blacken  the  inside  of  their  eyelids  with  a 
led  the  black  Kohol  r  ^  RusstL 


To  the  sly,  stealing  splendoors,  almott  hid. 
Like  swords  ludf-sheath*d,  beneath  the  downcast 
Such,  Anx,  if  the  lovely,  luminous  host    [lid  :— 
Now  led  against  thee ;  and,  let  conqa  ron  bosit 
Their  fields  of  fiune,  he  who  in  yirtoe  arms 
A  young,  warm  spirit  agunst  bcaaty*s  channs, 
'NMio  feels  her  brightness,  jet  defies  her  thrall, 
Is  the  best,  bravest  oonqu*Tor  of  them  alL 

Now,  through  the  Haram  chamben,  moring 

lights 
And  busy  shapes  proclaim  the  toilet's  rites :~ 
From  room  to  room  the  ready  handmaids  hie, 
Some  skill*d  to  wreath  the  turban  tastefully, 
Or  hang  the  veil,  in  negligence  of  shade, 
O  cr  the  warm  blushes  of  the  youtlifiil  maid, 
Mlio,  if  between  the  folds  but  one  eye  shone. 
Like   Seda*8  Queen  could  Tanqniah  with  ikit 

one : — « 
>Mule  some  bring  leaves  of  Hernia,  to  imhae 
The  fingers*  ends  with  a  bright  roseate  hne,' 
So  bright,  that  in  the  mirror*s  depth  they  smb 
Like  tips  of  coral  branches  in  the  stream^ 
And  others  mix  the  Kohors  jetty  dye. 
To  give  that  long,  dark  laoguish  to  the  eye^* 
Which  makes  the  maids,  whom  khoigs  arepiwAM 

cull 
From  fair  Circasaia's  vales,  so  beaatifoL 
All  is  in  motion ;  rings  and  plumes  and  pesrii 
Are  shining  ev*ry  where: — some  younger girii 
Are  gone  by  moonlight  to  the  garden-beds, 
To  gather  fresh,  cool  chaplets  for  their  headf  ;— 
Gay  creatures !  sweet,  though  moumfiil,  'tis  to  M 
How  each  prefers  a  garland  from  that  tree 
Which  brings  to  mind  her  childhood's  innoecDldif 
And  the  dear  fields  and  friendships  far  away. 
The  maid  of  India,  blest  again  to  hold 
In  her  full  lap  the  Champac's  leaves  of  gold,* 
Thinks  of  the  time  when,  by  the  Gauges*  floodl 
Her  little  playmates  8catter*d  many  a  bod 
Upon  her  long  black  hair,  with  glossy  gjcam 
Just  dripping  from  the  consecrated 


"  None  of  these  ladies,"  layt 
be  completely  dressed*  till  they  baT«  Ungtd  tht  hifr 
of  their  eyelids  with  th«  povder  of  Iflid-on.    Vtw, 
operation  is  performed  by  dipping  fint  into  thcpowiir 
wooden  bodkin  of  the  thickneM  of  a  quIU,  aid  tta 
it  afterwards  through  the  eyelids  orer  tbo  ball  of 
shall  have  a  lively  image  of  what  the  Praphfl  (J«< 
may  be  supposed  to  mean  by  remdh^  tke  qwr  sM 
This  practice  is  no  doubt  of  grast  sntlqDlty ;  tat 
instance  already  taken  notice  ol^  «•  twA 
is  said  (2  Kings,  ix.  30.)  io  km9« poimedk 
words  are,  the  atUtttted  her  eget  wiAtkgftwifr^i 
—  Shav*»  Trarels. 

^  *'  The  appearance  of  the  blouoaia  of  the 
Champac  on  the  black  hair  of  the 
the  Sanscrit  Foets  with  maqy  el 
AnrarcArs,  vol.  iw. 


r 
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i  young  Anb,  haunted  hj  the  smell 
m  mountain  flow'n,  as  by  a  spell, — 
t  Eicayai.  and  that  courteous  tree 
>W8  to  all  who  seek  its  canopy,  ^ 
'd  up  round  her  by  these  magic  scents, 
,  the  canvels,  and  her  father's  tents ; 
the  home  she  left  with  little  pain, 
les  ev*n  its  sorrows  back  again ! 

hile,  through  vast  illuminated  halls, 
1  bright,  where  nothing  but  the  falls 
nt  waters,  gushing  with  cool  sound 
ny  a  jasper  fount,  is  heard  around, 
ziM  roams  bewilder'd, — nor  can  guess 
ans  this  maze  of  light  and  loneliness. 
!  way  leads,  o'er  tesseUted  floors 
if  Cairo,  through  long  corridors, 
ing*d  in  cassolets  and  silver  urns, 
od  of  aloe  or  of  sandal  bums ; 
y  rods,  such  as  illume  at  night 
re  of  Tibet  ^  send  forth  odorous  light, 
is*  wands,  when  pointing  out  the  road 
I  pure  Spirit  to  its  blest  abode  : — 
i,  at  once,  the  glittering  saloon 
I  his  sight,  boundless  and  bright  as  noon; 
1  the  midst,  reflecting  back  the  rays 
1  rainbows,  a  f^sh  fountain  plays 
he*  enameird  cupola,  which  tow*ra 
irith  Arabesques  of  gold  and  flowVs  : 
mosaic  floor  beneath  shines  through 
ikling  of  that  fountain's  silvVy  dew, 
wet,  glist*ning  shells,  of  ev'ry  dye, 
;he  margin  of  the'  Red  Sea  lie. 

y>  he  traces  the  kind  visitings 
n'»  love  in  those  fair,  living  things  • 

nd  wave,  whose  fate  —  in  bondage  thrown 
weak  loveliness — is  like  her  own  ! 
de  gleaming  with  a  sudden  grace 
water,  brilliant  as  the*  crystal  vase 
it  undulates,  small  fishes  shine, 
len  ingots  from  a  fairy  mine  ;  — 

tammi*  for  its  perfuroe,  and  common  on  tho  hilU 

—  StelntMr. 

ffftiuA  mimosa,  "  vhich  droops  It*  branches  whcn- 

■nrm  approarhc»  H,  miming  a^  if  it  »aluted  tiiusc 

uoder  it4  shade."  — /&iV/. 

**  are  a  principal  in;;rcdiont  in  the  romiNMition  of 

fd  rod«,  «rhich  men  of  rank  keep  constantly  burning 

«oce."  —  Turner'*  Tibet. 

d'oQ  vie^t  le  Iwisd'aloes.  que  Ics  Arnl)ef(  appellent 

ri.  H  celui  du  undal.  qui  s'y  trouve  on  grandc 

-  D'Herbelot. 

lands  of  Tariegatfd  loorics  visit  the  coral-trees."— 

Tca  there  are  quantities  of  blue  piRi'ons.  wliirh 

tirifrht  or  abuse,  much  less  kill."_Pi//'s  Account 

mietani. 

Pagoda  Thrush  is  esteemed  among  the  firiit  clio- 


While,  on  the  other,  latticed  lightly  in 
W\\h  odoriferous  woods  of  Comobin.^ 
Each  brilliant  bird  that  wings  the  air  is  seen ; — 
Gay,  sparkling  loories,  such  as  gleam  between 
The  crimson  blossoms  of  the  coral  tree  & 
In  the  warm  isles  of  India's  sunny  sea : 
Mecca's  blue  sacred  pigeon  *,  and  the  thrush 
Of  Hindostan?,  whose  holy  warblings  gush. 
At  evening,  firom  the  tall  pagoda's  top ; — 
Those  golden  birds  that,  in  the  spice-time,  drop 
About  the  gardens,  drunk  with  that  sweet  food^ 
Whose  scent  hath  ]ur*d  them  o'er  the  summer  flood  ;^ 
And  those  that  under  Araby's  soft  sun 
Build  their  high  nests  of  budding  cinnamon  ;  lo 
In  short,  all  rare  and  beauteous  things,  that  fly 
Through  the  pure  element,  here  calmly  lie 
Sleeping  in  light,  like  the  green  birds  i  >  that  dwell 
In  Eden's  radiant  fields  of  asphodel  I 

So  on,  through  scenes  past  all  imagining. 
More  like  the  luxuries  of  that  impious  King," 
Whom  Death's  dark  Angel,  with  his  lightning  torch. 
Struck  down  and  blasted  ev'n  in  Pleasure's  porch. 
Than  the  pure  dwelling  of  a  Prophet  sent, 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  sword,  for  man's  enfhmchise- 

ment — 
Young  Azix  wander'd,  looking  sternly  round. 
His  simple  garb  and  war-boots'  clanking  sound 
But  ill  according  with  the  pomp  and  grace 
And  silent  lull  of  that  voluptuous  place. 


"  Is  this,  then,"  thought  the  youth,  "  is  this  the 

way 
To  free  man's  spirit  from  the  dead'ning  sway 
Of  worldly  sloth,  —  to  teach  him  while  he  lives, 
To  know  no  bliss  but  that  which  virtue  gives. 
And  when  he  dies,  to  leave  his  lofty  name 
A  light,  a  landmark  on  the  cliffs  of  fame? 
It  was  not  so,  Land  of  the  generous  thought 
And  daring  deed,  thy  godlike  sages  taught ; 
It  was  not  thus,  in  bowers  9f  wanton  ease. 
Thy  Freedom  nurs'd  her  sacred  energies ; 


(( 
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ristors  of  India.  It  sits  perched  on  the  sacred  pagodas,  and 
from  thence  delivers  its  melodious  song."  —  Ptnntmt'%  Hin- 
doKtan. 

"  Taremicr  add«,  that  while  the  Birds  of  Paradise  lie  in 
this  intoxicated  state,  the<emmets  come  and  cat  off  their  le^s ; 
and  that  hence  it  is  they  are  said  to  have  no  fi>et. 

9  Birds  of  Paradise,  which,  at  the  nutmeg  season,  come  in 
flights  from  tiio  southern  isles  to  India;  and  "  the  strength  of 
the  nutmeg,"  says  Tavtmier,  "  so  intoxicates  them  that  they 
fall  dead  drunk  to  the  earth." 

I')  *'  That  bird  which  liveth  in  Arabia,  and  buildeth  its  nest 
with  cinnamon."  —  Brown  t  Vulgar  Hrron. 

>»  "  The  spirits  of  the  martyrs  will  Iw  lodged  in  the  crop* 
of  green  birds."  —  Gibbon,  vol.ix.  p.  421. 

I'J  Shinlad,  who  made  the  dflit-iou<  gardens  of  Irim.  in  imi- 
tation of  Paradise,  and  was  destroyed  by  lightning  the  first 
time  he  attempted  to  enter  them. 
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!  not  beneath  the*  enfeebling,  withVing  glow 
snch  dull  luxVy  did  those  myrtles  grow, 
th  which  she  wreath*d  her  sword,  when  she 

would  dare 
mortal  deeds ;  but  in  the  bracing  air 
toil, — of  temperance, — of  that  high,  rare, 
lereal  virtue,  which  alone  can  breathe 
o«  health,  and  lustre  into  Freedom's  wreath, 
to,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press, — 
is  speck  of  life  in  time's  great  wilderness, 
is  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  seas, 
e  past,  the  future,  two  eternities  !  — 
)uld  sully  the  bright  spot,  or  leave  it  bare, 
len  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 
name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  space, 
d  be  each  purer  souVs  high  resting-place, 
t  no — it  cannot  be,  that  one,  whom  God 
B    sent    to    break    the  wizard    Falsehood's 

rod, — 
Prophet  of  the  Truth,  whose  mission  draws 
rights  from  Heavn,  should  thus  profane  its 

cause 
th  the  world's  vulgar  pomps  ; — no,  no, — I 

see^ 
thinks  me  weak — this  glare  of  luxury 
[>ut  to  tempt,  to  try  the  eaglet  gaze 
my  young  soul — shine  on,  'twill  stand  the 

blaze  ! " 

thought  the  youth  ; — but,  ev'n  while  he  defied 
witching  scone,  he  felt  its  witch'ry  glide 
ugh   ev'ry   sense.     The   perfume  breathing 

round, 
a  pervading  spirit;  —  the  still  sound 
lling  waters,  lulling  as  the  song 
idian  bees  at  sunset,  when  they  throng 
nd  the  fragrant  Nilica,  and  diH?p 

blue  blosscmis  hum  themselves  to  sleep ;  * 
music,  too — dear  music  !  that  can  touch 
nd  all  else  the  soul  that  loves  it  much  — 
heard  far  off,  so  far  as  but  to  seem 
the  faint,  exquisite  music  of  a  dream  ; 
-as  too  much  for  him,  too  full  of  bliss, 
tieart  could  nothing  feel,  that  felt  not  this ; 
fi'd  he  sunk  upon  a  couch,  and  gave 
oul  up  to  sweet  thoughts,  like  wave  on  wave 
>eding  in  smooth  seas,  when  storms  are  laid; 
lought  of  Zelica,  his  own  dear  maid, 
[)f  the  time  when,  fiill  of  blissful  sighs, 

sat  and  look'd  into  each  other's  eyes, 
:  and  happy — as  if  God  had  giv'n 
ht  else  worth  looking  at  on  this  side  heav'n. 

tfy  Tandtts  uiure  me  that  the  plant  before  ui  (the 
»  ii  their  Srphallca,  thiu  named  becauw  the  boe«  are 
ed  to  ileep  on  its  bloMonu."— £^  W.  Jomet, 
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**  Oh,  my  lov'd  mistress,  thou,  whose  spirit  A 

Is  with  me,  round  me,  wander  where  I  vill^ 

It  is  for  thee,  for  thee  alone  I  seek 

The  paths  of  glory ;  to  light  up  thy  cheek 

With  warm  approval— in  that  gentle  look. 

To  read  my  praise,  as  in  an  angel's  book. 

And  think  all  toils  rewarded,  when  from  thte 

I  gain  a  smile  worth  immortality ! 

How  shall  I  bear  the  moment,  when  restoi'd 

To  that  young  heart  where  I  alone  am  Lofd, 

Though  of  sach  bliss  unworthy, — since  ik 

best 
Alone  deserve  to  be  the  happiest : — 
When  from  those  lips,  unbreath'd  upon  foryon 
I  shall  again  kiss  off  the  soul-felt  tean. 
And  find  those  tears  warm  at  when  last  tbq 

started, 
Those  sacred  kisses  pure  as  when  we  pait«d. 
O  my  own  life ! — why  should  a  single  day, 
A  moment  keep  me  from  those  anns  awiy  ?* 


While  thus  he  thinks,  still  nearer  on  the  hcfi 
Come  those  delicious,  dream-like  hazmonici, 
Each  note  of  which  but  adds  new,  downy  liab 
To  the  soft  chain  in  which  his  spirit  sinkiL 
He  turns  him  tow'rd  the  sound,  and  fiv  away 
Through  a  long  vista,  sparkling  with  the  pby 
Of  countless  lamps, — like  the  rich  tnek  vUd 

Day 
leaves  on  the  waters,  when  he  sinks  fhxn  nCi 
So  long  the  path,  its  light  so  tremulous ; — 
He  sees  a  group  of  female  forms  advance, 
Some  chain'd  together  in  the  maxy  dance 
By  fetters,  forg'd  in  the  green  sunny  howYi, 
As  they  were  captives  to  the  King  of  FlovVi;' 
And  some  disporting  round,  unlink'd  and  £rec^ 
Who  seem'd  to  mock  their  sisters*  slaveiy ; 
And  round  and  round  them  still,  in  wheeling  f^ 
Went,  like  gay  moths  about  a  lamp  at  night ; 
While  others  wak'd,  as  gracefully  along 
Their  feet  kept  time,  the  very  soul  of  soog 
From  psalt'ry,  pipe,  and  lutes  of  heav'nly  thriUi 
Or  their  own  youthful  voices,  heav^nlier  ttilL 
And  now  they  come,  now  pass  before  his  eye^ 
Forms  such  as  Nature  moulds,  when  ihe  w^ 

vie 
With  Fancy's  pencil,  and  give  birth  to  thiagi 
Lovely  beyond  its  fiurest  pictoringiL 
Awhile  they  dance  before  him,  then  dividfl^ 
Breaking,  like  rosy  clouds  at  eren^^tide 
Around  the  rich  pavili<m  of  the  ami,— 
Till  silently  dispersing,  one  bj  ooe, 


s  "  They  deferred  it  till  the  Kti^  of 
hU  throne  of  enamelled  foUspt.** »  Tht 
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'  a  path,  that  from  the  chamber  leads 
rracet,  and  moonlight  meads, 
anghter  comes  upon  the  wind, 
■embling  nymph  remains  behind, — 
n  back  in  vain,  for  they  are  gone, 
;  in  all  that  light  alone ; 
ain  o*er  her  beanteoos  brow, 
ishfolness  more  beauteous  now ; 
den  chain-work  round  her  hair,^ 
lids  of  Tezd  >  and  Shibas  wear, 
n  either  side,  gracefully  hung 
et,  in  the'  Arab  tongue, 
with  some  immortal  line 
rit,  or  bard  scarce  less  divine ; 
hand,  as  shrinkingly  she  stood, 
ite  of  gold  and  sandal-wood, 
>r  twice,  she  touch*d  with  hurried 

trembling  fingers  off  again, 
ngth  a  timid  glance  she  stole 
sweet  gravity  of  soul 
;h  all  his  features  calm'd  her  fear, 
If-tam'd  antelope,  more  near, 
ling  still,  she  came ; — then  sat  her 

d*s3  edge,  and,  bolder  grown, 
mode  of  Isfahan  * 
.nding  strain,  and  thus  began :  — 

r  of  roses  by  Bendemeer's^  stream, 
htingale  sings  round  it  all  the  day 

B  my  childhood  'twas  like  a  sweet 

;  roses  and  hear  the  bird's  song. 

id  its  music  I  never  forget, 

Q  alone,  in  the  bloom  of  the  year, 

e  nightingale  singing  there  yet  ? 

ses  still  bright  by  the  calm  Bek- 

i? 

)on  wither'd  that  hung  o'er  the  wave, 

ossoms  were  gather'd,  while  freshly 

one, 

as  distiird  from  their  flowers,  that 

ranee  of  simmier,  when  summer  was 


}  head-dresm  of  the  Persian  women  is 
ight  golden  chain-work,  set  with  small 
I  gold  plate  pendant,  about  the  bigness  of  a 
vhich  la  impressed  an  Arabian  prayer,  and 
o  the  cheek  below  the  ear."  — Hantra^'s 

he  women  of  Tezd  are  the  handsomest 
The  proverb  is,  that  to  live  happy  a  man 


Thus  memory  draws  firom  delight,  ere  it  dies. 
An  essence  that  breathes  of  it  many  a  year ; 

Thus  bright  to  my  soul,  as  'twas  then  to  my  eyes, 
Is  that  bower  on  the  banks  of  the  cahn  Ben- 
deheebI 


**  Poor  maiden !"  thought  the  youth,  **  if  thoa 

wert  sent. 
With  thy  soft  lute  and  beauty's  blandishment. 
To  wake  unholy  wishes  in  this  heart. 
Or  tempt  its  troth,  thou  little  know'st  the  art. 
For  though  thy  lip  should  sweetly  counsel  wrong. 
Those  vestal  eyes  would  disavow  its  song. 
But  thou  hast  breath'd  such  purity,  thy  lay 
Returns  so  fondly  to  youth's  virtuous  day. 
And  leads  thy  soul — if  e'er  it  wandered  thence^ 
So  gently  back  to  its  first  innocence. 
That  I  would  sooner  stop  the  unchain'd  dove. 
When  swift  returning  to  its  home  of  love. 
And  round  its  snowy  wing  new  fetters  twine, 
Than  turn  from  virtue  one  pure  wish  of  thine !" 


Scarce  had  this  feeling  pass'd,  when,  sparkling 
through 
The  gently  open'd  curtains  of  light  blue 
That  veil'd  the  breezy  casement,  countless  eyes. 
Peeping  like  stars  through  the  blue  ev'ning  skies, 
Look'd  laughing  in,  as  if  to  mock  the  pair 
That  sat  so  still  and  melancholy  there : — 
And  now  the  curtains  fly  apart,  and  in 
From  the  cool  air,  'mid  show*rs  of  jessamine 
Which  those  without  fling  after  them  in  play, 
Two  lightsome  maidens  spring:, — lightsome  as  they 
Who  live  in  the*  air  on  odours, — and  around 
The  bright  saloon,  scarce  conscious  of  the  ground. 
Chase  one  another,  in  a  varying  dance 
Of  mirth  and  languor,  coyness  and  advance. 
Too  eloquently  like  love's  warm  pursuit :  — 
While  she,  who  sung  so  gently  to  the  lute 
Her  dream  of  home,  steals  timidly  away. 
Shrinking  as  violets  do  in  summer's  ray, — 
But  takes  with  her  from  Azim's  heart  that  sigh, 
We  sometimes  give  to  forms  that  pass  us  by 
In  the  world's  crowd,  too  lovely  to  remain. 
Creatures  of  light  we  never  see  again  ! 

Around  the  white  necks  of  the  nymphs  who 
danc'd 
Hung  carcanets  of  orient  gems,  that  glanc'd 

must  have  a  wife  of  Yexd,  eat  the  bread  of  Yexdocas,  and  drink 
the  wine  of  Shirai."—  Tavernicr. 

3  Musnuds  arc  cushioned  scats,  usually  reserved  for  persons 
of  distinction. 

-•  the  Persians,  like  the  ancient  Greeks,  call  their  musi<;al 
modes  or  Penias  by  the  names  of  different  countries  or  cities; 
as  the  mode  of  Isfahan,  the  mode  of  Irak,  &c. 

i  A  river  which  flows  near  the  ruins  of  ChUminar. 
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brilliant  than  the  sea-glass  glitt'ring  o*er 
bills  of  crystal  on  the  Caspian  shore ;  ^ 
e  trom  their  long,  dark  tresses,  in  a  ftll 
iris  descending,  bells  as  musical 
losc  that,  on  the  golden-shafted  trees 
DEN,  shake  in  the  eternal  breeze,  ^ 
:  roond  their  steps,  at  ev'ry  boand  more  sweet, 
irerc  the*  extatic  language  of  their  feet, 
mgth  the  chase  was  o*er,  and  they   stood 

wreath*d 
in  each  other's  arms ;  while  soft  there  breathed 
ugh  the  cool  casement,  mingled  with  the  sighs 
oonlight  flow'rs,  music  that  seem'd  to  rise 

I  some  still  lake,  so  liquidly  it  rose ; 
as  it  sweird  again  at  each  faint  close, 

ear  could  track  through  all  that  maze  of  chords 
young  sweet  voices,  these  impassion*d  words : 

•IRIT  there  is,  whose  fragrant  sigh 
burning  now  through  earth  and  air ; 
re  cheeks  are  blushing,  the  Spirit  is  nigh, 
here  lips  are  meeting,  the  Spirit  is  there  ! 

>reath  is  the  soul  of  flow'rs  like  these, 
id  his  floating  eyes — oh  !  tlici/  resemble^ 
water-lilies*,  when  the  breeze 
making  the  stream  around  them  tremble. 

to  thee,  hail  to  thee,  kindling  pow*r  I 

irit  of  Ijove,  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 

holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hour, 

id  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  this. 

By  the  fair  and  brave 

m 

Who  blushing  unite. 
Like  the  sun  and  wave. 
When  they  meet  at  night ; 

By  the  tear  that  shows 

When  passion  is  nigh. 
As  the  rain-drop  flows 

From  the  heat  of  the  sky  ; 

To  the  north  of  m  (on  the  coast  of  the  Caspian,  near 
,)  w:i«  a  mountain,  which  sparliled  lilie  diamonds, 
:  from  the  sea-glau  and  crystals  with  which  it  ahounds." 
rmy  of  the  Russian  Ambassador  to  Persia^  174C. 
To  which  will  be  added  tlic  sound  of  the  bells,  hanging 

trees,  which  will  bo  put  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
g  from  the  throne  of  God,  as  often  as  the  blessed  wish 
isic."  — Sn/^. 
Whose  wanton  eyes  resemble  blue  water-lilies,  agitated 

breeie."  —  Jayadena. 
lie  blue  lotus,  which  grows  in  Cashmere  and  in  Persia. 

has  lieen  generally  supposed  that  the  Mahometans 
tit  all  pictures  of  animals ;  but  Toderini  shows  that, 

II  the  practice  Is  forbidden  by  the  Koran,  they  are  not 
svcme  to  {ninted  figures  and  images  than  other  people. 

Mr.  Murphy's  work,  too,  we  find  that  the  Arabs  of 
YisA  no  olOectton  to  the  Introduction  of  figiires  Into 

lis  is  mtt  quite  astronomically  true.     "  Dr.  Iladley 


By  the  first  lore-beat 

Of  the  yoathfbl  heart. 
By  the  bliss  to  meet. 

And  the  pain  to  part ; 

By  all  that  thoa  hast 

To  mortals  given. 
Which — oh,  could  it  last. 

This  earth  were  heaven ! 

We  call  thee  hither,  entrancing  Power! 

Spirit  of  Love !  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 
Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hoar. 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  ai  diB 

Impatient  of  a  scene,  whose  lox'ries  stole, 
Spite  of  himself,  too  deep  into  his  soul 
And  where,  midst  all  that  the  young  betn  loni 

most, 
Flow'rs,  music,  smiles,  to  yield  was  to  be  loit, 
The  youth  had  started  up.  and  tam*d  away 
From  the  light  nymphs,  and  their  luxorioas  lir, 
To  muse  upon  the  pictures  that  hong  roond,— ^ 
Bright  images,  that  spoke  without  a  sound. 
And  views,  like  vistas  into  fkiiy  groond. 
But  here  again  new  spells  came  o*er  his  sense:' 
All  that  the  pencil's  mute  onmipotence 
Could  call  up  into  life,  of  soft  and  fiiir. 
Of  fond  and  passionate,  was  glowing  there ; 
Nor  yet  too  warm,  but  tonch*d  with  that  fine  vt 
Which  paints  of  pleasure  but  the  purer  part; 
Which  knows  ev'n  Beauty  when  half-veil'd  i 

best, — 
I^ike  her  own  radiant  planet  of  the  west. 
Whose  orb  when  half  retir'd  looks  loveliest* 
There  hung  the  history  of  the  Genii-King, 
Trac'd  through  each  gay,  voluptuous  waoderinf 
With  her  from  Saba's  bowers,  in  whose  l)ri|l 

eyes 
He  read  that  to  be  blest  is  to  be  wise ; — ' 

(says  Keil)  has  shown  that  Venoi  ii  telKhtctt  wbcB  Ai< 
about  forty  degrees  removed  from  the  ran ;  nd  tlMt  ttaik 
only  a  fourth  part  of  her  lucid  dlak  ia  to  bt  Mtt  (h«  A 
earth." 

~  For  the  lores  of  King  Solomcm  (who  was  gafvaHll 
preside  over  the  whole  race  of  Geoii)  with  Balkfl.  dw  Qi^ 
of  .Sheba  or  Saba,  sec  D^Uerbekd,  and  the  Kalam 
chap.  2. 

"  In  the  palace  which  Solomon  ordered  to  bt  Wk 
the  arrival  of  the  Queen  of  Saba,  the  floor  or  paTcwW 
transparent  glass,  laid  over  running  water.  In  wUAM 
swimming."  This  led  the  Queen  into  a  very  naCi 
which  the  Koran  has  not  thought  beneath  te  digalvtoi 
memorate.    "  It  was  said  unto  her,  *  Enter  tbt  palas 
when  she  saw  it  she  imagined  it  to  be  a  grMt  waltri 
discovered  her  legs,  by  lifting  up  her  robe  to  paa  An 
Whereupon  Solomon  said  to  her,  *  Veri^.tUsli  A 
evenly  floored  with  glass.* "  —  Chap»  V. 
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It  was  indeed  the  touch  of  those  fond  lips 
Upon  her  eyes  that  chas'd  their  short  eclipse, 
And,  gradual  as  the  snow,  at  Heaven's  breath. 
Melts  off  and  shows  the  azure  flow'rs  beneath. 
Her  lids  unclos'd,  and  the  bright  eyes  were  seen 
Gazing  on  his  —  not,  as  they  late  had  been. 
Quick,  restless,  wild,  but  mournfully  serene ; 
As  if  to  lie,  eVn  for  that  tranced  minute. 
So  near  his  heart,  had  consolation  in  it ; 
And  thus  to  wake  in  his  belov'd  caress 
Took  from  her  soul  one  half  its  wretchedness. 
But,  when  she  heard  him  call  her  good  and  pure. 
Oh,  'twas  too  much  —  too  dreadful  to  endure ! 
Shuddering  she  broke  away  from  his  embrace, 
And,  hiding  with  both  hands  her  guilty  face, 
Said,  in  a  tone  whose  anguish  would  have  riv'n 
A  heart  of  very  marble,  "  Pure !  —  oh  Heav'n  ! " — 

That  tone — those  looks  so  changed — the  wither- 
ing blight. 
That  sin  and  sorrow  leave  where'er  they  light ; 
The  dead  despondency  of  those  sunk  eyes. 
Where  otice,  had  he  thus  met  her  by  surprise, 
He  would  have  seen  himself,  too  happy  boy, 
Reflected  in  a  thousand  lights  of  joy ; 
And  then  the  place,  —  that  bright,  unholy  place. 
Where  vice  lay  hid  beneath  each  winning  grace 
And  charm  of  lux*ry,  as  the  viper  weaves 
Its  wily  covVing  of  sweet  balsam  leaves,  — * 
All  struck  upon  his  heart,  sudden  and  cold 
As  death  itself;  —  it  needs  not  to  be  told  — 
No,  no  —  he  sees  it  all,  plain  as  the  brand 
Of  burning  shame  can  mark  —  whate'or  the  hand, 
That  could  from  Heav'n  and  him  such  brightness 

sever, 
'Tis  done  —  to  Heav'n  and  him  she's  lost  for  ever ! 
It  was  a  dreadful  moment ;  not  the  tears, 
The  ling'ring,  lasting  misery  of  years 
Could  match  that  minute's  anguish  —  all  the  worst 
Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  burst 
Broke  o'er  his  soul,  and,  with  one  crash  of  fate. 
Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  his  life  desolate. 

"  Oh  I  curse  me  not,"  she  cried,  as  wild  he  toss'd 
His  desp'rate  hand  tow'rds  Heav'n  —  **  though  I 

am  lost, 
"  Think  not  that  guilt,  that  falsehood  made  me  fall, 
**  No,  no  —  'twas  grief,  'twas  madness  did  it  all ! 
**  Nay,  doubt  me  not  —  though  all  thy  love,  hath 

ceas'd  — 
"  I  know  it  hath  —  yet,  yet  believe,  at  least, 
"  That  every  spark  of  reason's  light  must  be 
"  Quench'd  in  this  brain,  ere  I  could  stray  from  thee. 


'  "  Concerning  the  vipera.  which  Pliny  «ny>  were  freqnpnt 
among  the  baUam-trcei,  I  made   Tcrj  particular  inquiry ; 


it 


u 


t( 


They  told  me  thou  wert  dead — why,  Azm,  wh 
**  Did  we  not,  both  of  us,  that  instant  die 
**  When  we  were  parted  ?  oh !  couldst  thoa  be 

know 
•*  With  what  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 
"  I  wept  thy  absence  —  o'er  and  o'er  again 
Thinking  of  thee,  still  thee,  till  thought  gnt 

pain, 
And  mem'ry,  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 
**  Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away. 
**  Didst  thou  but  know  how  pale  I  sat  at  home, 
**  My  eyes  still  tum'd  the  way  thou  wert  to  come, 
"  And,  all  the  long,  long  night  of  hope  and  fear, 
"  Thy  voice  and  step  still  sounding  in  my  ear— 
"  Oh  God !  thou  wouldst  not  wonder  that,  at  latf, 
"  When  every  hope  was  all  at  once  o'ercast, 
"  When  I  heard  frightful  voices  round  me  say 
"  Azim  is  dead !^  this  wretched  brain  gave  rtj, 
**  And  I  became  a  wreck,  at  random  driven,         ' 
"  Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  Heav'n  — 
"  All  wild  —  and  even  this  quenchless  love  within 
"  Tum'd  to  foul  fires  to  light  me  into  sin  !— 
"  Thou  pitiest  me  —  I  knew  thou  would'st— tint 

sky 
**  Hath  nought  beneath  it  half  so  lorn  as  L 
"The  fiend,  who  lur'd  me  hither— hist!  cone 

near, 
"  Or  thou  too,  thou  art  lost,  if  he  should  hear— 
"  Told  me  such  things — oh  !  with  such  dev'lishait, 
"  As  would  have  ruin'd  cv'n  a  holier  heart  — 
"  Of  thee,  and  of  that  ever-radiant  sphere, 
"  Where  bless'd  at  length,  if  I  but  serv'dAwihere, 
"  I  should  for  ever  live  in  thy  dear  sight, 
"  And  drink  from  those  pure  eyes  eternal  light 
"  Think,  think  how  lost,  how  madden'd  I  most  h«, 
"  To  hope  that  guilt  could  lead  to  God  or  thee  I 
"  Thou  weep'st  for  me — do  weep — oh,  that  I  durst  ; 
"  Kiss  off  that  tear !  but,  no  —  these  lips  are  curst  , 
"  They  must  not  touch  thee  ;  —  one  divine  caress, 
"  One  blessed  moment  of  forgetfulness 
**  Fve  had  within  those  arms,  and  thai  shall  lie, 
"  Shrin'd  in  my  soul's  deep  mem'ry  till  I  die; 
"  The  last  of  joy's  last  relics  here  below, 
"  The  one  sweet  drop,  in  all  this  waste  of  woe, 
"  My  heart  has  treasur'd  from  affection's  spring* 
"  To  soothe  and  cool  its  deadly  withering  I 
"  But  thou  —  yes,  thou  must  go  —  for  ever  go  ; 
"  This  place  is  not  for  thee  —  for  thee !  oh  no  : 
"  Did  I  but  tell  thee  half,  thy  tortur'd  brain 
"  Would  bum  like  mine,  and  mine  go  wild  ag»**' 
Enough,  that  Guilt  reigns  here  —  tliat  hes-^ 

once  good. 
Now  tainted,  chill'd,  and  broken,  are  his  food^  ' 


ti 


it 


several  were  hrought  me  alire  both  to  Yambo  and  Jidda '' 
Bruce. 
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bat  we  are  parted — that  there  rolls 
'  headlong  ftte  between  our  souls, 
rkness  severs  me  as  wide  fh)m  thee 
jm  heav'n,  to  all  eternity  I " 

Zelica  1"  the  youth  exclaimed, 
rtures  of  a  mind  inflam'd 
ladness  —  **  by  that  sacred  Heav'n, 
t,  if  pray*r8  can  move,  thoult  be  for- 

» 

rt  here  —  here,  in  this  writhing  heart, 

wild,  and  ruin*d  as  thou  art ! 
nembrance  of  our  once  pure  love, 
;e  a  church-yard  light,  still  bums  above 
!  of  our  lost  souls  —  which  guilt  in  thee 
tingnish,  nor  despair  in  me ! 
j^  implore  thee  to  fly  hence  — 
St  yet  one  spark  of  innocence, 
ne  from  this  place  — *' 

'*  With  thee  I  oh  bliss  1 
.  whole  years  of  torment  to  hear  this. 
ie  the  lost  one  with  thee?  —  let  her  rove 
ar  side,  as  in  those  days  of  love, 
were  both  so  happy,  both  so  pure — 
nly  dream  I  if  there's  on  earth  a  cure 
mk  heart,  'tis  this — day  after  day 

blest  companion  of  thy  way ; 
by  angel  eloquence— to  see 
toons  eyes  for  ever  tum'd  on  me ; 
leir  light  re-chasten*d  silently, 
tain*d  web  that  whitens  in  the  sun, 
e  by  being  purely  shone  upon  ! 
wilt  pray  forme  —  I  know  thou  wilt — 
n  vesper  hour,  when  thoughts  of  guilt 
iviest  o*er  the  heart,  thou'lt  lift  thine 

eet  tears,  unto  the  dark*ning  skies, 

I  for  me  with  Heav'n,  till  I  can  dare 
own  weak,  sinful  glances  there ; 

ood  angels,  when  they  see  me  cling 
lear  thee,  pale  and  sorrowing, 
hy  sake  pronounce  my  soul  forgiven, 
lee  take  thy  weeping  slave  to  Heav'n ! 

II  flv  with  thee " 

Scarce  had  she  said 
thless  words,  when  a  voice  deep  and 
i 

doNKER,  waking  up  the  dead 
Brst  sleep — so  startling  'twas  to  both — 
?h  the  casement  near,  "  Thy  oath  I  thy 

the  ghastliness  of  that  Maid's  look !  — 
faintly  she  cried,  while  terror  shook 

rritoty  of  fitkahar  there  is  a  kind  of  apple,  half 
eet  and  half  four."  —  Ebn  Haukat. 


Her  inmost  core,  nor  durst  she  lift  her  eyes. 
Though  through  the  casement,  now,  nought  bat 

the  skies 
And  moonlight  fields  were  seen,  cahn  as  before — 
"  Tis  he,  and  I  am  his — all,  all  is  o*er — 
«  Go — fly  this  instant,  or  thou*rt  ruin*d  too — 
**  My  oath,  my  oath,  oh  God  !  'tis  all  too  true, 
^  True  as  the  worm  in  this  cold  heart  it  is^ 
**  I  am  MoK anna's  bride — his,  Azim,  his — 
**  The  Dead  stood  round  us,  while  I  spoke  that  vow, 
**  Their  blue  lips  echo'd  it — I  hear  them  now ! 
**  Their  eyes  glar'd  on  me,  while  I  pledg'd  that  bowl, 
**  'Twas  burning  blood —  I  feel  it  in  my  soul  I 
*•  And  the  Veil'd  Bridegroom — hist !  Tve  seen  to- 
night 
"  What  angels  know  not  of — so  foul  a  sight, 
**  So  horrible — oh  I  never  may'st  thou  see 
**  What  there  lies  hid  from  all  but  hell  and  me  I 
"  But  I  must  hence — off,  off — I  am  not  thine, 
"  Nor  Heav'n's,  nor  Love's,  nor  aught  that  is 

divine — 
**  Hold  me  not — ha !  think'st  thon  the  flends  that 

sever 
**  Hearts,  cannot  sunder  hands? — thus,  then — for 
ever!" 

With  all  that  strength,  which  madness  lends  the 

weak. 
She  flung  away  his  arm ;  and,  with  a  shriek. 
Whose  sound,  though  he  should  linger  oat  more 

years 
Than  wretch  e'er  told,  can  never  leave  his  ears  — 
Flew  up  through  that  long  avenue  of  light. 
Fleetly  as  some  dark,  ominous  bird  of  night. 
Across  the  sun,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight ! 


Lalla  Rookh  could  think  of  nothing  all  day  but 
the  misery  of  these  two  young  lovers.  Her  gaiety 
was  gone,  and  she  looked  pensively  even  upon 
Faolaoeen.  She  felt,  too,  without  knowing  why, 
a  sort  of  uneasy  pleasure  in  imagining  that  Azim 
must  have  been  just  such  a  youth  as  Feramorz  ; 
just  as  worthy  to  enjoy  all  the  blessings,  without 
any  of  the  pangs,  of  that  illusive  passion,  which 
too  often,  like  the  sunny  apples  of  Istkahar  >,  is 
all  sweetness  on  one  side,  and  all  bitterness  on  the 
other. 

As  they  passed  along  a  sequestered  river  after 
sunset,  they  saw  a  young  Hindoo  girl  upon  the 
bank  3,  whose  employment  seemed  to  them  so 


3  For  an  account  of  this  ceremony,  see  Grattdprft  Voyage 
in  the  Indian  Ocean. 
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,  that  they  stopped  their  palankeens  to 
'  her.  She  had  lighted  a  small  hunp,  filled 
il  of  cficoa,  and  placing  it  in  an  earthen 
lornvd  with  a  wreath  of  flowers,  had  corn- 
it  with  a  trembling  hand  to  the  stream ; 
IS  now  anxiously  watching  its  progress 
he  current*  heedless  of  the  gay  cavalcade 
iiad  drawn  up  beside  her.  Lalla  IIooku 
curiosity  ;  — when  one  of  her  attendants, 
id  lived  upon  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
thiw  ceremony  is  so  fn^quent,  that  often,  in  ; 
k  of  the  evening,  the  river  is  seen  glittering  I 

•  with  lights,  like  the  Oton-Tala,  or  Sea  of 
I  informed  the  Princess  that  it  was  the 
ay,  in  which  the  friends  of  those  who  had 
»  dangi>rous  voyages  offered  up  vows  for 
fe  return.  If  the  lamp  sunk  immediately, 
iu  was  disastrous ;  but  if  it  went  shining 
le  stream,  and  continued  to  bum  till  entirely 
}ight,  the  return  of  the  beloved  object  was 
red  as  certain. 

.A  RooKH,  as  they  moved  on,  more  than 
>okiHl  back,  to  observe  how  the  young  i 
's  lamp  proceeded ;   and,  while  she   saw 
.'asure  that  it  was  still  unextinguished,  she  | 
ot  help  fearing  that  all  the  hopes  of  this  , 
e  no  better  than  that  feeble  light  upon  the  , 
The  remainder  of  the  journey  was  passed 
ce.     She  now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  that 
f  nieluncholy,  which  comes  over  the  youth-  ' 
len's  heart,  as  sweet  and  transient  as  her 
I'uth  ui)on  a  mirror ;  nor  was  it  till  she 
he  lute  of  Fkramokz,  touched  lightly  at 
r  of  her  pavilion,  that  she  waked  from  the 

i 
I 

.»  \Am'v  w  hiTP  the  Whnngho,  a  river  of  Thibet,  rl*os, 
e  tlii'io  ari>  inort;  than  a  hundred  Aprings,  which 
ke  M.ir^ ;  whcnrc  it  ik  called  Ilotini-nor,  that  Is,  the 
AT*."  —  Dfuripiion  vf  Thifh't  tn  Pinkfrtoti.  i 

•  I.eM-iir  DF  liiiiwrlal  <'nni|i  ia  divided,  like  a  n?giilar  ' 
» •4|iiirr*i.  nllevii,  ami  olrreln.  nnd  rnini  ii  rliiinK  Kiound  I 
•me  1)1  the  n)(i«(  iiKrei'rfldf  |iii>k|Hfta  In  the  world.  I 
up  In  A  lew  hiium  in  mi  unmlialdied  plain,  it  raitet 
Iff  a  city  buill  by  euihanlnu-nt.     I-'ven  tho.M;  who 
ir  liiiu«i-«  In  cttie»  111  lolliiw  (he  pfHice  in  hii  progreM 
I'nilv  tDClininieit  with  the  Leacar,  wlien  i«ituat(rd  in  a 
:ind'r<mveiiient  plute,  tliut  thi-y  eannnt  prevail  with 
cf-fii  remiivi'.   To  prevent  ihla  iiietinvenienro  to  the 

t»  KinptTiH.  afli'i  aulllrlfnt  linie  la  alli>wt*d  to  the 
n  to  tollow.  nrdeta  iheiii  tn  Ih^  burnt  uut  of  their 
.  f)iib-'«  linidiiainii. 

I  Willi*  iilii'a  A  ll\i  I)  piflnie  ol  mi  Kaatem  oncamp- 
lliarnnip.  like  ibiii  ol  iiio«c  liiili.tn  armies,  exht- 
■  ii^\  I  oil  i'ilonol  roiHiB  liinii  lliearorchinKfunand 
•'  itiKlit,  lailt'Miilcd  ari-iUitliiH  lo  (lir  taaie  or  means 
•-tiiwlnnl.  h)  i'«ien*lvii  IniloaiiirH  ol  cidonrnd  calico 
'"t  ■oirt'ib  aiilii-a  ol  tenia  i  li]r  riiKKed  cUithei  or 
t*., \, itiil n\»>t  ■III ka III  bi aiiiltia i  piilin-leaves hastily 

•  •-  iiiolH*  •iippoiUi  h>HMl«iiiiie  lenta  and  rplendid 
.  h*\r»*  a.  naeii, i<|ii|iliHlil»,  4iiil  laiiiela ;  all  intermixed 
i«(  •■««i'i|iii  iMrtik  ni  iiidi-i  III  itr^lKii.exivpt  the  flags 


reverie  in  which  she  had  been  wandering.  I 
stantly  her  eyes  were  lighted  op  with  pleann 
and,  after  a  few  unheard  remarkB  from  Fadladd 
upon  the  indecomm  of  a  poet  seating  himself  i 
presence  of  a  Princess,  every  thing  was  arrange 
as  on  the  preceding  evening,  and  all  listened  wit 
eagerness,  while  the  story  was  thus  continued:— 


Whose  are  the  gilded  tents  that  crowd  the  way. 
Where  all  was  waste  and  silent  yesterday  ? 
This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  hoon, 
Hath  sprung  up  here^  as  if  the  magic  powers 
Of  Him  who,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  star. 
Built  the  high  pillar'd  halls  of  Chujizkab,) 
Had  coi^ur*d  up,  fkr  as  the  eye  can  see. 
This  world  of  tents,  and  domes,  and  son-bi^ 

armory : — 
Princely  pavilions,  screen*d  by  many  a  ibid 
Of  crimson  doth,  and  topp*d  with  bsdls  of  gold:— 
Steeds,  with  their  housings  of  rich  silver  ipaa, 
Their  chains  and  poitrels  glittering  in  the  sod  ; 
And  camels,  tufted  o*er  with  Yemen's  dwlli^* 
Shaking  in  every  bieese  their  ligfat-ton'd  bdb! 

But  yester-eve,  so  motionless  anmnd. 
So  mute  was  this  wide  plain,  that  not  a  sound 
But  the  fiir  torrent,  or  the  locust  bird* 
Hunting  among  the  thickets,  could  be  heard;— 
Yet  hark !  what  discords  now,  of  ev*ry  kind, 
Shouts,  laughs,  and  screams  are  revellisg  ia  At 
wind ;  | 

The  neigh  of  cavalry ; — the  tinkling  thiaogi 
Of  laden  camels  and  their  drircn*  aongs  ;*— 


of  the  chiefs,  which  usually  mark  I 

theite  ina«sos ;  the  onlj  regular  part  of  the  < 

the  Mrtvts  of  sh(qps,  each  of  whldi  it  oomtrocted  ■sarlyfa** 

manner  of  a  booth  at  an  Engllah  fsli  "      IffiftiSirilMr* 

of  the  Somtk  qf  ladia, 

3  The  edifices  of  ChUmlDar  and  BaUwe  tn  wmpoiii  i 
hare  been  built  by  the  Genii,  acthig  ander  the  ordoief  !■ 
ben  Jan,  who  goremed  the  world  tone  brfbw  As 
Adam. 

*  "  A  superb  camel,  omamenled  with  rtilngs  Md  t 
smalUhells."  ~illi  Ay. 

»  A  native  of  Kborassan,  and  aOiired  aumhiiaid  lyi 
of  the  water  of  a  fountain  betwwa  Shlraaand 
the  Fountain  of  Birds,  of  which  It  Is  to  ibndthttllvIBi 
wherever  that  water  Is  carried. 

0  "  Some  of  the  camels  haTo  belli  about  I 
some  almut  their  lefts.  Uke  thoie  wblcfa  oun 
their  fore-horses*  necks,  wbldi  tofcthar 
(who  belong  to  the  camels,  and  tnvd  on  fortj  \ 
niglit,  make  a  pleasant  nolie,  and  the  Joarasf 
delightfully/' — P/l/'s  Account  of  Aa 

*•  The  camel -drirer  (bllows  the 
times  playing  upon  his  pipe;  the  louder  be  i 
the  faster  the  camels  go.    Kay,  tb^  will  Mnd  MB  vk 
gives  over  his  music."—  TTumtuki. 
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f  arms,  and  flapping  in  the  breeze 
*rs  firom  ten  thousand  canopies; — 
c,  bursting  oat  from  time  to  time, 
I  and  tjmbalon's  tremendous  chime  ;— 
pause,  when  harsher  sounds  are  mute, 
w  breathings  of  some  horn  or  flute, 
ff,  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
•yssinian  trumpet  >,  swell  and  float 

ids  this  mighty  army  ? — ask  ye  "  who?  " 
ye  not  those  banners  of  dark  hue, 
t  and  Shadow  3,  oyer  yonder  tent  ?— 
aliph's  glorious  armament, 
his  Palace  by  the  dread  alarms, 
ly  came,  of  the  fidse  Prophet's  arms, 
I  host  of  infidels,  who  hurl'd 
erce  at  Islam  9  and  the  world, — 
om  with  Grecian  warfkre,  and  behind 
of  his  bright  Palace  calm  reclin*d, 
d  he  not  such  blasphemy  should  stain, 
▼eng'd,  the  eyening  of  his  reign ; 
g  sworn  upon  the  Holy  Graved 
r  or  to  perish,  once  more  gave 
wj  banners  proudly  to  the  breeze, 
an  army,  nurs*d  in  victories. 
Is  to  crush  the  rebels  that  o'er-run 
ind  beanteous  Province  of  the  Sun. 

d  the  march  of  MAhadi  display 
>  before ; — not  ev*n  when  on  his  way 
/s  Temple,  when  both  land  and  sea 
rd  to  feed  the  Pilgrim's  luxury  ;  * 
ad  him,  mid  the  burning  sands,  he  saw 
he  North  in  icy  freshness  thaw, 
L  his  thirsty  lip,  beneath  the  glow 
*s  sun,  with  urns  of  Persian  snow  :  —  « 
id  armament  more  grand  than  that 
the  kingdoms  of  the  Caliphat 

iiinp«t  is  often  called,  in  Abyssinia,  neuer  eano, 
let  the  Note  of  the  Eagle."  —  Note  qf  Bruce" s 

)  black  standards  borne  before  the  Caliphs  of  the 

Mms  were  called,  allegoricaily,  The  Night  and 

r.  —  See  Gibbon. 

tiometan  religion. 

ervians  swear  by  the  Tomb  of  Shah  Besade,  who 

i^asbio  ;  and  when  one  dedres  another  to  asseve- 

r,  he  will  ask  him,  if  he  dare  swear  by  the  Holy 

tnqf. 

in  a  single  pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  expended  six 

inars  of  gold. 

ilrccam  apportavit,  rem  ibi  aut  nunquam  aut  raro 

mffeda, 

abitants  of  Hejas  or  Arabia  Prtrca,  called  by  an 

:er  **  The  People  of  the  Kock.*' —  Ebn  Haukal. 

horses,  called  by  the  Arabians  Kochlani,  of  wliom 

ncalogy  has  been  kept  for  2000  years.    They  are 

re  their  origin  ftrom  King  Solomon's  steeds."  — 

of  the  flgaret  on  the  blades  of  their  swords  are 


First,  in  the  van,  the  People  of  the  Rock,  ^ 
On  their  light  mountain  steeds,  of  royal  stock  :* 
Then,  chieftains  of  Damascus,  proud  to  see 
The  flashing  of  their  swords'  rich  marquetry  ;-»* 
Men,  from  the  regions  near  the  Volga's  mouth, 
Mix'd  with  the  rude,  black  archers  of  the  South ; 
And  Indian  lancers,  in  white-turban'd  ranks, 
From  the  fiu*  Sinde,  or  Attock's  sacred  banks, 
With  dusky  legions  from  the  Land  of  Myrrh,  lo 
And  many  a  mace-arm'd  Moor  and  Mid>sea  islander. 

Nor  less  in  number,  though  more  new  and  rude 
In  warfare's  school,  was  the  vast  multitude 
That,  fir'd  by  zeal,  or  by  oppression  wrong'd. 
Round  the  white  standard  of  the'  impostor  throng'd. 
Beside  his  thousands  of  Believers — blind. 
Burning  and  headlong  as  the  Samiel  wind — 
Many  who  felt,  and  more  who  fear'd  to  feel 
The  bloody  Islamite's  converting  steel, 
Flock'd  to  his  banner ; — Chiefs  of  the'  Uzbek  race, 
Waving  their  heron  crests  with  martial  grace ;  n 
Turkomans,  countless  as  their  flocks,  led  forth 
From  the'  aromatic  pastures  of  the  North ; 
Wild  warriors  of  the  turquoise  hills  i^ — and  those 
Who  dwell  beyond  the  everlasting  snows 
Of  Hindoo  Kosh  *',  in  stormy  freedom  bred. 
Their  fort  the  rock,  their  camp  the  torrent's  bed. 
But  none,  of  all  who  own'd  the  ChieTs  com- 
mand, 
Rush'd  to  that  battle-field  with  bolder  hand. 
Or  sterner  hate,  than  Iran's  outlaw'd  men. 
Her  Worshippers  of  Fire  —  all  panting  then 
For  vengeance  on  the*  accursed  Saracen  ; 
Vengeance  at  last  for  their  dear  country  8pum*d, 
Her  throne  usurped,  and  her  bright  shrines  o*er- 

tum'd. 
From  Yezd's  '*  eternal  Mansion  of  the  Fire, 
Where  aged  saints  in  dreams  of  Heav'n  expire  : 

wrought  in  gold  or  liWer,  or  in  marquetry  with  small  gems.'* 

—  Asiat.  Mite.  v.  i. 
>o  Aiab  or  Saba. 

>  >  "  The  chiefs  of  the  Usbek  Tartars  wear  a  plume  of  white 
heron's  feathers  in  their  turbans."  —  Account  of  Independent 
Tartar^. 

>s  In  the  mountains  of  Nishapour  and  Tout  (in  Khorassan) 
they  find  turquoises.  —  Ebn  Haukal. 

>3  For  a  description  of  these  stupendous  ranges  of  moun- 
tains, see  ElpMin$tone's  Caubul.  * 

^*  The  Ghcbers  or  Guebres,  those  original  natives  of  Persia, 
who  adhered  to  their  ancient  foith,  the  religion  of  Zoroaster, 
and  who,  after  the  conquest  of  their  country  by  the  Arabs, 
were  either  persecuted  at  home,  or  forced  to  become  wan- 
derers abroad. 

>*  "  Yeid,  the  chief  residence  of  tho«e  ancient  natives,  who 
worship  the  Sun  and  the  Fire,  which  latler  they  have  care- 
ftilly  kept  lighted,  without  being  once  extinguished  for  a 
moment,  about  3000  years,  on  a  mountain  near  Yexd,  called 
Ater  Qucdah,  signifying  the  House  or  Mansion  of  the  Fire. 
He  is  reckoned  very  unfortunate  who  dies  offthat  mountain.** 

—  Stephen's  Persia. 


L  -i. 
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From  BUKf,  and  ttiose  fouattiine  of  blue  flam? 
Thai  bum  inio  the  Caspiak',  <i«rce  Ibey  cnnip, 
Cnrel«s  for  vhnl  or  wliom  thi-  blow  was  tped, 
So  vpngBBnce  triuniph'd,  and  their  tyrantB  bled. 

Such  wiu  llie  wild  and  miEPellaneouG  host, 
TUm  high  in  air  Iheir  motley  banners  losl 
Around  the  Propliet-Cliief — sU  ejcs  still  bsnt 
Upon  ihal  glittering  Veil,  where'er  it  went, 
Thit  bencaa  through  the  battle's  stonny  flood. 


I  be  yells  hb  desperate 
Dealt  death  promiscDoosIf  lo 

I  that  charge  and  cmrard  friend*  ihM  I 

cini  of  all  the  Great  Areh-memy. 

niu  spreads — "  A  i 
The  Mosieni  ranks,  "  a  minde  1"  Ihcy  slwA 
Ail  gazing  on  that  yonlb,  whose  eomlDg  wmt 
A  light,  a  glory,  such  as  breaks  in  dreanui 


Twice  hnib  the  Bun  upon  their  conflict  set. 
And  riten  again,  imd  found  tbem  grapplitig  yet; 
While  streams  of  caniage  in  his  noontide  hlaxe. 
Smoke  up  lo  Heny'n  —  hot  ai  that  crimson  haze. 
By  which  the  prostrate  Caravan  is  aw'd,^ 
In  the  red  Desert,  vhen  the  wind's  abroad. 
'■  On,  Swords  of  God!"lbcpBnlingCAt.ira  culls, — 
"  Thrones  for  the  liriiig — IJeav'o  fof  him  who 

Wis!"— 
"  On,  brave  avrogers,  on."  Mokakna  cries, 
"  And  Eblib  blast  the  recreanl  Blare  that  fliesi" 
Now  comet  the  bmnt,  the  eriiis  of  the  day  — 
They  clnsh  — ihcy  strive  — the   Cauph's  troops 

pve  way! 
Moranna's  self  plucks  the  blact  Banner  down, 

now  the  Orient  World's  Imperial  crown 
Is  just  wiihiu  his  grasp — when,  hark,  that  ahonti 
Some  hand  hath  check'd  the  flying  Moslem's  rout ; 
And  now  they  turn,  they  rally — at  their  head 

nrrior,  (like  those  anget  jonlhl  who  led. 
In  glorious  panoply  of  Mcav'n'e  own  mail. 
The  CbitnipIonB  of  the  Faith  through   Beder's 
vale,)' 

.  as  if  gifted  with  ten  thousand  tives, 
Tunu  on  the  fierce  piirsaer*s  blades,  and  drives 
At  onc«  the  mulliludinous  torrent  baeh  — 
While  hope  and  courage  kindle  in  his  track  ; 
And,  at  each  atcp.  his  bloody  falchion  makeJi 
Terrible  vistas  through  which  vici'ry  breaks! 

ain  MoKARNil,  midst  the  general  flight. 

Stands,  like  the  red  moon,  on  some  itormy  night. 

Among  the  fugitive  clouds  tbal,  hurrjing  by,         | 

e  only  her  unshaken  in  the  sky —  | 


■nt.         ^ 

qny.        ^ 
ihran^Ml    I 


Andei 


■I  billo« 


The  needle  tracks  the  load-itar,  fbUnwlngUn! 

Right  tnw'rds  MoKANNA  DOW  he  clean*  Kl 

Impatieat  cleavee.  as  though  ihe  bolt  of  wnth 
He  beara  from  Heav'n  wilhheld  its  awfil  hunt 
From  weaker  heads,  and  sonU  bat  half  way  onft 
To  break  o'er  Him,  the  mightiest  and  the  wiM! 
But  vain   his  speed  —  though,   in   that  biwr  if 

bh»d. 
Had  all  God's  seraphs  round  Moeamka  stand. 
With  swords  of  fire,  ready  like  fate  to  lUI, 
Mokanna's  sooI  would  have  defied  tbem  iH; 
Yet  now,  the  rush  of  Ihgilites.  loo  Etroog 
For  human  force,  hurries  ev'n  him  along ; 
In  vain  be  struggles  'mid  the  weilg'd  amy 
Of  flying  thousands — he  ii  borne  away; 
And  the  sole  joj  bis  baffled  spirit  knows. 
In  this  forc'd  flight,  is — niurd'ring  as  he  goa^ 

grim  tiger,  whom  the  torretii's  might 
Surprises  in  some  pnrch'd  ravine  at  ntghl. 
Turns,  ev'n  in  drowning,  on  the  wretched  BocU 
rept  with  him  in  that  snow-flond  ^m  the  t«eU 
id,  (o  [he  last,  devouring  on  his  way. 
Bloodies  the  stream  he  hath  not  power  lo  MJ. 

"  Alia  ilia  A  lla ! "—  the  glad  shoot  renew— 
•■  Alia  Akharl"*  — the  Caliph's  in  MtJiOC 
Hang  ont  your  gilded  tapestry  b  the  ctreel^ 
And  light  your  shrines  and  chaunl  your  ajrilutt' 
The    Swords   of    God   have    Irinmpbd— ug  bii 

Your  Caliph  sits,  and  the  veil'd  Chief  hath  Bava.  I 
Who  di>ea  not  envy  that  young  warrior  now. 
To  whom  the  Lard  of  Islam  bends  his  brow. 
In  aU  (he  graceful  gratitude  of  power. 
For  his  throne's  safety  in  that  perilous  honr  ! 
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not  wonder,  when,  amidst  the'  acclaim 
ids,  heralding  to  heaven  his  name  — 
06e  holier  harmonies  of  fame, 
ind  along  the  path  of  virtuoos  souls, 
:  round  a  planet  as  it  rolls, — 
way — coldly,  as  if  some  gloom 
his  heart  no  triumphs  can  illume ; — 
dess  grie^  upon  whose  blasted  gaze 
ory*s  light  may  play,  in  vain  it  plays. 
hed  AziM  !  thine  is  such  a  grief, 
1  hope,  all  terror,  all  relief; 
>ld  calm,  which  nothing  now  can  break, 
»r  brighten, — like  that  Syrian  Lake,  ^ 
Be  sur&ce  mom  and  summer  shed 
es  in  vain,  for  all  beneath  is  dead!  — 
*e  have  been,  o*er  which  this  weight  of  woe 
ong  use  of  sufiTring,  tame  and  slow  ; 
lost  youth  I  was  sudden — over  thee 
;  once,  when  all  seemM  ecstasy ; 
>e  look*d  up,  and  saw  the  gloomy  Past 
splendour,  and  Bliss  dawn  at  last — 
I,  ev*n  then,  o'er  joys  so  freshly  blown, 
il  blight  of  misery  came  down  ; 
the  full,  warm  gushings  of  thy  heart 
:k*d — like  fount-drops,  frozen  as  they 
t — 

,  like  them,  cold,  sunless  relics  hang, 
and  chill'd  into  a  lasting  pang. 

f  desire,  one  passion  now  remains 
re*s  fever  still  within  his  veins, 
I — dire  vengeance  on  the  wretch  who 

jod  all  he  lov'd  that  ruinous  blast, 
rheo  rumours  reached  him  in  his  flight 
ray,  after  that  fatal  night, — 
>f  armies,  thronging  to  the*  attack 
I'd  Chief, — for  this  he  wing'd  him  back, 
e  vulture  speeds  to  flags  unfurl'd, 
all  hope  seem'd  desp*rate,  wildly  hurl'd 
to  the  scale,  and  sav'd  a  world. 
i  still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
hs  that  Glory  on  his  path  lets  fall ; 
one  exists — like  lightning-fire, 
»ne  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire  ! 

as  yet  that  Spirit  of  Evil  lives  ; 
all  band  of  desp'rate  fugitives, 
►le  stubborn  fragment,  left  unriv*n, 
id  host  that  late  stood  fronting  Heav'n, 

il  S«a,  which  contains  neither  animal  nor  vege- 

ent  Oxus. 
Transoxiana. 

evrr  can  cast  your  ejret  on  this  tree,  but  you 
ther  blossoms  or  fruit ;  and  as  the  blossom  drops 


He  gain*d  Merou — breath'd  a  short  curse  of 

blood 
O'er  his  lost  throne — then  pass'd  the  Jihon's 

flood,  < 
And  gathering  all,  whose  madness  of  belief 
Still  saw  a  Saviour  in  their  down-fall*n  Chief, 
Rais'd  the  white  banner  within  Neksheb's  gates, s 
And  there,  untam'd,  the'  approaching  conq'ror  waits. 

Of  all  his  Haram,  all  that  busy  hive 
With  music  and  with  sweets  sparkling  alive. 
He  took  but  one,  the  partner  of  his  flight. 
One — not  for  love — not  for  her  beauty's  light — 
No,  Zelica  stood  with'ring  'midst  the  gay. 
Wan  as  the  blossom  that  fell  yesterday 
From  the'  Alma  tree  and  dies,  while  overhead 
To-day's  young  flow'r  is  springing  in  its  stead.** 
Oh,  not  for  love — ^the  deepest  Damn'd  must  be 
Touch'd  with  Heaven's  glory,  ere  such  fiends  as  he 
Can  feel  one  glimpse  of  Love's  divinity. 
But  no,  she  is  his  victim ;  —  there  lie  all 
Her  charms  for  him — charms  that  can  never  pall. 
As  long  as  hell  within  his  heart  can  stir. 
Or  one  faint  trace  of  Heaven  is  left  in  her. 
To  work  an  angel's  ruin,— to  behold 
As  white  a  page  as  Virtue  e'er  unroU'd 
Blacken,  beneath  his  touch,  into  a  scroll 
Of  damning  sins,  seal'd  with  a  burning  soul — 
This  is  his  triumph  ;  this  the  joy  accurst. 
That  ranks  him  among  demons  all  but  first : 
This  gives  the  victim,  that  before  him  lies 
Blighted  and  lost,  a  glory  in  his  eyes, 
A  light  like  that  with  which  hell-fire  illumes 
The  ghastly,  writhing  wretch  whom  it  consumes ! 

But  other  tasks  now  wait  him — tasks  that  need 
All  the  deep  daringness  of  thought  and  deed 
With  which   the  Dives*  have   gifted  him  —  for 

mark. 
Over  yon  plains,  which  night  had  else  made  dark. 
Those  lanterns,  countless  as  the  winged  lights 
That  spangle  India's  fields  on  show'ry  nights,  —  ^ 
Far  as  their  formidable  gleams  they  shed. 
The  mighty  tents  of  the  beleaguerer  spread, 
Glimm'ring  along  the'  horizon's  dusky  line, 
And  thence  in  nearer  circles,  till  they  shine 
Among  the  founts  and  groves,  o'er  which  the  town 
In  all  its  arra'd  magnificence  looks  down. 
Yet,  fearless,  from  his  lofty  battlements 
MoKANNA  views  that  multitude  of  tents  ; 

underneath  on  the  ground  (which  is  frequently  covered  with 
tlicse  purple-coiourcd  flowers)  otiicrs  come  forth  in  their 
stead."  Sec.  kc.  —  Nifuhqffl 

*  The  Demons  of  the  Persian  ro)ihi)logy. 

6  Carreri  mentions  tiie  fire-Qies  in  India  during  tlic  rainy 
season.  —  See  his  Travels. 
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to  think  that,  though  entoii'd,  beset, 
n  myriads  dare  to  front  him  yet ;  — 
ess,  throneless,  he  thus  stands  at  bay, 
match  for  myriads  such  as  they, 
sweep  of  that  dark  AngcVs  wing, 

ih*d  the  thousands  of  the*  Assyrian 

•  1 

>ss  in  a  moment,  that  I  might 

Us  chambers  with  yon  host  to-night ! 

I  what  may,  let  who  will  grasp  the 

'e. 

Prophet,  Man  alike  shall  groan  ; 

will  torture  him,   Priest— Caliph  — 

loathsome  world  of  his  shall  ring 
ns^  shrieks  and  bowlings  of  the  slave, — 
bat  shall    glad  me  ev'n  within  my 
;!" 

nself — but  to  the  scanty  train 
und  him,  a  far  different  strain: — 
"Hjfenders  of  the  sacred  Crown 
in  Heav*n,  whose  light  nor  blood  shall 
n 
>w  of  earth  eclipse ; — before  whose 

pomp  of  this  world's  diadems, 
n  of  Gkrashid,  the  pillar *d  throne 
1%  and  the  heron  crest  that  shone,  3 
nt,  o*er  A  Li's  beauteous  eyes,* 
the  stars  when  morn  is  in  the  skies : 
rejoice — the  port  to  which  we've  pass'd 
ny*s  dark  wave,  beams  out  at  last! 
ur  own — 'tis  written  in  that  Book 
se  leaves  none  but  tlie  angels  look, 
m's  sceptre  shall  beneath  the  power 
■at  foe  full  broken  in  that  hour, 
moon's  mighty  orb,  before  all  eyes, 
isuEu's  Holy  Well  portentously  shall 

b.  called  by  the  OriontaU  King  of  Moustal. 

For  tho  dotcription  of  hit  Throne  or  Palace, 
I  D'HerhfUtt. 

Mid  to  be  under  this  Throne  or  Palace  of 
If  a  hundred  vaulti  filled  with  "  treasure*  so 
omc  Mahometan  writers  tell  us,  their  Prophet, 
is  diftciplet,  carried  them  to  a  rock,  which  at 
ipened,  and  gave  them  a  prospect  through  it  of 
f  Khosrou."—  Universal  IliiUtry. 
irn  of  Gerashid  is  cloudy  and  tarnished  before 
of  thy  turban."  — From  one  of  the  elegies  or 

of  AH,  written  in  characters  of  gold  round  the 

ss'i  tomb See  Chardin. 

y  of  All's  eyes  was  so  remarkable,  that  when- 
ans  would  describe  any  thing  as  very  lovely. 
>yn  Hali.  or  the  Eyes  of  All.  —  Chardin. 
t  told  more  of  this  trick  of  the  Irajjostor,  than 
ine  machine,  quMl  disoit  ttre  la  Lune."  Ac- 
rhArdsoo,  the  miracle  is  perp«?tuatcd  In  Neks- 
ihab,  the  name  of  a  city  in  Transoxiaua,  where 


**  Now  torn  and  see!** 

They  torn'd,  and,  as  he  spoke, 
A  sudden  splendour  all  around  them  broke, 
And  they  beheld  an  orb,  ample  and  bright. 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well  ^  and  cast  iu  light 
Round  the  rich  city  and  the  plain  for  miles* — ' 
Flinging  such  radiance  o'er  ihe  gilded  tiles 
Of  many  a  dome  and  fidr>roof  *d  imarei, 
As  autumn  suns  shed  round  them  when  they  seL 
Instant  from  all  who  saw  the'  illnaive  sign 
A  murmur  broke  —  **  Biiraculoos  I  dlTine ! " 
The  Gheber  bow'd,  thinking  his  idol  itar 
Had  wak*d,  and  burst  unpatient  through  the  hir 
Of  midnight,  to  inflame  him  to  the  irar ; 
While  he  of  Moussa's  creed  saw,  in  that  ray. 
The  glorious  Light  which,  in  his  freedom's  day, 
Had  rested  on  the  Ark?,  and  now  again 
Shone  ont  to  bless  the  breaking  of  his  chain. 

**  To  victory !"  is  at  once  the  cry  of  all — 
Nor  stands  Mokanna  loit'ring  at  that  call ; 
But  instant  the  huge  gates  are  flung  aside, 
And  forth,  like  a  (Uminutive  moontun-tide 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  they  speed  their  oomie 
Right  on  into  the  Moslem's  mighty  force. 
The  watchmen  of  the  camp, -»  who,  in  their  naak, 
Had  paus'd,  and  ev'n  forgot  the  punctoal  soaads 
Of  the  small  drum  with  which  they  ooontthe  ai|^* 
To  gaze  upon  that  supernatural  light, — 
Now  sink  beneath  an  unexpected  arm,  j 

And  in  a  death-groan  give  their  last  alarm.  ' 

"  On  for  the  lamps,  that  light  yon  lofty  sereeD,*  I 
"  Nor  blunt  your  blades  with  massacre  so  Biesn :  | 
**  77i^«  rests  the  Caliph — speed— one  Inckylsaee  | 
'*  May  now  achieve  mankind's  deltTerance."  ■ 
Desp*rate  the  die — such  as  they  only  east,  1 

Who  venture  for  a  world,  and  stake  their  bst 
But  Fate's  no  longer  with  him— blade  for  Uads    I 
Springs  up  to  meet  them  thro*  the  glinmi'ruig  dnde.  | 


they  say  there  is  a  well,  lo  which  the  appeanuc*  of  the  BDOi 
is  to  be  seen  night  and  day." 

«  "  II  amusa  pendant  deax  mob  !•  people  dt  h  tflb  * 
Nekhscheb,  en  faisant  sorUr  tontea  tea  doIU  da  tad  £» 
puits  un  corps  lumineux  terabliible  fc  la  Lua»,  qui 
luraidrejusqu'i  la  distance  depluilrartiiiiUaa.'*— 
Hence  he  was  called  Saiendehnuh,  or  the  K 

7  The  Shechinah.  called  Sakinat  hi  the 
Note,  chap.  ii. 

"  The  parts  of  the  night  are  made  knowB  Mwdllrl^ 

ruments  of  music,  as  by  the  rounds  of  tte  waSdaMnwIk 


struments 

cries  and  small  drums.— See  Bmr^r'i 

p.  119. 

»  The  Serrapurda,  high  tcreeaa  oTred  dolh, 
cane,  used  to  enclose  a  conslderabte 
tents..—  Sotes  <m  the  BakardammA, 

The  tents  of  Princes  were  generalijr  01 

tells  us  that  the  tent  of  the  Bej  of  Olift  was 
fh>m  the  other  tenta  by  forty  hntems  bolag 
it.  —  See  Harmer'%  ObseivetteM  oa  Job. 


■dL 


ttti^' 
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And,  as  the  clash  is  heard,  ne-w  legions  soon 
Poor  to  the  spot,  like  bees  of  Kauzeroon  i 
To  the  shrill  timbreVs  summons, — till,  at  length. 
The  mighty  camp  swarms  out  in  all  its  strength. 
And  back  to  Nekshkb's  gates,  coYcring  the  plain 
With  random  slaughter,  drives  the  adyenturous 

train; 
Among  the  last  of  whom  the  Silver  Veil 
Is  seen  glitt'ring  at  times,  like  the  white  sail 
Of  some  t068*d  vessel,  on  a  stormj  night. 
Catching  the  tempest's  momentary  light  1 

And  hath  not  this  brought  the  proud  spirit  low  ? 
Nor  dash*d  his  brow,  nor  check*d  his  daring  ?  No. 
Though  half  the  wretches,  whom  at  night  he  led 
To  thrones  and  vict'ry,  lie  disgraced  and  dead. 
Yet  morning  hears  him  with  unshrinking  crest, 
Still  vaunt  of  thrones,  and  vict*ry  to  the  rest ;  — 
And  they  believe  him !— oh,  the  lover  may 
Distrust  that  look  which  steals  his  soul  away ; — 
The  babe  may  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
With  Heaven's  rainbow  ; — alchymists  may  doubt 
The  shining  gold  their  crucible  gives  out ; 
Bat  Faith,  fimatic  Faith,  once  wedded  fast 
To  some  dear  £dsehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last. 

And  well  the*  Impostor  knew  all  lures  and  arts. 
That  Lucifer  e'er  taught  to  tangle  hearts ; 
Nor,  'mid  these  last  bold  workings  of  his  plot 
Against  men's  souls,  is  Zelica  forgot 
Ill-fated  Zelica  I  had  reason  been 
Awake,  through  half  the  horrors  thou  hast  seen, 
Thuu  never  could'st  have  borne  it — Death  had  come 
At  once,  and  taken  thy  wrung  spirit  home. 
But  'twas  not  so  —  a  torpor,  a  suspense 
Of  thought,  almost  of  life,  came  o'er  the  intense 
And  passionate  struggles  of  that  fearful  night, 
W*hen  her  last  hope  of  peace  and  heav'n  took  flight : 
And  though,  at  times,  a  gleam  of  frenzy  broke, — 
As  through  some  dull  volcano's  vale  of  smoke 


'  "  From  the  grores  of  orange  tree*  at  Kauzeroon  the  bees 
cull  a  celebrated  honey."—  Morier's  Travels. 

<  **  A  custom  stiU  fubsUting  at  this  day,  seems  to  me  to 
prove  that  the  Egyptians  formerly  sacrificed  a  young  virgin 
to  the  God  of  the  Nile ;  for  they  now  make  a  statue  of  earth 
in  Bhape  of  a  girl,  to  which  they  give  the  name  of  the  Be- 
frothed  Bride,  and  throw  it  into  the  river."  —  Savary. 

*  That  they  knew  the  secret  of  the  Greek  fire  among  tlie 
Mussulmans  early  In  the  eleventh  century,  appears  from  /Jour's 
Accouut  of  Bfamood  I.  "  When  he  arrived  at  Mouitan, 
ftodlng  that  the  country  of  the  Jits  was  defended  by  great 
rivers,  he  ordered  fifteen  hundred  boats  to  be  built,  each  of 
which  be  armed  with  six  Iron  spikes,  projecting  from  their 
prows  and  sidea,  to  prevent  their  being  hoarded  by  the  enemy, 
who  werr  very  expert  in  that  kind  of  war.  When  he  had 
launched  this  fleet,  he  ordered  twenty  archers  into  each  boat, 
■Ml  Ave  others  with  fire-balls,  to  burn  the  craft  of  the  Jits, 
and  naphtha  to  set  the  whole  river  on  fire." 

~  su<rr,  too,  in  Indian  poems  the  Instrument  of 


Ominous  flashings  now  and  then  will  start, 
Which  show  the  fire's  still  busy  at  its  heart; 
Yet  was  she  mostly  wrapp'd  in  solemn  gloom, — 
Not  such  as  Azim's,  broodmg  o'er  its  doom. 
And  calm  without,  as  is  the  brow  of  death, 
While  busy  worms  are  gnawing  underneath— 
But  in  a  blank  and  pulseless  torpor,  free 
From  thought  or  pain,  a  seal'd-up  apathy, 
Which  left  her  oft,  with  scarce  one  living  thrill, 
The  cold,  pale  victim  of  her  tort'rer's  wilL 

Again,  as  in  Merou,  he  had  her  deck'd 
Gorgeously  out,  the  Priestess  of  the  sect ; 
And  led  her  glitt'ring  forth  before  the  eyes 
Of  his  rude  train,  as  to  a  sacrifice, — 
Pallid  as  she,  the  young,  devoted  Bride 
Of  the  fierce  Nile,  when,  deck'd  in  all  the  pride 
Of  nuptial  pomp,  she  sinks  into  his  tide.^ 
And  while  the  wretched  maid  hung  down  her  head, 
And  stood,  as  one  just  risen  from  the  dead. 
Amid  that  gazing  crowd,  the  fiend  would  tell 
His  credulous  slaves  it  was  some  charm  or  spell 
Possess'd  her  now, — and  from  that  darken'd  trance 
Should  dawn  ere  long  their  Faith's  deliverance. 
Or  if,  at  times,  goaded  by  guilty  shame. 
Her  soul  was  rous'd,  and  words  of  wildness  came, 
Instant  the  bold  blasphemer  would  translate 
Her  ravings  into  oracles  of  fate. 
Would  hail  Heav'n's  signals  in  her  flashing  eyes. 
And  call  her  shrieks  the  language  of  the  skies! 

But  vain  at  length  his  arts — despair  is  seen 
Gath'ring  around  ;  and  famine  comes  to  glean 
All  that  the  sword  bad  left  unreap'd  :  —  in  vain 
At  mom  and  eve  across  the  northern  plain 
He  looks  impatient  for  the  promis'd  spears 
Of  the  wild  Hordes  and  Tartar  mountaineers ; 
They  come  not — while  his  fierce  beleaguerers 

pour 
Engines  of  havoc  in,  unknown  before,' 


Fire,  whose  fiame  cannot  be  extinguished,  is  supposed  to 
signify  the  Greek  Fire.  — See  lVilk$'%  South  of  India,  vol.  i. 

p.  471 And  in  the  curious  Javan  poem,  the  Brata  Yndha 

given  by  Sir  SUin^ford  Rinffies  in  his  History  of  Java,  we  find, 
"  He  aimed  at  the  heart  of  So6ta  with  the  sharp-pointed 
W^eapon  of  Fire." 

The  mention  of  gunpowder  as  in  use  among  the  Arabians, 
long  before  its  supposed  discovery  in  Europe,  is  Introduced  by 
Ebn  Fadhl,  the  Egyptian  geographer,  who  lived  in  the  thir- 
teenth century.  "  Bodies,"  he  says,  "  in  the  form  of  scor- 
pions, bound  round  and  filled  witli  nitrous  powder,  glide 
along,  making  a  gentle  noise ;  then,  exploding,  they  lighten, 
AS  it  were,  and  bum.  But  there  are  others  which,  cast  into  the 
air,  stretch  along  like  a  cloud,  roaring  horribly,  as  thunder 
roars,  and  on  all  sides  vomiting  out  flames,  burst,  burn,  and 
reduce  to  cinders  whaicter  comes  in  their  way."  The  his- 
torian Ben  AbdcUla,  in  speaking  of  the  sieges  of  Abulualid  in 
the  year  of  the  Hegira  712,  says,  "  A  fiery  globe,  by  means  of 
combustible  matter,  with  a  mighty  noise  suddenly  emitted. 
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And  tioirible  us  new  i ; — javelins.  Ihat  6j 
Eawreulb'd  villi  smoky  flames  through  the  dark 

And  rtd-hol  globci.  that,  optntng  m  Ibc;'  moant. 
Discharge,  as  iroia  a  kindled  Naphtha  fount,' 
Show'rs  or  CDiiBiuniDg  Are  o'er  all  belov. 
Looking,  u  ihrougli  the'  illumin'd  nighl  th^r  SDi 
Like  Ihnae  wild  blrda'thnt  bj  the  Maginnt  oft, 
Al  feslinl)  of  Are,  yare  lent  aloCl 

I  the  ur,  with  blaiiag  fuggaU  tied 
To  their  huge  winga,  scall'riDg  comboition  wide. 
All  night  the  gruaoB  of  wretches  who  exjiire, 
lu  sgony,  beneath  thete  darta  of  Sre, 
RiDg  through  the  city  —  whQe,  dvecetiding  o'tr 
lu  shrines  aad  domes  and  streets  of  sycamore,  — 
Ila  lone  baznrx.  with  Ibeir  bngbl  clotlu  of  gold. 
Since  the  lost  peaceful  pageant  left  uaroU'd. — 

beanleouB  marble  baths,  whose  idle  jtM 
Now  gush  with  blood,  —  and  iU  tall  minarets, 
Tbat  Isle  havo  stood  up  in  the  ev'oing  glare 
Of  llie  red  snn,  nnhaliow'd  by  a  pmyer; — 
O'trr  each,  in  turn,  the  dreadful  fiume-bolcs  fall, 
And  death  and  conflagruiioa  throughout  all 
The  dvsolate  city  hold  high  ftslival ! 

MuKAHKi  sees  the  world  ii  hii  Domore;  — 
One  sting  at  parting,  and  his  grssp  i>  o'er. 
"  What]  drooping  nowP" — thus, with uabluabing 

Be  hails  the  few,  who  jet  can  b«ir  him  sp«ak. 
Of  all  those  famish'd  bIbtpb  around  him  lying. 
And  by  the  light  of  blazing  temples  dying;  — 
"  What  1 — drooping  now?  —  now,  when  at  length 

"  Home  o'er  the  very  threshold  of  sDccesB ; 
"  When  Au.A  IVom  our  ranks  hatb  tliimi'd  away 
"  Those  grosser  branches,  that  kept  out  his  tay 
"  Of  (avour  from  us,  and  we  stand  at  length 
*'  Heirs  of  bis  light  and  children  of  his  strengtb, 
*'  The  chosen  few,  who  shall  survive  the  &dl 
"  Of  Kings  and  Thronel,  triumphant 


i 


"  Have  you  then  lost,  weak 

"  All  faith  inhim.who  was  your  Light,  yoail 

■■  Have  jou  forgot  the  eye  of  glory,  hid 

'■  Beneulh  this  Veil,  the  flashing  of  whoi 

"  Could,  like  a  snn-Btroke  of  the  d<«crt,  withn 

"  Millions  of  such  as  yonder  Chief  brings  huhu! 

"  Long  have  lis  lightnings  slept  —  bw  long— bS 

"  A 11  earth  shall  feel  the'  UBveiliog  of  Ihii  lira* ! 
"  To-night  — yes,  sainted  men  I  this  «cry  night, 
"  I  bid  yon  all  to  a  fair  festal  rite, 
"  Where — having  deep  refresh'd  each  wear)  U 
"  With  viands,  such  as  feast  Hcav'n'i  cbnutiai. 
"  And  kindled  np  your  souls,  now  sank  and  Im, 
"  With  that  pure  wine  the  Dark-ey'd  Maids  ihm 
"  Keep,  seal'd  with  precious  mask,  for  those  ibrj 

"  1  will  myself  uncurtain  in  your  si^it 
"  The  wonders  of  this  brow's  ineSable  light; 
"  Then  lead  you  forth,  and  with  a  wink  dJ 
"  Yon  myriads,  howling  Ihrongh  the  m 


Eager  (hey  listen — while  each 
New  life  into  their  chill'd  and  hope-sick 
Such  treach'rous  life  as  the  cool  draught 
To  him  upon  the  stake,  who  drinks  and  dies  I 
Wildly  they  point  their  lances  to  the  light 
Of  the  fast  unking  sun,  and  sboul  "  To-iiij^l' 
"  To-night."  their  Chief  re-echoes  in  a  vmo 
OfGcnd-like  mock'ry  that  bids  hell  rtjoioe. 
Deluded  victims  I  —  never  hath  this  earth 
Seen  mourning  half  so  moumftU  as  tbeir  mirtL 
Hrre,  to  the  few,  whose  iron  names  had  stou 
This  racking  waste  of  famine  nod  ofbluod. 
Faint,  dying  wretches  clung,  from  whom  tbf  (boat 
Of  triumph  tike  a  maniac's  laugh  broke  out : — 
There,  others,  lighted  by  the  smouMriDg  fire, 
Danc'd.  like  wan  ghosts  about  a  funeral  pyrc^ 
Among  the  dead  and  dying,  strvw'd  aroond ;  — 
While  some  pole  wretch  look'd  un,  and  from  li> 


i 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


345 


ry  dart  by  which  he  bled, 
xnt  way'd  it  o'er  his  head ! 

an  midnight  now — a  fearfiil  pause 
•  long  shonts,  the  wild  applause, 
.  those  Royal  Gardens  burst, 
1  demon  held  his  feast  accurst, 
lias,  poor  ruin*d  heart, 
loom'd  to  bear  its  part  I — 
tie  banquet  by  a  slave, 
luiv'ring  lip  the  summons  gave, 
hough  the  shadows  of  the  grave 
t)uud,  and,  ere  he  could  repeat 
)ugh,  fell  lifeless  at  her  feet ! 
rent — a  soul-felt  pang  of  fear, 
ler  own  dark  doom  was  near, 
ing,  and  brought  Reason  back 
rithe  her  last  upon  the  rack, 
tranquil — ev*n  the  foe  had  ceas'd, 
lat  demoniac  feast, 
emd  though  the  heav'ns  look*d  red, 
distant  conflagration's  spread, 
tops — she  listens — dreadful  tone! 
tor's  laugh — and  now,  a  groan. 
Mm  comes  with  it : — can  this  be 
th,  the  bower  of  revelry  ? 
ly  Ai.T.A,  what  a  sight 
i  her !     By  the  glimm'ring  light 
I,  mix'd  with  the  flare  of  brands 
burning,  dropp'd  from  lifeless 

d,  in  splendid  mockery  spread, 
athing — garlands  overhead  — 
-ups,  firom  which  they  late  had 

,  but  — ^what  had  been  the  draught  ? 
sk,  that  saw  those  livid  guests, 
n  heads  sunk  black'ning  on  their 

\o  Ileav'n  with  glassy  glare, 
t  but  saw  no  mercy  there ; 
ough  poison  rack'd  them  through, 
llier  torment  of  the  two  ! 
bravest,  hardiest  in  the  train 
ief,  who  on  the  battle- plain 
death  with  transport  by  his  side, 
[pless  grasp'd ;  —  but,  as  they  died, 
vengeance  with  their  eyes'  last 

slackening  hand  at  him  in  vain. 

i  to  see  the  ghastly  stare, 
f  horror  and  despair, 

believe  each  of  the  numerous  lolitudes 
mntrj  to  be  inhabited  by  a  lonely  demon, 
iboolee  Beeabau,  or  Spirit  of  the  Watte. 
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Which  some  of  these  expiring  victims  cast 
Upon  their  souls'  tormentor  to  the  last ; — 
Upon  that  mocking  Fiend,  whose  veil,  now  rais'd, 
Show'd  them,  as  in  death's  agony  they  gaz'd. 
Not  the  long  promis'd  light,  the  brow,  whose 

beaming 
Was  to  come  forth,  all  conqu'ring,  all  redeeming. 
But  features  horribler  than  Hell  e'er  trac'd 
On  its  own  brood ; — no  Demon  of  the  Waste,  i 
No  church-yard  Ghole,  caught  ling'ring  in  the 

light 
Of  the  blest  sun,  e'er  blasted  human  sight 
With  lineaments  so  foul,  so  fierce  as  those 
The'  Impostor  now,  in  grinning  mock'ry,  shows:  — 
**  There,  ye  wise  Saints,  behold  your  Light,  your 

Star— 
"  Te  would  be  dupes  and  victims,  and  ye  are. 
"  Is  it  enough  ?  or  must  I,  while  a  thrill 
Lives  in  your  sapient  bosoms,  cheat  you  still  ? 
Swear  that  the  burning  death  ye  feel  within 
**  Is  but  the  trance  with  which  IIeav'n*s  joys 

begin; 
**  That  this  foul  visage,  foul  as  e'er  disgrac'd 
**  £v*n  monstrous  man,  is — after  God's  own  taste ; 
**  And  that — but  see! — ere  I  have  half-way  said 
**  My  greetings  through,  the'  nncourteous  souls  are 

fled. 
**  Farewell,  sweet  spirits !  not  in  vain  ye  die, 
**  If  Eblis  loves  you  half  so  well  as  I. — 
Ha,  my  young  bride ! — 'tis  well — take  thou  thy 

seat ; 
Nay  come — no  shuddering  —  didst  thou  never 

meet 
The  Dead  before? — they  grac'd  our  wedding, 

sweet ; 
And  these,  my  guests  to-night,  have  brimm'd  so 

true 
Their  parting  cups,  that  thou  shalt  pledge  one  too. 
But — how  is  this? — all  empty  ?  all  drunk  up? 
Hot  lips  have  been  before  thee  in  the  cup, 
"  Young  bride — yet  stay  —  one  precious  drop  re- 
mains, 
Enough  to  warm  a  gentle  Priestess'  veins ;  — 
Here,  drink — and  should  thy  lover's  conqu'ring 

arms 
Speed  hither,  ere  thy  lip  lose  all  its  charms, 
"  Give  him  but  half  this  venom  in  thy  kiss, 
"  And  m  forgive  my  haughty  rival's  bliss  I 

"  For  me  —  I  too  must  die  —  but  not  like  these 
"  Vile,  rankling  things,  to  fester  in  the  breeze  ; 
**  To  have  this  brow  in  ruffian  triumph  shown, 
"  With  all  death's  grinmess  added  to  its  own. 

They  often  illustrate  the  wildne»«  of  any  »cqur»tcred  tribe,  by 
laying,  they  are  wild  as  the  Demon  of  the  Waste."— £7pAm- 
stone's  Caubul. 
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"  And  rot  to  diul  beneath  tbe  tiunting  ejec 

"  or  bIitcs,  exclaiming. '  There  his  Godship  liM  !' 

"  No — cun«d  race — ainci-  first  m}'  bouI    drew 

breath, 
"  They've  been  my  dupes,  and  akall  be  ev'n  in 


tiird;  — I 
"  There  vill  I  plunge  me  in  that  liquid  flame  — 
"  Kit  balb  to  lave  a  dying  Pmpbet's  frame!  — 
"  There  perish,  nil  —  ere  pulse  of  thine  shall  fail — 
"  Nor  leave  one  limb  to  tell  maDkind  the  talc. 
"  So  shall  my  rotaries,  wheresoe'er  ihey  rave, 
"  Pmclsiiii  thai  Hcuv'n  looli  back   the  Saint  it 

guvei  — 
"  That  Tve  but  Tanieh'd  from  this  earth  awhile, 
"  Tu  cume  again,  with  bright,  miahronded  smile  I 
"  80  Khali  Ihey  build  mo  allara  in  their  xeal, 
"  Where  knaves  shall  ininiBler,  nnd  foola  shall 

kneel : 
-  Where  Faith  may  mutter  o'er  her  mystie  spell. 
"  Written  in  blood — and  Bigotry  may  swell 
"  Tbe  sail  he  spreads  for  Heav'n  with  blails  fh>m 

belli 
"  So  shall  my  banner,  through  long  ages,  be 
"  The  rallying  sign  of  fraud  and  anarcliy  1  — 
"  King*  yet  unborn  shall  rue  Mokakna'b  name, 
"  And.  Ihoogb  I  die,  my  spirit,  slill  the  same, 
"  Shall  walk  abroad  in  oil  the  stormy  strife, 
"  And  guilt,  and  blood,  that  were  its  bliss  in  life. 
"  Bot,   hark  I  their  batt'ring  engine  shakes  the 

wall  — 
"  Why,  tel  it  shake— Ihiia  I  can  brovc  them  all, 
"  No  trace  of  me  shall  greet  them,  when  thev  eome. 
"  And  1  can  Irusl  thy  faith,  for— ihou'lt  be  dumb. 
••  Now  mark  how  readily  ■  wretch  like  me, 
I  one  bold  plunge  commences  Deity  !" 


Re  sprung  and  sunk,  as  the  Last  words  were 

Quick  rios'd  the  burniug  waters  o'er  his  head. 

And  Zeuci  wa<  Iclt — within  the  ring 

Of  those  wide  walls  the  only  living  thing  ; 

Tlie  only  wretched  one.  still  eurs'd  with  breath, 

In  «11  that  IHghtTul  wilderness  of  death  1 

More  like  some  bloodless  ghost — such  as,  they  tell, 

la  the  Lone  Cities  of  the  Silent '  dwell. 

And  there,  unseen  of  all  but  AiJ.*.  tit 

Each  by  its  own  pule  carcass,  watching  iL 
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is  op,  and  a  fresh 
Throughout  the  camp  of  the  beleagoerers. 
Their  globes  of  fire  (the  dread  artill'ry  leM 
By  GnEECB  to  conqu'ring  Mibadi)  are  speal 
And  now  the  seorpioo'i  shaft,  the  qaarry  Mat 
From  high  IkiUbIsls,  nod  the  shielded  Ihnmg 
Of  soldiers  swinging  (he  huge  rnm  aloag, 
All  speak  the'  impalient  Islamiti'' 
To  try,  at  length,  if  lower  and  hBlllemcnt 
And  bustion'd  wall  be  not  less  hard  lo  wi^ 
Loci  tough  to  break  down  Ibaa  the  hoi 
First  in  impatience  and  in  toil  is  be, 
Tbe  burning  Azim — oh!  could  be  faal 
The'  Impostor  once  alive  within  his  gr. 
Not  tbe  gaunt  lion's  hug,  nor  boa'a  ckai 
Could  match  that  gripe  of  vengealioc,  or  kMp| 
With  the  tall  heartiness  of  Ilate's  embnee! 


n  B^nst  ibc  Willi  1 
a  buttress  OUa, 
Bnt  still  no  breach — "Once more,  one mighlf  trof 
"  Of  all  your  beams,  together  ihuodcringl" 
There — the  wall   shakes  —  tbe   shouting  Boop 

eiult, 
"  Quick,  quick  diKharge  your  wcigbbcst  taltftk 
"  Right  on  that  spot,  and  Neksber  it  our  en  I' 
'Tis  done — tbe  banlemenls  come  crashing  ian. 
And  (he  huge  wall,  by  that  stroke  riv*n  in  iwe. 
Yawning,  like  some  old  crater,  rent  nlipw. 
Shows  the  dim,  desolate  city  smokii^g  thmuglL 
But  sinmge!  no  signs  of  life  —  nought  living  sM 
Above,  below — what  con  this  stillnea  metn' 
A  minute's  pause  suspends  all  hearts  and  ejM— 
"  In  through  the  breach,"  impeinous  Ana  ciitai 
Bui  the  cool  Cauph,  fearful  of  so 
In  Ibis  blank  stillness,  checks  ibc  troops  n 
Just  then,  a  figure,  with  slow  stPp,  adTl 
Forth  from  the  ruin'd  wails,  and.  ai  then  $ 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  ail  eyes  could  see 
The  well-known  Silver  Veil  J—-  Tis  Be,  ^  Hs 
"  MoKAiJNi.  and  alone  I "  they  shoot  apouad; 
Youug  Aiiufrom  his  steed  springs  to  Ibrpeand- 
"  Mine.  Holy  Caliph  !  m 
"  To  crush  yon  daring  wretch  —  'tis  all  lii 
Eager  be  darts  to  meet  ll     " 
Who  still  across  wide  heaps  of  rtiio  slow 
And  fUteringly  comes,  till  they  are  ni 
Then,  with  a  bound,  rushes  on  Aaui's 
And.  casting  dS  the  Veil  in  fldling,  a 
Oh !— 'tis  his  Zsuci's  life-blood  th»t  Si 
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It  not,  Azm,"  soothingly  she  said, 
trembling  arm  she  lean*d  her  head, 
Qg  in  his  face,  saw  anguish  there 
woonds  the  quiy'ring  flesh  can  bear — 
lot  ihou  shonldst  have  the  pain  of  this  :  — 
death,  with  thee  thos  tasted,  is  a  bliss 
)uldst  not  rob  me  of,  didst  thou  but 
w, 

Fve  pray'd  to  God  I  might  die  so  I 
*iend*s  yenom  was  too  scant  and  slow ;  — 
r  on  were  maddening — and  I  thought 
iat  Veil — nay,  look  not  on  it — caught 
of  your  fierce  soldiery,  I  should  be 
f  a  thousand  death-darts  instantly, 
is  sweeter — oh !  belieye  me,  yes  — 
lot  change  this  sad,  but  dear  caress, 
th  within  thy  arms  I  would  not  give 
nost  smiling  life  the  happiest  live ! 
stood  dark  and  drear  before  the  eye 
ray'd  soul,  is  passing  swiftly  by ; 
omes  o*er  me  from  those  looks  of  loTe, 
first  dawn  of  mercy  from  above ; 
ty  lips  but  tell  me  Fm  forgiy'n, 
ill  echo  the  blest  words  in  Heav'n ! 
my  AziM ;  —  oh !  to  call  thee  mine 
;e  again !  my  Azm  — dream  diyine ! 
bou  ever  loY*dst  me,  if  to  meet 
ICA  hereafter  would  be  sweet, 
to  pray  for  her — to  bend  the  knee 
and  night  before  that  Deity, 
1  pare  lips  and  hearts  without  a  stain, 
are,  Azim,  never  breath'd  in  vain, — 
r  that  He  may  pardon  her, — may  take 
on  on  her  soul  for  thy  dear  sake, 
ght  remembVing  but  her  love  to  thee, 
r  all  thine,  all  His,  eternally ! 
we  happy  fields  where  first  we  twin'd 
hful  hearts  together — every  wind 
ets  thee  there,   fresh  from  the  well- 
wn  flow*rs, 

g  the  sweetness  of  those  innocent  hours 
hy  souL,  and  thou  may*st  feel  again 
)oor  Zexica  as  thou  didst  then, 
hy  orisons,  like  dew  that  flies 
'n  upon  the  morning's  sunshine,  rise 
love's  earliest  ardour  to  the  skies ! 
lid  they — but,  alas,  my  senses  fail  — 
DC  minute  ! — should  thy  prayers  pre- 


cbrity  of  MazAgong  is  owing  to  its  mangoes, 
tAinlj  the  best  fruit  I  ever  tasted.  The  parent- 
ich  all  tbote  of  this  species  have  been  grafted,  is 
ing  the  fruiUseason  by  a  guard  of  sepoys ;  and, 
f  Shah  Jehan,  couriers  were  stationed  between 
Mahratta  coast,  to  secure  an  abundant  and  fresh 
ingoea  for  the  rofal  table."  —  Mrs.  Grakam't 
Residence  in  India. 


**  If  pardon'd  souls  may,  {W>m  that  World  of  Bliss, 
*'  Reveal  their  joy  to  those  they  love  in  this — 
'*  m  come  to  thee — in  some  sweet  dream — and 

tell— 
"  Oh  Heav'n — I  die — dear  love!  farewell,  fare- 
well" 

Time  fleeted — years  on  years  had  pass*d  away. 
And  few  of  those  who,  on  that  mournful  day. 
Had  stood,  with  pity  in  their  eyes,  to  see 
The  maiden's  death,  and  the  youth's  agony, 
Were  living  still — when,  by  a  rustic  grave. 
Beside  the  swift  Amoo's  transparent  wave. 
An  aged  man,  who  had  grown  aged  there 
By  that  lone  grave,  morning  and  night  in  prayer. 
For  the  last  time  knelt  down — and,  though  the 

shade 
Of  death  hung  dark'ning  over  him,  there  play'd 
A  gleam  of  rapture  on  his  eye  and  cheek. 
That  brighten'd  even  Death — like  the  last  streak 
Of  intense  glory  on  the'  horizon's  brim. 
When  night  o'er  all  the  rest  hangs  chill  and  dim. 
His  soul  had  seen  a  Vision,  while  he  slept ; 
She,  for  whose  spirit  he  had  pray'd  and  wept 
So  many  years,  had  come  to  him,  all  drest 
In  angel  smiles,  and  told  him  she  was  blest ! 
For  this  the  old  man  breath'd  his  thanks,  and 

died. — 
And  there,  upon  the  banks  of  that  lov'd  tide. 
He  and  his  Zelica  sleep  side  by  side. 


The  story  of  the  Veiled  Prophet  of  Elhorassan 
being  ended,  they  were  now  doomed  to  hear 
Fadladeen's  criticisms  upon  it  A  series  of 
disappointments  and  accidents  hud  occurred  to 
this  learned  Chamberlain  during  the  journey. 
In  the  first  place,  those  couriers  stationed,  as  in 
the  reign  of  Shah  Jehan,  between  Delhi  and 
the  Western  coast  of  India,  to  secure  a  constant 
supply  of  mangoes  for  the  Royal  Table,  had, 
by  some  cruel  irregularity,  failed  in  their  duty  ; 
and  to  eat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong 
was,  of  course,  impossible.'  In  the  next  place, 
the  elephant,  laden  with  his  fine  antique  porce- 
lain^, had,  in  an  unusual  Ht  of  liveliness,  shat- 

3  This  old  porcelain  is  found  in  digging,  and  "if  it  is  es- 
teemed, it  is  not  because  it  has  acquirc-d  any  new  degree  of 
beauty  in  the  earth,  but  because  it  has  retained  its  ancient 
beauty  i  and  this  alone  is  of  great  importance  in  China.  whcr« 
they  give  large  sums  for  the  smallest  vessels  which  were  xi»v^ 
under  the  Emperors  Yan  and  Chun,  who  reigned  maiiy  a^ea 
before  the  dynasty  of  Tang,  at  which  time  porcelain  began  to 
be  used  by  the  Emperors"  (about  the  year  442).  — ^•**'»*« 
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tend  the  whole  set  to  pieces: — an  irreparable 
US  muiy  of  the  vessels  were  bo  cxquJEitely 
as  to  bflvti  been  osed  nndt^r  tiiiT  Emptfrors 
and  CbuD,  who  reigned  lusay  ages  before 
the  dyoMlj  of  Tung.  Hi»  Komn,  loo,  Bup- 
poeed  to  be  ihe  identieBl  copy  betwif^a  the 
leaves  nf  which  Mahomet'!  rnvonrile  pigeon 
.  to  nestle,  had  been  mislaid  by  bis  Kontn- 
er  three  whole  days;  not  vtithont  much 
■pirimal  aterm  to  Viiit.i.tit,t,n,  wbo,  though 
professing  to  hold  with  olber  loyal  nnd  orthodox 
Muisulnuinf,  that  salvation  conld  only  be  found 
I  the  Koran,  was  strongly  suspected  of  believ- 
ig  in  his  heart,  thai  it  could  only  be  found  in 
his  own  particulM  copy  of  it.  When  lo  all 
these  grievances  is  added  the  obstinacy  of  the 
LS,  in  putting  the  pepper  of  Canara  into  his 
dishes  instead  of  the  cinuamon  of  Serendib,  we 
may  easily  suppose  that  he  cnme  to  the  task  of 
"  "ci>m  with,  at  least,  a  sufficient  degree  of 
irritability  for  the  purpose. 

"  In  order,"  said  he,  importantly  swinging  about 
his  chaplet  of  pearls,  "  to  convey  with  clearness 
iny  opinioti  of  the  story  thityoongiiuui  has  related, 
it  u  neeessary  to  lake  a  review  of  all  the  stories 

that  have  ever "  —  "  My  good  FltiLADEEN  1 " 

exolaiiQFd  the  FrineesE,  intcrrupling  him,  "  we 
really  do  not  deserve  that  you  should  give  yoUT' 
self  so  much  trouble.  Your  opinion  of  the  poem 
we  have  jnst  heard,  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  be 
nbimdontly  editing,  without  any  farther  waste  of 
your  valuable  erudition." — "  If  that  be  all,"  re- 
plied the  critic,  —  erideatly  mortified  at  not  being 
•Unwed  to  show  how  mnch  he  knew  about  every 
thing,  but  the  subject  immediately  before  him  — 
"  if  that  be  all  (hat  is  required,  the  matter  is  easily 
despolclied."  He  then  proceeded  to  atudyse  the 
poem,  in  that  strain  (so  well  known  to  the  unfor- 
tunate bards  of  Delhi),  whose  censures  were  on 
ctiou  fVoni  which  few  recoTered,  and  whose 
very  praises  were  like  the  houey  extracted  from 
~iu  bitter  flowers  of  the  aloe.  The  chief  persoD- 
;eE  of  the  story  were,  if  he  rightly  understood 
them,  an  ill-favoured  gentleman,  with  a  veil  over 
his  bee  i  —  a  yoaog  Isdy,  whose  reason  went  and 
mine,  nceording  as  it  suited  the  poet's  convenience 
:o  be  sensible  or  otherwise  ;  —  and  a  youth  la  one 
if  those  hideous  Buchorian  bonnets,  who  took  the 
afbresaid   gealletuan   in  a  veil   for  a  Divbity. 


"  From  sticb  matenala."  said  be,  "what  us  b> 
expected?  —  after  rivalling  each  other  in  Eia| 
speeches  and  absurdities,  through  some  thouiuA 
of  lines  as  indigestible  aa  the  fltberts  of  BaiM. 
our  Mend  in  the  veil  jnmpl  into  b  tub  of  ii|ui. 
fortis)  the  young  lady  dies  in  a  t«t  speech,  ttat 
only  recouimendatiou  is  that  it  is  her  bit :  sod  Ow 
lover  Utcs  on  to  a  good  old  age,  tor  the  Isudibli 
purpose  of  seeing  her  ghost,  which  he  at  Istl  hf 
pily  accomplishes,  and  expires.  This,  yM  till 
allow,  is  a  fair  stunmsiy  of  the  story  ;  nd  if 
Nasser,  the  Arabian  merchant,  told  no  belter,  nr 
Holy  Prophet  <to  whom  be  all  honour  and  gmrjl) 
had  no  ueed  to  be  jealous  of  his  sbillticj  for  uai]- 
telling."  I 

With  Tespect  to  the  style,  it  was  worthy  of  iM 
matter ;  —  it  hud  not  even  ihooc  politic  conliiiiaM 
of  structure,  wliieh  make  np  foi 
of  the  thoughts  by  the  peculiarity  of  the  o 
nor  that  stately  poetical  phraseology  by 
sentimeuls  mean  in  themselvea,  like  the 
smith's'  apron  converted  into  a  banner, 
easily  gilt  and  embroidered  i 
Then,  as  to  the  verification,  it  was,  in  a 
worse  of  it,  execrable :  it  had  neither  the  to] 
flow  of  Ferdosi,  the  sweetness  of  Hafei,  na 
■ententiona  march  of  Sadi ;  but  appeared  Ui 
ID  the  uneasy  heaviness  of  its  movements,  to 
been  modelled  upon  the  gait  of  a  very  tired 
medary,  The  licences,  loo,  in  which  it  iula 
were  on  pardonable  i — (br  instance  this  liM 
the  poem  abounded  with  such ; — 


"Whot  critic  that  can  count,"  mid  Fiw.iMB. 
"and  has  his  full  complement  of  finger*  to 
withal,  would  tolerate  fbr  an  instant  such  sjDiUe 
superfluities  ?"  — He  here  looked  round,  jud  (Un- 
covered that  most  of  his  audieoce  were  ssle^i 
while  the  glimmering  lamps  seemed  Ineltiwd  ta 
follow  their  example,  II  became  neceMtry,  ikw*- 
fore,  however  painM  to  himself,  lo  put  in  ml  U 
his  valuable  animadversions  for  tlw  present,  at 
he  accordingly  concluded,  with  an  air  of  digniM 
candonr,  thus: — "notwithstanding  the  olvffr- 
Rtions  which  I  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  ouU, 
it  is  by  no  means  my  wiili  to  discourage  the  J^f 
man  t— so  far  fMm  it,  indeed,  that  if  he  wW  M 
totally  alter  his  style  of  writing  and  thinkisg^  I 
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I  little  doubt  tb«t  I  thall  be  Ttitlj  pleased 


\ajt  clupacd,  after  this  haruDgue  of  the 
lamberlain,  before  Lalla  Rooeh  could 
a  ask  for  uuother  story.  The  youth  vos 
leome  gueat  ia  the  poTilinn — toon; heart, 
loo  dangeroaslj  welcome  ;  —  bat  all  men- 
Melry   wu,  ai   if  by  common    consent, 

Though  none  of  ihc  party  had  much 
IT  Fadladeen,  yet  his  eeiiBures,  thtu 
ally  delivered,  CTidenlly  made  an  impres- 
ihem  all.  The  Poet,  himself,  to  irhom 
wai  quite  a,  new  operation,  (being  wholly 

in  that  Paradise  of  the  Indies,  Cash- 
It  the  ihock  aa  it  is  generally  felt  at  fint. 
u  nude  it  more  tolerable  to  the  patient ; 
dies  began  to  suspect  that  they  ought  not 
u«d,  and  seemed  to  conclude  thai  there 
E  been  much  good  sease  in  what  Fadu- 
L  horn  it«  having  set  (hem  all  So  soundly 
—  while  the  self-complaceDt  Chamberlain 
o  triumph  in  the  idea  of  having,  for  the 
add  fiftieth  time  in  his  life,  eitiogoishcd 
LaLLa  RookB  alone  — and  I>oTe  knew 
Tsiited  in  being  delighted  with  all  she 
■6,  and  in  resolTlng  to  hear  more  as 
as  possible.  Her  manner,  however,  of 
-Ding  (o  the  SDbject  was  nnlucky.  It  was 
J  rested  during  the  beat  of  noon  near  a 
on  which  some  hand  bad  rudely  traced 
1-knowD  words  IVom  the  Carden  of  Sadi. 
y.  tike  me,  have  viewed  this  fountain,  but 
Eone.  and  their  eyes  are  cIoihnI  for  ever  ! " 
he  look  occasion,  from  the  melancholy 
'  this  paisage,  (o  dwell  upon  the  charms 


D  gem 


ral. 


'It  is 


,'  she  said,  *■  few 


;iA  unr  ■•(  the  MlpiiUtU»i  wu.  *-  that  he  ihauM 
liHiiK'll'iii  <i(  Iva  hunociTjr  ■Kniiluili  tunllnit 
n,  iHiMlnit  r«i>  coBiTWinl  of  (hi  frUhm  iif  Out 
firdkiir  (o  ffK  itnrtifi;  iif  h1«  IhiDll)'.' 


.~Thr  Humi 

,    Thr  >pl<nidi< 


— it  is  only  onee  in  many  ages  a  Genina  appear*, 
whose  words,  like  those  on  the  Written  Mountain, 
last  for eTeri;--but still  there  arc  some,  ai  de- 
lightful, perhaps,  though  not  so  wonderful,  who,  if 

not  stars  over  our  bead,  are  at  least  flowers  along 
our  path,  and  whose  sweetnesa  of  the  moment 
ought  gratBt^illy  to  inhale,  without  calling  upon 
theiD  for  a  brightness  and  a  durability  beyond 
their  oaturc.  In  short,"  continued  she,  bluahing, 
as  if  conscions  of  being  caught  in  an  oration, 
is  quite  cruel  that  a  poet  cannot  wander  through 
his  regions  of  enchantment,  without  having  a  ci 
for  ever,  like  the  old  Man  of  the  Sea,  upon  hit 
back  !"3  —  Fauladeen.  it  was  plain,  took  this  last 
luckless  allusion  to  himself,  and  vould  treasure  It 
up  in  his  mind  as  a  whetstone  for  his  next  criti- 
cism. A  sudden  silence  ensued ;  and  the  Princess, 
glancing  a  look  at  FEnAUORZ,  saw  plainly  she 
must  wait  for  a  more  conrsgeous  moment 

But  the  glories  of  Nature,  and  her  wild,  fragrant 
airs,  playing  freshly  over  the  current  of  youlhfUl 
spirits,  wilt  soon  heal  even  deeper  wounds  than 
the  dull  Fadlndeens  of  this  world  can  inflict. 
an  evening  or  two  after,  they  came  to  the  sr 
Valley  of  Gardens,  which  had  been  planted  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  for  his  favourite  sister 
Roebinara,  during  their  progress  to  Cashmere, 
some  years  befbre ;  and  never  was  there  a  more 
sparkling  assemblage  of  sweets,  since  the  Guliar- 
e-Irem,  or  Rose-bower  of  Irem.  Every  precious 
flower  was  there  to  t>e  found,  that  poclrv.  or  lore, 
or  religion,  has  ever  consecrated  i  f>om  the  dark 
hriclnth,  to  which  Hafez  compares  his  mistrt 
hair',  to  the  t'limalaUi,  by  whose  rosy  blossoms 
the  heaven  of  Indru  is  scented.'  As  they  ( 
in  the  cool  fragrance  of  this  delicious  spot,  and 
LAtj.A  RooKn  remarked  (hat  she  could  fancy  it 
the  abode  of  that  Flower-loving  Kjmph  nhom 


■ml  the  dsli-  otthelT  ji 
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Ihey  irOTBhip  id  the  temples  of  Kstbity',  or  of 
le  ot  those  Perk,  those  besDllM  creBtureE  of  the 
ur,  who  live  upon  petfumta.  and  tu  whiim  ■  place 
this  might  nnUie  same  amends  for  the  Paradise 
they  have  lost, — the  young  I'oet,  in  whose  ejti 
she  appeared.  wliQe  the  spoke,  to  be  one  of  the 
bright    ipinlunl   creatures    she  wns  describing. 
Slid  hesitalingly  that  he  remembered  a  Stor 
~(!ri,  vhich,  if  the  Princess  had  no  objec 
would  venture  to  relate.     "It  is,"  said   he, 
I  sn  appealing  look   to  Fadl-ideen,   "  i 
lighter  and  b ambler  strain  than  the  other  :"  then, 
striking  a  few  careless  bat  mtlancholy  cbonjB  o 
his  kit&r,  he  tbns  began :  — 


PARADISE  AND  THE  PERI. 

Onb  mom  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  diseonsobite  ; 
And  OS  she  listen'd  to  the  Springs 

C)f  Life  within,  like  music  flowing. 
And  caught  the  light  npon  her  wings 

Through  the  half-open  portal  glowing, 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e'er  linve  lost  that  glorious  place  I 

"  How  happy,"  eiclaim'd  this  cliild  of  air, 
"  Arc  the  holy  Spirits  who  wander  there, 

"  Mid  flowera  thai  never  shall  6de  or  fiill ; 
"  Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
"  And  the  Btare  tbcmseWei  bnve  flowers  fur  me, 

"  One  blossom  of  Heaven  oat- blooms  them  all  I 

"  Though  snnny  the  Lake  of  cool  Cashubue, 
"  With  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear,'' 

"  And  sweetly  the  fonnts  of  that  Valley  taU; 
••  Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  SiNo-au-a*T, 
"  And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray,' 
"  Yet — oh,  'lis  only  (he  Blest  can  say 

"  Howlhevatersof  HeBienautshinethem  all! 


"  Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  st 
"  From  world  to  lunuDons  worli),  as  far 

"  -As  the  unirene  spreads  its  flaming  wall : 
"  Take  all  the  pteasores  of  all  the  sphervs, 
"  And  multiply  each  tbrongh  eudleM  T^^H 

"  One  miante  of  Heaven  is  worth  ttiM^^f 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  was  keeping  ^^M 
The  gnlei  of  Light,  beheld  her  weepinj^^ 
And.  OS  lie  nearer  drew  and  lislen'd 
Tu  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glisten'd 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spny  [I 

Prom  Elden's  fount^n,  when  it  liet 
On  the  bine  flow'r,  which  —  Braminti 

Blooms  nowhere  but  in  ParMliie.* 

"  N  jmpb  of  a  fair  bat  erring  line ! " 
Gently  be  said  — "  One  hope  is  thine. 
"  Tb  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

"  The  Peri  yet  maii  he/orgiv'n 
"  WKo  bringK  to  thit  Elemil  gale 

"  Tilt  fiirt  Ihal  U  nott  dear  Id  Omv'h 
"  Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  nd  — 
"  'Tis  sweet  to  Ux  the  pardoo'd  id." 

Bapidly  as  cnmcla  run 

To  the'  embraces  of  the  Sun  ; — 
Fleeter  than  ilie  starry  brands 
Flung  at  night  from  angel  hands* 
At  those  dark  and  daring  sprites 
Who  would  climb  the*  empyreal  beigl 
Down  the  blue  vanit  the  Psm  flies. 

And.  lighted  earthward  by  a  glaook 
That  just  then  broke  from  moniin 

Hung  hov'riiig  o'er  onr  world's 

But  wbither  shall  the  Spirit  gu 
Tti  tind  this  gift  for  Heav'n? — "  I 
"  The  wealth,"  she  cries,  "  of  ererj  ■ 
"  In  which  nannmber'd  rubirs  buri 
"  Beneath  the  pillars  of  CBnjnuAi 
"  I  know  where  the  Islet  oT  Perfume 
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'  ■  bthom  down  in  the  im, 
e  MiUh  of  tnn-brighi  Aiubt  ; ' 
w,  too,  vhere  the  Genii  hid 
ewell'd  cup  of  tb«r  Kmg  J. 
Life's  eliiir  iparkliDg  high  — 
itU  like  these  are  not  for  the  aky. 
«  wai  there  ever  a  gem  thai  shone 
the  steps  of  Ali^'b  wonderfnl  Throne  ? 
he  Drops  of  Life — oh  •  what  would  thej  bt 
:  boundleu  Deep  of  EternitjP" 

Jiui  she  mns'd,  her  pinions  fann'd 
'  of  that  Rweet  Indian  landt 
air  is  balnii  whose  ocean  spreadi 
r«l  rocks,  and  amber  beds;' 
moantuns,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
wanu  snn,  with  diamonds  teem  ; 
rivnleta  are  like  rich  briden, 
with  gold  beneath  their  (ides ; 
sandal  groves  and  bow'rs  of  spice 
)e  a  Peri'i  Paradise ! 

human  hlood — the  smelt  of  death 
ecking  from  those  spiey  bow'rs, 
ID,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 
;led  his  taini  with  ey'ry  breath 
ed  from  the'  innocent  Aow'n. 
f  the  Snn !  what  foot  invades 
i^oda  and  thj  pillar'd  shades*  — 
vem  shrines,  and  Idol  stones, 
onarchs  and  their  thousand  Thrones?' 
■  of  GazkaS— fierce  in  wralh   ■ 
nme},  and  Jkuia's  diadems 
tter'd  in  his  ruinous  path. — 
iloodhoonds  he  adorns  with  gems, 
iim  Ihv  violated  necks 


Of  manja  joQDgand  lov'd  Sultana;' 
Haidena.  within  their  pure  Zenanai 
Priest*  in  the  very  fane  he  shiiightera, 
And  choaks  np  with  the  glilt'ring  wrecks 
Of  golden  shrines  Ihe  sacred  wateral 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gnse, 
And,  throQgh  the  war-field's  bloody  haie 
Behotds  a  youthful  wSTrior  stand. 

Alone  baude  his  native  river, — 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  Ihe  last  arrow  in  bis  quiver. 
"  Live,"  said  the  Conqu'ror,  "  live  to  share 
"  The  trophies  and  the  crowns  1  bearl" 
Silent  that  jonthfol  warrior  stood— 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country's  blood. 
Then  sent  hia  last  remaining  dart. 
For  answer,  to  the'  Invader's  heart. 

False  flew  the  shaft,  though  pointed  well ; 
The  Tyrant  liv'd,  the  Hero  fell!  — 
Yel  mark'd  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And,  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past. 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  liglil,  she  caught  the  last — 
Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed. 
Before  its  free-bom  spirit  fled  1 

"  Be  this,"  she  cried,  as  she  wing'd  her  flight, 
"  My  welcome  gift  at  the  Gates  of  LighL 
"  Though  foul  are  the  drops  thai  oft  distil 

"  On  the  tii'ld  of  warfare,  blood  like  this, 

"  For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  is," 
"  It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill, 

"  That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss ! 


In  lbeibTHnijiilpb|i  thtflrobrnFAlh  Ihc\rrd,ind- 
Vt^if  to  tlu  Indian  Oaat. 


dliplAyed  to  ttie  pcopir  h 


pnilc  In  mj  UM  of  Ihf  wnnl  UllCftJ 


r  Eut  \  bat  EhiHijib  I  cjuinnt,  fH  nmi 
h'i(eiitnrgiMlaiiilDDli]raFnie«hlrh  I 


sr  tInerlpttoD  and  |ilttr  tA  (be  lUn;vi-(rc 

I  Jnmenir-  trouiiro  Mamood  rEmmed 
be  jtv  400  prepared  a  ni4|ni11ccDt  fntlvi 
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"  Oh,  if  there  be,  on  ihii  eartlily  sphere, 

"  A.  boon,  nn  offering  lleav'n  holds  dear, 

"  'Til  th?  lui  libatinn  Libert;  draws 

"  From  Ibe  beiirt  thai  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her 


"  Sircel,''  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 

The  pft  iaio  his  radiant  hand, 
"  Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  Brave 

"  Who  die  thus  for  theiT  native  Land. — 
"  But  lee — alasl  —  the  crystal  bar 
"  Of  Eden  moves  not— holier  fti- 
"  Than  ev'o  this  drop  the  boon  must  he, 
"  That  opes  the  Gates  of  Hcsv'n  for  thee  \" 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted, 

Now  among  Afric's  lunar  Mountains, ' 
Far  10  the  South,  the  Peri  lighied ; 

And  sleek'd  her  plumog*  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egjptian  tide— whose  birth 
la  hidden  fhim  the  sane  of  earth 
Deep  In  those  solitary  woods. 
Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  Floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 
And  hail  the  newborn  Giant's  Hni!c.> 
Thence  over  Egipt's  palmy  groves, 

Her  grots,  aod  sepulchres  of  Kings,' 
The  exil'd  Spirit  Eighing  roves ; 
And  now  hangs  list'ning  to  the  doves 
In  warm  Bosetta's  vnle'— now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pcliCBns  that  break 
The  Diure  calm  of  Miems'  Lake.  * 
'Twos  a  fair  Bceae~a  Land  more  bright 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold  ! 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  saw  this  night 

Those  valleys  and  their  fraiu  of  gold 
Basking  in  Heav'n'g  serenest  light ; — 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-trees  bending 

Longiildl}'  ihclr  Icaf-crown'd  heads. 
Like  youthfVil  maids,  when  sleep  descending 

WuTDB  them  to  their  silken  beds  ;  — ° 

i-"rhcM0unulniart1.eH«m.otlbeMDnt«Lui>Bafutl- 


Those  virgin  IQies,  all  the  nigbt 

Bathing  their  beRuties  in  the  Ufce,  J 
That  they  may  rise  more  &esh  and  bl 

When  their  beloved  Sun's  EWake  ;■• 
Those  min'd  shrines  and  low'rs 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream  ; 

Amid  whose  tairy  lonelioei* 
Nought  hut  the  lapwing's  cry  is  heaif 
Nought  seen  bat  (when 
Fast  from  the  moan,  unsheath  it 
Some  purple-wing'd  Sultana'  sitting 

Upon  a  column,  motionless 
And  glitt'ring  like  an  Idol  bird  I  - 
Who  cnnld  have  thought,  that  there,  0) 
Amid  those  scenes  so  nill  and  lair. 
The  Demon  of  the  Plague  halh  cut 
Prom  his  hot  wing  a  dcmUier  hUsi, 
More  mortal  fiir  than  ever  came 
From  the  red  Desert's  sands  of  flwi 
So  quick,  that  ev'ry  living  thing 
Of  human  shape,  touch'd  by  his  ving. 
Like  plants,  where  the  Simoom  bath  past. 
At  once  falls  bUck  and  withering ! 
The  sun  yent  down  on  nuuij  a  brow,    . 

Which,  full  of  Uoom  and  fivshnesi  1^ 
Is  nmkting  in  the  pesl-house  no' 

And  ne'er  will  feel  thai  mn  rj 
And,  oh!  to  see  the'  nnburied  hoq»  " 
On  which  the  lonely  moonlight  si 
The  very  vultures  turn  away. 
And  sicken  at  to  foul  a  prey  ! 
Only  the  fierce  hy»na  stalks' 
Tliroughout  the  city's  desolate  walklOl 
At  midnight,  and  his  coma^  plici 

Woe  1o  the  half-dead  wretch,  who  d 
The  glaring  of  those  large  blue  eyes  >>■ 

Amid  (he  darkness  of  the  streets  I 

"  Poor  race  of  men  1 "  said  the  plljiag 
"  Dearly  ye  pay  fbr  your  primal  F 

"  Some  flon'rels  of  Eden  ye  stiU  Inh 
"  But  the  trail  of  the  Scrpest  is  OT«r  ^ 

:  "  Tint  hesuHfUl  l>lnt,  wtOi 
nent  of  (be  tein|itnt  uhI  ptAta* 


Aho^  And  AUwf,  DT  tbq  ttl 


il-naiim*.  Tol.l,  f^tl. 
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She  wept — the  air  grew  pure  and  clear 
Around  her,  as  the  bright  drops  ran ; 

For  there's  a  magic  in  each  tear, 
Soch  kindly  Spirits  weep  for  man ! 

Just  then  beneath  some  orange  trees, 
Whose  frnit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 
Were  wantoning  together,  free, 
like  age  at  |4ay  with  infiBncy  — 
Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower. 

Close  by  the  Lake,  she  heard  the  moan 
Of  one  who,  at  this  silent  hour. 

Had  thither  stoFn  to  die  alone. 
One  who  in  life  where'er  he  moy'd. 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many ; 
Yet  now,  as  though  he  ne'er  were  loy'd. 

Dies  here  unseen,  unwept  by  any  I 
None  to  watch  near  him  —  none  to  slake 

The  &re  that  in  hii  bosom  lies, 
With  er'n  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake. 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  his  eyes. 
No  Toioe,  well  known  through  many  a  day, 

To  speak  the  last,  the  parting  word. 
Which,  when  all  other  sounds  decay, 

b  still  like  distant  music  heard ;  — 
That  tender  &rewell  on  the  shore 
Of  this  rode  worid,  when  all  is  o'er. 
Which  cheers  the  spirit,  ere  its  bark 
Pots  off  into  the  unknown  Dark. 

Deserted  youth !  one  thought  alone 

Shed  joy  around  his  soul  in  death  — 
That  she,  whom  he  for  years  had  known. 
And  loy'd,  and  might  haye  caird  his  own, 

Wss  safe  from  this  foul  miduight's  breath,  — 
Safe  in  her  father's  princely  halls. 
Where  the  cool  airs  from  fountain  falls. 
Freshly  perfum'd  by  many  a  brand 
Of  the  sweet  wood  firom  India's  land. 
Were  pure  as  she  whose  brow  they  fann'd. 

But  see  —  who  yonder  comes  by  stealth.* 

This  melancholy  bow'r  to  seek. 
Like  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health, 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 
Tis  she  —  far  off,  through  moonlight  dim, 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride, 
Sbe,  who  would  rather  die  with  him, 
Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside  !  — 
^     Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 
j        His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 
\     And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow, 
In  the  cool  lake  her  loosen'd  tresses. 
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Ah !  once,  how  little  did  he  think 

An  hour  would  come,  when  he  should  shrink 

With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace, 

Those  gentle  arms,  that  were  to  him 
Holy  as  is  the  cradling  place 

Of  Eden's  infant  cherubim ! 
And  now  he  yields  —  now  turns  away, 
Shudd'ring  as  if  the  venom  lay 
All  in  those  proffer'd  lips  alone  — 
Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  grown. 
Never  until  that  instant  came 
Near  his  unask'd  or  without  shame. 
Oh !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air, 
"  The  blessed  air,  that's  breath'd  by  thee, 
And,  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 
**  Healing  or  death,  'tis  sweet  to  me ! 
There  —  drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fall  - 
**  Would  that  my  bosom's  blood  were  balm, 
"  And,  well  thou  know'st,  I'd  shed  it  all, 
"  To  give  thy  brow  one  minute's  calm. 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face  — 
**  Am  I  not  thine  -i-  thy  own  lov'd  bride  — 
The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 
**  In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ? 
**  Think'st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  light, 

*'  In  this  dim  world,  from  thee  hath  shone, 
**  Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night, 
**  That  must  be  hers  when  thou  art  gone  ? 
That  I  can  live,  and  let  thee  go. 
Who  art  my  life  itself?  —  No,  no  — 
**  When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 
"  Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too ! 
"  Then  turn  to  me,  my  own  love,  turn, 
**  Before,  like  thee,  I  fade  and  burn  ; 
**  Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lips,  and  share 
"  The  last  pure  life  that  lingers  there  ! " 
She  fails  —  she  sinks — as  dies  the  lamp 
In  chamel  airs,  or  cavern-damp. 
So  quickly  do  his  baleful  sighs 
Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes. 
One  struggle  —  and  his  pain  is  past  — 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living ! 
One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last, 
Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giving! 

"  Sleep,"  said  the  Peri,  as  softly  she  stole 
The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul, 
As  true  as  e'er  warm'd  a  woman's  breast  — 
"  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odour  rest, 
"  In  balmier  airs  than  ever  yet  stirr'd 
"  The'  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird. 
Who  sings  at  the  last  his  own  death-lay,^ 
And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away  ! " 
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^  TUt  drcumsUnce  ha*  been  often  introduc«d  into  poetry ; 
"W  Vineentliu  Fabridiu,  bf  Darwin,  and  lately,  with  rcry 
f^vfcl  dfcct,  by  Mr.  WUmo. 


»  "  In  tho  East,  thoy  supporo  the  Phoenix  to  havr  fifty 
oriflccfl  in  hit  bill,  which  arc  coutiuumi  to  hi*  tidl ;  and  that, 
after  living  one  thousand  years,  he  builds  himself  a  funeral 
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Thus  saying,  from  her  lips  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place. 
Anil  shix)k  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  shed 

Such  lustre  oVr  each  paly  face. 
That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seem'd, 

rfMm  the  eve  of  doomsday  taken 
FnMii  their  dim  graves,  in  odour  sleeping  ; 

While  that  benevolent  Peri  beanfd 
Like  their  good  angel,  calmly  keeping 

AVatch  o'er  them  till  their  souls  would  waken. 

But  mom  is  blushing  in  the  sky ; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above. 
Hearing  to  Ileav'n  that  precious  sigh 

iH pure,  sidf-sacrificing  love. 
High  thn)hb'd  her  heart,  with  hope  elate. 

The*  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win, 
For  the  bright  Spirit  at  the  gate 

Smird  as  she  gave  that  ofF'ring  in ; 
And  she  alreadv  hears  the  trees 

m 

Of  Eden,  with  their  cn'stal  bells 
Hinging  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 

That  from  the  throne  of  Alla  swells ; 
And  she  can  see  the  starry  bowls 

I'hat  lie  around  that  lucid  lake, 
U|xm  whose  banks  admitted  Soub 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  take  I  * 

Hut,  ah !  even  I*eri8'  hopes  are  vain  — 

Ag:iin  the  Fates  forbade,  again 

The'  immortal  barrier  clos'd  —  **  Not  yet," 

The  Angel  said,  as,  with  regret. 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory  — 

*'  True  was  tlu'  maiden,  and  her  storj-, 

"  Written  in  light  o'er  All\'s  head, 

*'  Hy  serajih  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

**  Hut,  Pehi,  see  —  the  crj'stal  bar 

**  Of  F'den  moves  not  —  holier  far 

**  Than  ev'n  this  sigh  the  In^m  must  be 

"  That  oiH'S  the  Gates  of  Ileav'n  for  thee." 

Now,  upon  Syria's  land  of  roses - 
St)ftly  the  light  of  Eve  re|>oses. 
And,  like  a  glory,  the  bro;»d  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ; 

lo.  ilng»  a  melodious  air  of  different  harmonio*  through  hi* 

^y  orp.in  pipi'i..  flap*  hi»  win»f«  with  a  vrliK'ity  which  8i't« 

r%'  to  thi"  woiid.  and  con»nmes  iiinisclf."  —  liichardxon. 

'  "  On  th«"  hhort'S  of  a  quadran^'idar  lako  stand  a  thouKand 

iblet*.  made  of  t\xn,  out  of  which  soul*  pr«U'>tlnpd  to  enjoy 

liiity  drink  the  crystal  waTe."  —  From  VhatraubriaHtVi  De- 

riptlon  of  the  Mahometan  Parailisc,  In  hi*  Beauties  i\f  Chris- 

anity. 

a  ltichard<on  thinks  that  Syria  hail  iU  name  from  Suri,  a 

.>autiful  and  delicate  spiviiis  of  rose,  for  which  that  country 

tn  Ik-en  always  famous ;  — hence,  Surlstan,  the  Land  of 

o«<«s. 

s  "  The  nnnibcr  of  Uiards  I  saw  one  day  in  the  grant  court 


Whoie  head  in  wintry  graodeor  tow*i% 
And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet. 

While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  flowti, 
Ib  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet 

To  one,  who  look'd  from  appcr  ahr 
0*er  all  the*  enchanted  regions  there, 
How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glov 
The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below! 
Fair  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  mk 
Of  golden  melons  on  their  banks, 
More  golden  where  the  snn-light  fidli  ;- 
Gay  lizards,  glitt'ring  on  the  walls' 
Of  ruin*d  shrines,  busy  and  bright 
As  they  were  all  alive  with  light ; 
And,  yet  more  splendid,  numerous  ftoda 
Of  pigeons,  settling  on  the  rocks, 
With  their  rich  restless  wings,  that  gkiB 
Variously  in  the  crimson  beam 
Of  the  warm  West,— > as  if  inlaid 
With  brilliants  fnan.  the  mine,  or  made 
Of  tearless  rainbows,  such  as  span 
The*  unclouded  skies  of  Perotan. 
And  then  the  mingling  soimds  thit  cone, 
Of  shepherd*s  ancient  reed^,  with  hum 
Of  the  wild  bees  of  Pale8tinb,* 

Banqueting  through  the  flowVy  valei; 
And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  banks  of  thiae 

And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales.^ 

But  nought  can  charm  the  luckless  Pm< 
Her  soul  is  sad — her  wings  are  weary— 
Joyless  she  sees  the  Sun  look  down 
On  that  great  Temple,  once  his  own,^ 
Whose  lonely  colimms  stand  subUme, 

Flinging  their  shadows  fhnn  on  higli, 
Like  dials,  which  the  wizard,  Time, 

Had  rais*d  to  count  his  ages  by! 

Yet  haply  there  nuiy  lie  conceaI*d 

Beneath  those  Chambers  of  the  Son, 
Some  amulet  of  gems,  anneal'd 
In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  sealed 
With  the  great  name  of  Solohos, 
Which,  speird  by  her  iUimiin*d  eyes, 

of  the  Temple  of  the  San  at  Balbec  unoanled  toaa 
sands :  the  gnnmd,  the  walls,  and  itonM  of  the  nriM 
mf»,  were  covcrrd  with  them.*'  — Awcr. 

4  "  The  Syrinx  or  Pan's  pipe  U  stlU  a  lutoral  W 
In  Syria."  — iTMM-i. 

>  '*  Wild  bees,  frequent  In  Paletdne,  tai  ImIIbv  » 
branches  of  trees,  and  the  clefts  of  rocka.  This  I 
( Psidm  Ixxxi.).  '  Aotsiy  otittffike  stay  f«e*.*"-J 
Oriental  Customs. 

s  "  The  river  Jordan  Is  on  both  ■ideatmHilHiWl 
and  pleasant  woods,  amonf  which  UuMHOdi  «f  itf| 
warble  all  toRetber.**  —  Tkewemoi, 

7  The  Temple  of  the  Sun  at  i 
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May  teach  her  where,  heneath  the  moon. 
In  earth  or  ocean,  lies  the  boon. 
The  charm,  that  can  restore  so  soon 
An  erring  Spirit  to  the  skies. 

Checr'd  by  this  hope  she  bends  her  thither  ;• 

Still  laughs  the  radiant  eye  of  Heaven, 

Nor  haye  the  golden  bowers  of  Even 
in  the  rich  West  begun  to  wither; — 
When,  o'er  the  vale  of  H&lbec  winging 

Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play. 
Among  the  rosy  wild  flowers  singing. 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they ; 
Chasing,  with  eager  hands  and  eyes. 
The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies,  i 
That  flutter'd  round  the  jasmine  stems, 
Like  winged  flow*rs  or  flying  gems : — 
And,  near  the  boy,  who  tir'd  with  play 
Now  nestling  'mid  the  roses  lay. 
She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 

From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 
Of  a  small  imaret^s  rustic  fount  > 

Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 
Then  swift  his  haggard  brow  he  tum'd 

To  the  fiiir  child,  who  fearless  sat. 
Though  never  yet  hath  day-beam  bum'd 

Upon  a  brow  more  fierce  than  that, — 
Sullenly  fierce — a  mixture  dire. 
Like  thunder  clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire ; 
In  which  the  Peri's  eye  could  read 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed ; 
The  ruin'd  maid — the  shrine  profan'd  — 
Oaths  broken — and  the  threshold  stained 
With  blood  of  guests!  —  there  written,  all, 
Black  as  the  damning  drops  that  fall 
From  the  denouncing  Angel's  pen, 
Ere  Mercy  weeps  them  out  again. 


Yet  tranquil  now  that  man  of  crime 
(As  if  the  balmy  evening  time 
Soften'd  his  spirit)  look'd  and  lay, 
Watching  the  rosy  infant's  play  :  — 
Though  still,  whene'er  his  eye  by  chance 
Fell  on  the  boy's,  its  lurid  glance 


»  ••  You  behold  there  a  considerable  number  of  a  remark- 
able tpedei  of  beautiful  Intectt,  the  elegance  of  whose  appear- 
and their  attire  procured  for  them  the  name  of  Damsel*." 


*  Imaret,  **  hospice  oti  on  lege  et  nourrlt.  gratis,  let  p61n- 
pradant  trots  Jours."  —  Toderini,  translated  by  the  Abbf 
*omrma»d.  —  Sec  alto  CoitcUan't  Moeurs  dcs  Othomans, 

V.  p.  145. 

*  **  8ach  Turks  as  at  the  common  hours  of  prayer  are  on 
tW  road,  or  lo  employed  as  not  to  find  convenience  to  attend 
tha  Mosqnet,  are  still  obliged  to  execute  that  duty  ;  nor  are 
t^ayOM  known  to  fail,  whaterer  business  they  are  then  about, 
^MI  pnf  tanmediately  when  the  hour  alarms  them,  whaterer 


Met  that  unclouded,  joyous  gaze, 
As  torches,  that  have  burnt  all  night 
Through  some  impure  and  godless  rite, 

Encounter  morning's  glorious  rays. 

But,  hark !  the  vesper  calls  to  pray'r, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets, 
Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air. 

From  Syria's  thousand  minarets  I 
The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flow'rs,  where  he  had  hud  his  head. 
And  down  upon  the  fragrtnt  sod 

Kneels  3  with  his  forehted  to  the  south. 
Lisping  the'  eternal  name  cf  God 

From  Purity's  own  cherub  mouth. 
And  looking,  while  his  hands  and  eyes 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies, 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise, 
Just  lighted  on  that  flow'ry  plain, 
And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 
Oh  I  'twas  a  sight  —  that  Heav'n  —  that  child— 
A  scene,  which  might  have  well  beguil'd 
EVn  haughty  Eblis  of  a  sigh 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by ! 


And  how  felt  he,  the  wretched  Man 

Reclining  there — while  memory  ran 

0*er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife. 

Flew  o'er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life. 

Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place, 

Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  grace. 

"  There  was  a  time,"  he  said,  in  mild, 

Heart-humbled  tones — "  thou  blessed  child! 

**  When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou, 

"  I  look'd  and  pray'd  like  thee — but  now — 

He  hung  his  head — each  nobler  aim. 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  him,  and  he  wept — he  wept! 


t» 


Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 


they  are  about,  in  that  very  place  thc-y  chance  to  stand  on  ; 
insomuch  that  when  a  janissary,  whom  you  have  to  guard  you 
up  and  down  the  city,  hears  the  noting  which  is  given  him 
from  the  steeples,  he  will  turn  about,  stand  KtiU,  and  beckon 
with  his  hand,  to  tell  his  charge  he  must  have  ptitiencc  for 
awhile  ;  when,  talcing  out  his  hnndlierchiof,  he  spreads  it  on 
the  ground,  sits  cross-legged  thereupon,  and  saybhis  prayers, 
though  in  the  open  market,  wtiich,  having  endt^d,  he  leaps 
briskly  up,  saluU>s  the  p<Tson  uhnm  he  undertook  to  convey, 
and  renews  his  journey  with  tlie  mild  expression  of  Ghetl 
goMnnum  ghetl,  or  Come,  dear,  follow  me."  —  Aaron  UiW% 
TraTeU 
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here's  a  drop/'  said  the  Peri,  "  that  down 

from  the  moon 
ulLs  through  the  withering  airs  of  June 
pon  E<;yi*t*n  land  >,  of  so  healing  a  powV, 
)  balmy  a  virtue,  that  ev'n  in  the  hour 
hat  drop  descends,  contagion  dies, 
nd  health  re-animates  earth  and  skies!  — 
h,  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin. 

The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  ? 
hough  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within. 

One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispell'd  them  all ! " 

iud  now — behold  him  kneeling  there 
W  the  child's  side,  in  humble  pray'r, 
Vhile  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
^he  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 
in<l  hynms  of  joy  proclaim  through  lleav'n 
'he  triumph  of  a  Soul  Forgiv'n  I 

Pwas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set, 
Vhile  on  their  knees  they  linger'd  yet, 
'here  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
'ban  ever  came  from  sun  or  star, 
Ipon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 
>ew*d  that  repentant  sinner's  cheek, 
^o  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
L  northern  flash  or  meteor  Iwam — 
lut  well  the'  enraptur'd  Peki  knew 
Pwas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 
'rom  Heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
ler  harbinger  of  glory  near ! 

Joy,  joy  for  ever  I  my  task  is  done — 
The  gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heav'n  is  won ! 
Oh  I  am  I  not  happy  ?  I  am,  I  am  — 
**  To  thee,  sweet  Kden  I  how  dark  and  sad 
Are  the  dianumd  turrets  of  Siiadukiam,- 
**  And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Asiuerabad  ! 

Farewell,  ye  (xlours  of  Earth,  that  die 
Passing  away  like  a  lover's  sigh  ; — 
My  feast  is  now  of  the  T(H)ba  Tree, ' 
Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  ! 

Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
"  In  my  fairy  wreath,  so  bright  and  brief;  — 


The  NuctiU  or  Mir.TCulnus  Drop,  whirh  falls  in  Kgypt 

iMiIjr  on  St.  John's  day,  in  Juno,  and  is  supposed  to  havr 

■fTiTt  of  stoppiUK  the  plague. 

I'he  Country  of  Delight  —  thr  name  of  a  prorinm  in  the 

lorn  of  Jliini^tan,  or  Fuiry  Land,  the  capital  of  which  is 

d  the  City  of  Jewels.    Amberabad  is  another  of  the  cities 

niii^tan. 

The  tree  Tooba,  that  stands  in  Paradise,  in  the  palace  of 

(iinet.     Sw  Sii/c**  Prtlim.  Disc.  —  T<»o!>a,  s;iys  D'Her. 

,  signiflpH  b(>atitude.  or  eternal  happinets. 

^lahomet  is  described,  in  the  iVId  chapter  of  the  Koran, 


"^  Oh!  what  are  the  brighteit  that  e*«] 

blown, 
**  To  the  lote-tree,  springing  by  Alla's  tl 
**  Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every 

**  ^^7*  j<*y  ^'^^  ^^^^  • — ™y  ***'^  *■  done— 
**  The  Gates  are  passed,  and  Heav'n  is  w< 


**  And  this,**  said  the  Great  Chamberlai 
poetry !  this  flimsy  manafacture  of  the 
which  in  comparison  with  the  lofty  and  c 
monuments  of  genius,  is  as  the  gold  filigre 
of  Zamara  beside  the  eternal  architecture  of  E 
After  this  gorgeous  sentence,  which,  with 
more  of  the  same  kind,  Fadlaoeesi  kept  1 
for  rare  and  important  occasions,  he  prooec 
the  anatomy  of  the  short  poem  just  recited. 
lax  and  easy  kind  of  metre  in  which  it  was ' 
ought  to  be  denounced,  he  said,  as  one 
leading  causes  of  the  alarmmg  growth  of 
in  our  times.  If  some  check  were  not  gi 
this  lawless  facility,  we  should  soon  be  o 
by  a  race  of  bards  as  numerous  and  as  sbai 
the  hundred  and  twenty  thounnd  Sera 
Basra. «  They  who  succeeded  in  this  sr 
served  chastisement  for  their  very  snccesi 
warriors  have  been  punished,  eyen  after  ga 
victory,  because  they  had  taken  the  libi 
gaining  it  in  an  irregular  or  unestablished  n 
What,  then,  was  to  be  said  to  those  who  fai 
those  who  presumed,  as  in  the  present  ]an» 
instance,  to  imitate  the  license  and  ease 
lx)lder  sons  of  song,  without  any  of  that  gi 
vigour  which  gave  a  dignity  eren  to  negligei 
who,  like  them,  flung  the  jereed*  carelesi 
not,  like  them,  to  the  mark; — "and  whc 
he,  raising  his  yoice  to  excite  a  proper  dq 
wakefulness  in  his  hearers,  *'contriTe  to 
hea\'y  and  constrained  in  the  midflt  of  i 
latitude  they  allow  themselTea,  like  one  d 
young  pagans  that  dance  before  the  Prinoei 
is  ingenious  enough  to  move  aa  if  her  limfa 


as  havinR  seen  the  angel  Gabriel  **  bf  the  Ids-tiWi 
which  there  is  no  pauing :  near  It  la  tlw  Ovdca  of 
Ahode."  This  tree.  tMj  the  eonmenlaton,  tuadl 
soTcnth  Heaven,  on  the  right  band  oftlM  ThnNwaf  < 

»  *'  It  is  Mid  that  the  riven  or  atreMBS  of  Bm 
rot>koned  in  the  time  of  Pelal  ben  Abi  BorMi,aadM 
to  the  number  of  one  hundred  and  twcMjtlMNiiiindM 
—  Kbn  Ilaukal, 

<«  The  name  of  the  Javelin  with  vhlefa  the  Batlanie 
See  Castellan,  Mtmrg  4a  Ottwant,  Ioh.  HI.  p^  ICI. 
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fettered,  in  a  pair  of  the  lightest  and  loosest 
drawers  of  Masnlipatam!'* 

It  was  bat  little  saitable,  he  continued,  to  the 
grave  march  of  criticism  to  follow  this  fantastical 
Peri,  of  whom  they  had  just  heard,  through  all 
her  flights  and  adventures  between  earth  and 
heaven ;  but  he  could  not  help  adverting  to  the 
puerile  conceitedness  of  the  Three  Gifts  which 
she  is  supposed  to  carry  to  the  skies, — a  drop  of 
blood,  forsooth,  a  sigh,  and  a  tear !  How  the  first 
of  these  articles  was  delivered  into  the  Angel's 
**  radiant  hand"  he  professed  himself  at  a  loss  to 
discover ;  and  as  to  the  safe  carriage  of  the  sigh 
and  the  tear,  such  Peris  and  such  poets  were  beings 
by  £u*  too  incomprehensible  for  him  even  to  guess 
how  they  managed  such  matters.  **  But,  in  short,'* 
said  he,  **  it  is  a  waste  of  time  and  patience  to  dwell 
longer  upon  a  thing  so  incurably  frivolous, — puny 
even  among  its  own  puny  race,  and  such  as  only 
the  Banyan  Hospital^  for  Sick  Insects  should 
undertake.** 

In  vain  did  Lalla.  Rookh  try  to  soften  this 
inexorable  critic;  in  vain  did  she  resort  to  her 
most  ehMjuent  common-places, — reminding  him 
that  poets  were  a  timid  and  sensitive  race,  whose 
sweetness  was  not  to  be  drawn  forth,  like  that  of 
the  fragrant  grass  near  the  Ganges,  by  crushing 
and  trampling  upon  them^  ; — that  severity  often 
extinguished  every  chance  of  the  perfection  which 
it  demanded ;  and  that,  after  all,  perfection  was 
like  the  Mountain  of  the  Talisman, — no  one  had 
ever  yet  reached  its  summit  ^  Neither  these 
gentle  axioms,  nor  the  still  gentler  looks  with 
which  they  were  inculcated,  could  lower  for  one 
instant  the  elevation  of  Fadladeen's  eyebrows, 
or  charm  him  into  any  thing  like  encouragement, 
or  even  toleration,  of  her  poet.  Toleration,  indeed, 
was  not  among  the  weaknesses  of  Fadladeen  :  — 
he  carried  the  same  spirit  into  matters  of  poetry 
Hid  of  religion,  and,  though  little  versed  in  the 
beauties  or  sublimities  of  either,  was  a  perfect 
aaster  of  the  art  of  persecution  in  both.  His  zeal 
the  same,  too,  in  either  pursuit ;  whether  the 


I  **  Tliif  acooant  excited  a  desire  of  visiting  the  Banyan 

hiMpital,  at  I  had  heard  much  of  their  beneTolencc  to  all 

kladftof  anlnal*  that  were  either  tick,  lame,  or  infirm,  through 

%e  or  accident.    On  my  arrival,  there  were  presented  to  my 

maaj  hortet,  cows,  and  oxen,  in  one  apartment ;   In 

',  dogs,  sheep,  goats,  and  monkeys,  with  clean  straw 

tfacm  to  repote  on.    Above  stairs  were  depositories  for 

of  maoy  sorts,  and  flat,  broad  dishes  for  water,  for  the 

lia«  of  birds  and  insects."  —  Parson'*  Travels. 

B  la  aaid  tliat  all  animals  know  the  Banyans,  that  the  most 
tllttid  approach  them,  and  that  birds  will  fly  nearer  to  them 
to  ocber  people.  —  See  Grandprf, 


game  before  him  was  pagans  or  poetasters,—- 
worshippers  of  cows,  or  writers  of  epics. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  splendid  city  of 
Lahore,  whose  mausoleums  and  shrines,  magni- 
ficent and  numberless,  where  Death  appeared  to 
share  equal  honours  with  Heaven,  would  have 
powerfully  affected  the  heart  and  imagination  of 
Lalla  Rookh,  if  feelings  more  of  this  earth  had 
not  taken  entire  possession  of  her  already.  She 
was  here  met  by  messengers,  despatched  from 
Cashmere,  who  informed  her  that  the  King  had 
arrived  in  the  Valley,  and  was  himself  super- 
intending the  sumptuous  preparations  that  were 
then  making  in  the  Saloons  of  the  Shalimar  for 
her  reception.  The  chill  she  felt  on  receiving 
this  intelligence, — which  to  a  bride  whose  heart 
was  free  and  light  would  have  brought  only 
images  of  affection  and  pleasure, — convinced  her 
that  her  peace  was  gone  for  ever,  and  that  she  was 
in  love,  irretrievably  in  love,  with  young  Feramorz. 
The  veil  had  fallen  off  in  which  this  passion  at  first 
disguises  itself,  and  to  know  that  she  loved  was 
now  as  painful  as  to  love  without  knowing  it  had 
been  delicious.  Feramorz,  too, —  what  misery 
would  be  his,  if  the  sweet  hours  of  intercourse  so 
imprudently  allowed  them  should  have  stolen  into 
his  heart  the  same  fatal  fascination  as  into  hers;  — 
if,  notwithstanding  her  rank,  and  the  modest 
homage  he  always  paid  to  it,  even  he  should  have 
yielded  to  the  influence  of  those  long  and  happy 
interviews,  where  music,  poetry,  the  delightful 
scenes  of  nature, — all  had  tended  to  bring  their 
hearts  close  together,  and  to  waken  by  every  means 
that  too  ready  passion,  which  often,  like  the  young 
of  the  desert-bird,  is  warmed  into  life  by  the  eyes 
alone !  **  She  saw  but  one  way  to  preserve  herself 
from  being  culpable  as  well  as  unhappy,  and  this, 
however  painful,  she  was  resolved  to  adopt 
Feramorz  must  no  more  be  admitted  to  her 
presence.  To  have  strayed  so  far  into  the  dan- 
gerous labyrinth  was  wrong,  but  to  linger  in  it, 
while  the  clue  was  yet  in  her  hand,  would  be 
criminal.  Though  the  heart  she  had  to  offer  to 
the  King  of  Bucharia  might  be  cold  and  broken. 


2  "  a  very  ft^grant  graxs  from  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
near  Heridwar,  which  in  some  places  covers  whol<>  ncrer,  and 
dlfl\ises,  when  crushcti,  a  strong  odour."  —  Sir  W.  Jones  on 
the  Spikenard  of  the  Ancients. 

3  "  Near  this  is  a  curious  hill,  called  Koh  Talism,  the 
Mountain  of  the  Talisman,  liecausc,  according  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  country,  no  person  ever  succeeded  in  gaining  its 
summit"  —  Kinneir. 

<  "  The  Arabians  believe  that  the  ostriches  hatch  their 
young  by  only  looking  at  them."  —  P.  yanslcbtt  R<lai. 
tfEgypU. 
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it  should  at  least  be  pare;  and  she  must  only 
endeayoor  to  forget  the  short  dream  of  happiness 
she  had  enjoyed, — like  that  Arabian  shepherd, 
who,  in  wandering  into  the  wilderness,  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  Gardens  of  Irim,  and  then  lost 
them  again  for  ever  I  ^ 

The  arrival  of  the  young  Bride  at  Lahore  was 
celebrated  in  the  most  enthusiastic  manner. 
The  R^jas  and  Omras  in  her  train,  who  had 
kept  at  a  certain  distance  during  the  journey, 
and  never  encamped  nearer  to  the  Princess  than 
was  strictly  necessary  for  her  safeguard,  here 
rode  in  splendid  cavalcade  through  the  city, 
and  distributed  the  most  costly  presents  to  the 
crowd.  Engines  were  erected  in  all  the  squares, 
which  cast  forth  showers  of  confectionary  among 
the  people;  while  the  artisans,  in  chariots* 
adorned  with  tinsel  and  flying  streamers,  ex- 
hibited the  badges  of  their  respective  trades 
through  the  streets.  Such  brilliant  displays  of 
life  and  pageantry  among  the  palaces,  and  domes, 
and  gilded  minarets  of  Lahore,  made  the  city 
altogether  like  a  place  of  enchantment;  — particu- 
larly on  the  day  when  Lalla  Rookh  set  out 
again  upon  her  journey,  when  she  was  accom- 
panied to  the  gate  by  all  the  fairest  and  richest 
of  the  nobility,  and  rode  along  between  ranks  of 
beautiful  boys  and  girls,  who  kept  waving  over 
their  heads  plates  of  gold  and  silver  flowers',  and 
then  threw  them  around  to  be  gathered  by  the 
populace. 

For  many  days  after  their  departure  from 
Lahore,  a  considerable  degree  of  gloom  bung 
over  the  whole  party.  Lalla  Rookh,  who  had 
intended  to  make  illness  her  excuse  for  not 
admitting  the  young  minstrel,  as  usual,  to  the 
pavilion,  soon  found  that  to  feign  indisposition 
was  unnecessary  ;  —  Fadladeen  felt  the  loss  of 
the  good  road  they  had  hitherto  travelled,  and 
was  very  near  cursing  Jehan-Guirc  (of  blessed 
memory !)  for  not  having  continued  his  delectable 
alley  of  trees  *,  at  least  as  far  as  the  mountains  of 
Cashmere; — while  the  Ladies,  who  had  nothing 
now  to  do  all  day  but  to  be  fanned  by  peacocks' 
feathers  and  listen  to  Fadladeen,  seemed  heartily 
weary  of  the  life  they  led,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the 
Great  Chamberlain's  criticisms,  were  so  tasteless 


'  See  Saie*n  Koran,  note,  vol.  li.  p.  4H4. 

^  OrienUl  Tales. 

'  Fcrlshta.  '•  Or  rather,"  says  Scolt,  upon  the  passage  of 
Fcrishta,  from  which  this  is  taken,  "small  coins,  htamped 
with  the  fipurr  of  a  flower.  They  arc  still  used  in  India  to 
distribute  in  charity,  and,  on  occasion,  thrown  by  the  purse- 
bearers  of  the  great  among  the  populace." 


as  to  wish  for  the  poet  again.  One  erening, « 
they  were  proceeding  to  their  place  of  reft  for  the 
night,  the  Princess,  who,  for  Uie  freer  exgoymait 
of  the  air,  had  mounted  her  fiivoarite  Anbiaii 
palfrey,  in  passing  by  a  small  grove  heard  tlie 
notes  of  a  lute  from  within  its  leaves,  and  a  twx, 
which  she  but  too  well  knew,  singing  the  follow- 
ing words: — 

Tell  me  not  of  joys  above. 
If  that  world  can  give  no  bliss, 

Truer,  happier  than  the  Love 
Which  enslaves  our  souls  in  this. 

Tell  me  not  of  Honris'  eyes ; — 
Far  from  me  their  dangerous  glow, 

If  those  looks  that  light  the  skies 
Wound  like  some  that  bum  below. 

Who,  that  feels  what  Love  is  here, 
All  its  falsehood  —  all  its  pain— 

Would,  for  ev*n  Elysium's  sphere. 
Risk  the  fatal  dream  again  ? 

Who,  that  midst  a  desert's  heat 

Sees  the  waters  fade  away. 
Would  not  rather  die  than  meet 

Streams  again  as  false  as  they  ? 

The  tone  of  melancholy  defiance  in  wluch  thae 
words  were  uttered,  went  to  Lalla.  Rookh*! 
heart;  —  and,  as  she  reluctantly  rode  on,  she 
could  not  help  feeling  it  to  be  a  sad  bat  still 
sweet  certainty,  that  Feramorz  was  to  the  fall 
as  enamoured  and  miserable  as  herself. 

The  place  where  they  encamped  that  eTeaisg 
was  the  first  delightful  spot  they  had  come  to 
since  they  left  Lahore.  On  one  side  of  then 
was  a  grove  full  of  small  Hindoo  temples,  and 
planted  with  the  most  graceful  trees  of  the  East; 
where  the  tamarind,  the  cassia,  and  the  silkei 
plantains  of  Ceylon  were  mingled  in  rich  contnit 
with  the  high  fan-like  foliage  of  the  Palmyrs,— 
that  favourite  tree  of  the  luxurious  bird  that  lighti 
up  the  chambers  of  its  nest  with  fire-flies.^  Ii 
the  middle  of  the  lawn  where  the  pavilion  stood 
there  was  a  tank  surrounded  by  small  mango^ 
trees,  on  the  clear  cold  waters  of  which  floated 


*  The  fine  road  made  by  the  Emperor  Jehan-Guire  trim 
Agra  to  Lahore,  planted  with  trees  on  each  side.  This  mac 
is  2A0  leagues  in  length.  It  has  "  little  pjrramids  or  turrets.' 
gays  Bemicr,  "erected  every  half  league,  to  mark  the  ^n^ 
and  frequent  wells  to  afford  drink  to  pftuengen;  and  to  vatci 
the  young  trees." 

^  '*  The  Baya,  or  Indian  Grou-beak.  ^Sir  W.  Joma. 
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the  beantiftd  red  lotos  > ;  while  at  a 
d  the  rains  of  a  strange  and  awful- 
r,  which  seemed  old  enough  to  have  | 
)le  of  some  religion  no  longer  known,  | 
poke  the  voice  of  desolation  in  the 

that  bloom  and  loveliness.      This 

excited  the  wonder  and  conjectures 
LA.  RooKH  guessed  in  vain,  and  the 
;  Fadladeen,  who  had  never  till 
been  beyond  the  precincts  of  Delhi, 
.ng  most  learnedly  to  show  that  he 
g  whatever  about  the  matter,  when 
idies  suggested  that  perhaps  Fera- 
satisfy  their  curiosity.  They  were 
hing  his  native  mountains,  and  this 

perhaps  be  a  relic  of  some  of  those 
itions,  which  had  prevailed  in  that 
"e  the  light  of  Islam  dawned  upon  it 
rlain,  who  usually  preferred  his  own 
the  best  knowledge  that  any  one  else 
um,  was  by  no  means  pleased  with 

reference;  and  the  Princess,  too, 
>  interpose  a  fiiint  word  of  objection, 
sither  of  them  could  speak,  a  slave 
led  for  Febamorz,  who,  in  a  very 
made  his  appearance  before  them — 
ale  and  unhappy  in  Lalla  Rookh's 
e  repented  already  of  her  cruelty  in 
ig  excluded  him. 

rable  tower,  he  told  them,  was  the 

I  ancient  Fire-Temple,  built  by  those 
'ersians  of  the  old  religion,  who,  many 
rs  since,  had  fled  hither  from  their 
?rors*,  preferring  liberty  and  their 
reign  land  to  the  alternative  of  apos- 
cution  in  their  own.  It  was  impos- 
ed, not  to  feel  interested  in  the  many 

unsuccessful  struggles,  which  had 
f  these  original  natives  of  Persia  to 
oke  of  their  bigoted  conquerors.  Like 
re  in  the  Burning  Field  at  Hakou  3, 
wed  in  one  place,  they  had  but  broken 
h  flame  in  another;  and,  as  a  native 

of  that  fair  and  Holy  Valley,  which 

large  pagoda  by  a  tank,  on  the  water  or  which 
of  the  Ix-autiAil  red  lotus  :  the  flower  i%  larger 
white  water-lily,  and  U  the  most  lovely  of  the 
re  •een."—  Mrt.  C> ruAam**  Journal  of  a  Uesi- 

t  p<'r»ecute»  par  le»  Kh.allfes  se  rotirer  dans 

II  Kerni'in  :  plusieurs  rhoisiroiil  pour  retraite 
Chine  ;  d'autres  s'arretdrent  »ur  le»  b«»rdi  du 
p  Delhi."  —  .V.  Anquetil,  Mtmoircs  de  I'Aca- 
li.  p.34fi. 

ardens*'  de*crll)ed  by  Kemfifer,  Ania-nilot. 

(Mfs  its  hiftorians)  had  iu  own  princes  400U 


had  in  the  same  manner  become  the  prey  of  stran- 
gers *j  and  seen  her  ancient  shrines  and  native 
princes  swept  away  before  the  march  of  her 
intolerant  invaders,  he  felt  a  sympathy,  he  owned, 
with  the  sufferings  of  the  persecuted  Ghebers, 
which  every  monument  like  this  before  them  but 
tended  more  powerfully  to  awaken. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Ferajiorz  had  ever 
ventured  upon  so  much  proae  before  Fadladeen, 
and  it  may  easily  be  conceived  what  effect  such 
prose  as  this  must  have  produced  upon  that  most 
orthodox  and  most  pagan-hating  personage.  He 
sat  for  some  minutes  aghast,  ejaculating  only  at 
intervals,  "  Bigoted  conquerors !  —  symj[mthy  with 
Fire-worshippers!'**  —  while  Feramorz,  happy 
to  take  advantage  of  this  almost  speechless  horror 
of  the  Chamberlain,  proceeded  to  say  that  he  knew 
a  melancholy  story,  connected  with  the  events  of 
one  of  those  struggles  of  the  brave  Fire-worship- 
pers against  their  Arab  masters,  which,  if  the 
evening  was  not  too  £Eur  advanced,  he  should  have 
much  pleasure  in  being  allowed  to  relate  to  the 
Princess.  It  was  impossible  for  Lalla.  Rookh  to 
refuse ; —  he  had  never  before  looked  half  so  ani- 
mated ;  and  when  he  spoke  of  the  Holy  Valley  his 
eyes  had  sparkled,  she  thought,  like  the  talismanic 
characters  on  the  scimitar  of  Solomon.  Her  con- 
sent was  therefore  most  readily  granted ;  and 
while  Faj>ladeen  sat  in  unspeakable  dismay, 
expecting  treason  and  abomination  in  every  line, 
the  poet  thus  began  his  story  of  the  Fire-worship- 
pers :  — 


THE  FIRE- WORSHIPPERS. 

Ti8  moonlight  over  Oman's  Sea  ;  6 
Her  banks  of  pearl  and  palmy  isles 

Bask  in  the  night-beam  beauteously, 
And  her  blue  waters  sleep  in  smiles. 

'Tis  moonlight  in  Hakmozia's  '  walls. 

And  through  her  Emir's  porphyry  halls, 

years  before  its  conquest  by  Akbar  in  Xf^f^.  Akbar  would 
have  found  some  difficulty  to  reduce  this  i>aradise  of  the 
Indies.  situattM  as  it  is  within  such  a  fortress  of  mountains, 
but  its  monarch,  Yuscf-Khan.  was  basely  betrayed  by  his 
Omrahs."  —  Pennant. 

*  Voltaire  tells  u>  th.it  in  his  Tragedy.  "  I^s  Cudl)re»."  he 
was  generally  supi>osed  to  have  nlludeil  to  the  Jansenists.  I 
should  not  be  surprised  if  this  story  of  the  Fire-worshippers 
were  found  cap.al)le  of  a  similar  douldciiess  of  applic.ition. 

«  The  Persian  (Julf.  soiiu'times  so  calltrd,  which  bciarates 
the  shores  of  Persia  ."uid  Arabia. 

"  Tiio  present  Goml)ariK>u.  a  town  on  the  I^crsinn  side  ctf 
the  (;ulf. 
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Where,  some  hours  since,  vas  heard  the  swell 
Of  trampet  and  the  clash  of  zel,' 
Bidding  tlie  bright-ey'd  son  farewell ;  — 
The  peaceful  sun,  whom  better  suits 

The  music  of  the  bulbuPs  nest. 
Or  the  light  touch  of  lovers'  lutes. 

To  sing  him  to  his  golden  rest 
All  hush'd  —  there's  not  a  breeze  in  motion ; 
The  shore  is  silent  as  the  ocean. 
If  zephyrs  come,  so  light  they  come, 

Nor  leaf  is  stirr'd  nor  wave  is  driven ; — 
The  wind-tower  on  the  Emir's  dome  ^ 

Can  hardly  win  a  breath  from  heaven. 

£y'n  he,  that  tyrant  Arab,  sleeps 

Calm,  while  a  nation  round  him  weeps ; 

While  curses  load  the  air  he  breathes. 

And  folchions  from  unnumber'd  sheaths 

Are  starting  to  avenge  the  shame 

His  race  hath  brought  on  Iran's  3  name. 

Hard,  heartless  Chief,  unmov'd  alike 

Mid  eyes  that  weep,  and  swords  that  strike ;  — 

One  of  that  saintly,  murd'rous  brood, 

To  carnage  and  the  Koran  giv'n. 
Who  think  through  unbelievers'  blood 

Lies  their  directest  path  to  heav'n ;  — 
One,  who  will  pause  and  kneel  unshod 

In  the  warm  blood  his  hand  hath  pour'd, 
To  mutter  o'er  some  text  of  God 

Engraven  on  his  reeking  sword ;  ■*  — 
Nay,  who  can  coolly  note  the  line. 
The  letter  of  those  words  divine. 
To  which  his  blade,  with  searching  art. 
Had  sunk  into  its  victim's  heart ! 

Just  Alla  !  what  must  be  thy  look. 

When  such  a  wretch  before  thee  stands 
Unblushing,  with  thy  Sacred  Book,  — 

Turning  the  leaves  with  blood-stain'd  hands, 
And  wresting  from  its  page  sublime 
His  creed  of  lust,  and  hate,  and  crime  ;  — 
Ev'n  as  those  bees  of  Trebizond, 

Which,  from  the  sunniest  flow'rs  that  glad 
With  their  pure  smile  the  gardens  round. 

Draw  venom  forth  that  drives  men  mad.^ 

Never  did  fierce  Arabia  send 
A  satrap  forth  more  direly  great ; 


*  A  Moorish  Instrument  of  music. 

3  **  At  Gombaroon  and  other  placet  in  Persia,  they  have 
towers  for  the  purpose  of  catching  the  wind,  and  cooling  the 
houses."—  Le  Bruyn. 

*  "  Iran  is  the  true  general  name  for  the  empire  of  Persia." 
—  Asiat.  Res.,  Disc.  ft. 

*  "  On  the  blades  of  their  scimitars  some  verse  from  the 
Koran  is  usually  inscribed."  —  Ruuel. 


Never  was  Iban  doom'd  to  bend 

Beneath  a  yoke  of  deadlier  weight 
Her  throne  had  feU'n — her  pride  was  cmh'd- 
Her  sons  were  willing  slaves,  nor  blush'd, 
In  their  own  land,  —  no  more  their  own,— 
To  crouch  beneath  a  stranger*s  throne. 
Her  tow'rs,  where  Mithba  once  had  bora'd, 
To  Moslem  shrines  — oh  shame ! — werctum'd, 
Where  slaves,  converted  by  the  sword. 
Their  mean,  apostate  worship  pour'd. 
And  curs'd  the  faith  their  sires  adorU 
Yet  has  she  hearts,  mid  all  this  ill. 
O'er  all  this  wreck  high  buoyant  still 
With  hope  and  vengeance ;  —  hearts  that  yet- 
Like  gems,  in  darkness,  issuing  rays 
They've  treasur'd  from  the  sun  that's  set,— 

Beam  all  the  light  of  long-lost  days  I 
And  swords  she  hath,  nor  weak  nor  slov 

To  second  all  such  hearts  can  dare ; 
As  he  shall  know,  well,  dearly  know. 

Who  sleeps  in  moonlight  lox'ry  there, 
Tranquil  as  if  his  spirit  lay 
Becalm'd  in  Heav'n*s  approving  ray. 
Sleep  on  — for  purer  eyes  than  thine 
Those  waves  are  hush'd,  those  |;^bnets  shiDe; 
Sleep  on,  and  be  thy  rest  unmov'd 

By  the  white  moonbeam's  dazzling  power  ;— 
None  but  the  loving  and  the  lov'd 
Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hour. 

And  see  —  where,  high  above  those  rodu 
That  o'er  the  deep  their  shadows  fling, 
Yon  turret  stands ;  —  where  ebon  locks. 
As  glossy  as  a  heron's  wing 
Upon  the  turban  of  a  king,^ 
Hang  from  the  lattice,  long  and  wild,  — 
'Tis  she,  that  Emir's  blooming  child, 
All  truth  and  tenderness  and  grace. 
Though  bom  of  such  ungentle  race;  — 
An  imag*  of  Youth's  radiant  Fountain 
Springing  in  a  desolate  mountain !? 

'  Oh  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thing 
Is  Beauty,  curtain'd  from  the  sight 

Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light  I 

Unseen  by  man's  Qfeturbing  eye,  — 
The  flowV  that  blooms  beneath  the  set, 


9  "  There  is  a  kind  of  Rhododradrot  about  Trrt*««' 
whose  flowers  the  bee  feeds  upon,  and  the  honey  ibenc**"'* 
;  people  mad."  —  Toum^ort. 

!      «  "  Their  kings  wear  plumes  of  black  herons*  fealhwi"P* 
the  rijtht  side,  as  a  badge  of  sorcreignty."  —  HamMHf' 

7  *'  The  Fountain  of  Youth,  by  a  Mahometan  tradit**' 
situated  in  some  dark  region  of  the  East."  —  Rkkari*^ 
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Too  deep  for  sunbeams,  doth  not  lie 

Hid  in  more  chaste  obscurity. 
So,  HiNDA,  have  thy  fkce  and  mind. 
Like  holy  mysteries,  lain  enshrin'd. 
And  oh,  what  transport  for  a  lover 

To  lift  the  veil  that  shades  them  o*er  I  — 
Like  those  who,  all  at  once,  discover 

In  the  lone  deep  some  fairy  shore, 

Where  mortal  never  trod  before, 
And  sleep  and  wake  in  scented  airs 
No  lip  had  ever  breath'd  bnt  theirs. 

Beautifbl  are  the  maids  that  glide, 

On  sommer-eves,  through  Yemen's  *  dales. 
And  bright  the  glancing  looks  they  hide 

Behind  their  litters*  roseate  veils ;  — 
And  brides,  as  delicate  and  fair 
As  the  white  jasmine  flow'rs  they  wear, 
Hath  Yeiten  in  her  blissful  clime. 

Who,  lulled  in  cool  kiosk  or  bow'r, « 
Before  their  mirrors  count  the  time  ,9 

And  grow  still  lovelier  ev'ry  hour. 
But  never  yet  hath  bride  or  maid 

In  Ababt's  gay  Haram  smil'd, 
Whose  boasted  brightness  would  not  fade 

Before  Al  Hassan's  blooming  child. 

Light  as  the  angel  shapes  that  bless 
An  in&nt*s  dream,  yet  not  the  less 
Rich  in  all  woman's  loveliness ; — 
With  eyes  so  pure,  that  from  their  ray 
Dark  Vice  would  turn  abash'd  away, 
Blinded  like  serpents,  when  they  gaze 
Upon  the  em*rald*s  virgin  blaze ; — "♦ 
Tet  fiird  with  all  youth's  sweet  desires, 
Blingling  the  meek  and  vestal  fires 
Of  other  worlds  with  all  the  bliss, 
The  fond,  weak  tenderness  of  this : 
A  soul,  too,  more  than  half  divine. 

Where,  through  some  shades  of  earthly  feeling, 
Religion's  soften'd  glories  shine, 

Like  light  through  summer  foliage  stealing. 


I  ArebU  Felix. 

*  "  In  the  midit  of  the  garden  is  the  chiosk.  that  ii.  a  large 
room,  commonly  beautified  with  a  fine  fountain  in  the  midst 
of  it.  h  Is  raised  nine  or  ten  steps,  and  inclosed  with  gilded 
lankiT,  round  which  rinet,  jessamines,  and  honeysuckles, 

a  sort  of  green  wall ;  large  trees  are  planted  round  this 
,  which  is  the  scene  of  their  greatest  pleasures."  —  Lady 
M.  W.  Mtmtagu. 

*  The  women  of  the  East  are  never  without  their  looking- 
^Mset.  *'  In  Barbary,"  says  Skaw, "  they  are  so  fond  of  their 
loofclng  fflsstrs  which  they  hang  upon  their  breasts,  that  they 
vID  DoC  lay  them  aside,  even  when  after  the  drudgery  of  the 
llqr  tlMj  are  obliged  to  go  two  or  three  miles  with  a  pitcher 
«r  a  foat*t  aUn  to  fetch  water."  —  Travels. 

fa  other  ports  of  Asia  they  wear  little  looking-glasses  on 
**  Hoice  (and  from  the  lotus  being  considered 


Shedding  a  glow  of  such  mild  hue. 
So  warm,  and  yet  so  shadowy  too, 
As  makes  the  very  darkness  there 
More  beautiful  than  light  elsewhere. 

Such  is  the  maid  who,  at  this  hour. 

Hath  risen  from  her  restless  sleep, 
And  sits  alone  in  that  high  bowV, 

Watching  the  still  and  shining  deep. 
Ah !  'twas  not  thus,  —  with  tearful  eyes 

And  beating  heart,  —  she  us*d  to  gaze 
On  the  magnificent  earth  and  skies. 

In  her  own  land,  in  happier  days. 
Why  looks  she  now  so  anxious  down 
Among  those  rocks,  whose  rugged  frown 

Blackens  the  mirror  of  the  deep  ? 
Whom  waits  she  all  this  lonely  night? 

Too  rough  the  rocks,  too  bold  the  steep. 
For  man  to  scale  that  turret's  height !  — 

So  deem'd  at  least  her  thoughtful  sire. 

When  high,  to  catch  the  cool  night-air. 
After  the  day-beam's  with'ring  fire,^ 

He  built  her  bow'r  of  freshness  there. 
And  had  it  deck'd  with  costliest  skill. 

And  fondly  thought  it  safe  as  fair : — 
Think,  reverend  dreamer  I  think  so  still. 

Nor  wake  to  learn  what  Love  can  dare  ;•— 
Love,  all-defying  Love,  who  sees 
No  charm  in  trophies  won  with  ease ; — 
Whose  rarest,  dearest  fruits  of  bliss 
Are  pluck'd  on  Danger's  precipice ! 
Bolder  than  they,  who  dare  not  dive 

For  pearls,  but  when  the  sea's  at  rest, 
Love,  in  the  tempest  most  alive, 

Hath  ever  held  that  pearl  the  best 
He  finds  beneath  the  stormiest  water. 
Yes — Arabt's  unrivall'd  daughter, 
Though  high  that  tow'r,  that  rock- way  rude. 

There's  one  who,  but  to  kiss  thy  cheek. 
Would  climb  the'  untrodden  solitude 

Of  Ararat's  tremendous  peak,^ 

the  emblem  of  beauty)  is  the  meaning  of  the  following  mate 
intercourse  of  two  lovers  before  their  parents  :  — 
**  *  He  with  salute  of  deference  due. 
A  lotus  to  his  forehead  prest ; 
She  raia'd  her  mirror  to  his  view, 
Then  tum'd  it  inward  to  her  breast.'  " 

Asiatic  MitcUany^  vol.11. 

<  "  They  say  that  if  a  snake  or  ser]>ent  fix  his  eyes  on  the 
lustre  of  thoAC  stones  (emeralds),  he  immediately  becomes 
blind."  —  Ahmed  bm  Abdaiaxix,  Treatise  on  Jewels. 

»  •'  At  Gonil>arorjn  and  the  lilc  of  Ormus  it  is  *ometlmes 
so  hot,  that  the  people  are  obliged  to  lie  all  day  in  the  water." 
—  Marco  Polo. 

*  This  mountain  is  generally  supposed  to  be  innrre«sil)lf>. 
Stnty  says, "  I  can  well  assure  the  reader  that  their  opinion  Is 
not  true,  who  suppose  this  mount  to  be  inaccessible."    He 
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And  think  its  steeps,  though  dark  and  dread, 
Heay  Vs  pathways,  if  to  thee  they  led  I 
Ev'n  now  thou  see'st  the  flashing  spray. 
That  lights  his  oar's  impatient  way ; 
Ey*n  now  thou  hear*st  the  sudden  shock 
Of  his  swift  bark  against  the  rock, 
And  stretchest  down  thy  arms  of  snow, 
As  if  to  lift  him  from  below ! 
Like  her  to  whom,  at  dead  of  night. 
The  bridegroom,  with  his  locks  of  light,* 
Came,  in  the  flush  of  love  and  pride. 
And  scaFd  the  terrace  of  his  bride  ;  — 
When,  as  she  saw  him  rashly  spring. 
And  midway  up  in  danger  cling, 
She  flung  him  down  her  long  black  hair, 
{^claiming,  breathless, "  There,  love,  there ! " 
And  scarce  did  manlier  nerve  uphold 

The  hero  Zal  in  that  fond  hour. 
Than  wings  the  youth  who,  fleet  and  bold. 

Now  climbs  the  rocks  to  Hinda's  bower. 
See — light  as  up  their  granite  steeps 

The  rock-goats  of  Arabia  clamber,* 
Fearless  from  crag  to  crag  he  leaps. 

And  now  is  in  the  maiden's  chamber. 

She  loves — but  knows  not  whom  she  loves. 

Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came ; — 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  groves. 

Some  beauteous  bird  without  a  name. 
Brought  by  the  last  ambrosial  breeze. 
From  isles  in  the'  undiscovered  seas. 
To  show  his  plumage  for  a  day 
To  wondr'ing  eyes,  and  wing  away  ! 
Will  he  thus  fly — her  nameless  lover? 

All  A  forbid  !  'twas  by  a  moon 
As  fair  as  this,  while  singing  over 

Some  ditty  to  her  soft  Kanoon,3 
Alone,  at  this  same  witching  hour. 

She  flrst  beheld  his  radiant  eyes 
Gleam  through  the  lattice  of  the  bow'r, 

Where  nightly  now  they  mix  their  sighs ; 
And  thought  some  spirit  of  the  air 
(For  what  could  waft  a  mortal  there  ?) 
Was  pausing  on  his  moonlight  way 
To  listen  to  her  lonely  lay ! 
This  fancy  ne'er  hath  left  her  mind  : 

And — though,  when  terror's  swoon  had  past, 

add*,  thiit  "  th'>  lower  part  or  the  mountain  in  cloudy,  misty, 
and  dark,  the  middlemost  part  very  cold,  and  like  clouds  of 
snow,  but  the  upper  regions  perfectly  calm."  —  It  was  on  this 
mountain  that  the  Ark  ysM  sup|>osed  to  have  rested  after  the 
Deluge,  and  part  of  it,  they  say,  exists  there  still,  which  Struy 
thus  frr.iTcly  accounts  for :  —  "  Whereas  none  can  rcmoraber 
that  the  air  on  the  top  of  the  hill  did  ever  change  or  was 
subject  either  to  wind  or  rain,  which  iit  presumed  to  be  the 
reason  that  the  Ark  has  endured  so  long  without  being  rotten." 
—  SiHS  CarrcrCi  Travels,  where  the  doctor  laughs  at  this 
whole  account  of  Mount  Ararat 


She  saw  a  youth,  of  mortal  kind. 

Before  her  in  obeisance  cast, — 
Yet  often  since,  when  he  hath  spoken 
Strange,  awful  words, — and  gleams  have  broka 
From  his  dark  eyes,  too  bright  to  bear. 

Oh !  she  hath  fear'd  her  soul  was  giv*ta 
To  some  unhallow'd  child  of  air. 
Some  erring  Spirit  cast  from  heaven, 
Like  those  angelic  youths  of  old. 
Who  bum'd  for  maids  of  mortal  moold, 
Bewilder'd  left  the  glorious  skies. 
And  lost  their  heav'n  for  woman's  eyes. 
Fond  girl !  nor  fiend  nor  angel  he 
Who  woos  thy  young  simplicity  ; 
But  one  of  earth's  impassion'd  sons. 

As  warm  in  love,  as  fierce  in  ire. 
As  the  best  heart  whose  current  runs 

Full  of  the  Day  God's  living  fire. 

But  quench'd  to-night  that  ardour  seems, 

And  pale  his  cheek,  and  sunk  his  brow  ;• 
Never  before,  but  in  her  dreams. 

Had  she  beheld  him  pale  as  now  : 
And  those  were  dreams  of  troubled  sleep. 
From  which  'twas  joy  to  wake  and  weep ; 
Visions,  that  will  not  be  forgot. 

But  sadden  every  waking  scene. 
Like  warning  ghosts,  that  leave  the  spot 

All  wither'd  where  they  once  have  been. 

**  IIow  sweetly,"  said  the  trembling  maid. 

Of  her  own  gentle  voice  afraid. 

So  long  had  they  in  silence  stood. 

Looking  upon  that  tranquil  flood — 

"  How  sweetly  does  the  moon-beam  smile 

"  To-night  upon  yon  leafy  isle ! 

"  Oft,  in  my  fancy's  wanderings, 

''*'  I've  wish'd  that  little  isle  had  wings, 

"  And  we,  within  its  fairy  bow'rs, 

"  Were  wafted  oflf  to  seas  unknown, 
"  Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  ours, 

"  And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone ! 
"  Far  from  the  cruel  and  the  cold,  — 

"  Wliere  the  bright  eyes  of  angels  only 
"  Should  come  around  us,  to  behold 
A  paradise  so  pure  and  lonely. 


44 


I  In  one  of  the  books  of  the  ShAh  KAmeh.  wbm  lA 
celebrated  hero  of  Persia,  remarkable  for  hit  white  hal 
comes  to  the  terrace  of  his  mistreas  Rodahrer  at  night,  she  l« 
down  her  long  tresses  to  assist  him  in  bis  ascent ;  —  be.  Im 
ever,  manages  it  in  a  less  romantic  way  by  fixing  his  crook 
a  projecting  bi-am.  —  Se«  Champion's  Ferdosi, 

3  "  On  the  lofty  hills  of  Arabia  Petrm  are  rork-foat>." 
Nicbfthr. 

3  "  Canun,  cspdcc  de  psaltvrion.  ayec  dec  cordes  de  boyan 
Ics  dames  en  toucbcnt  dans  le  s^ail,  avoc  de«  tttcaillai  wna» 
de  pointcs  de  cooc."—  Todermi,  irmtulmUd  Ay  D€  Omnuo 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


363 


'*  Would  this  be  world  enough  for  thee  ?** — 
Playful  she  tnm*d,  that  he  might  see 

The  passing  smile  her  cheek  put  on ; 
But  when  she  mark'd  how  mournfully 

His  eyes  met  hers,  that  smile  was  gone ; 
And,  bursting  into  heart-felt  tears, 
*•  Yes,  yes,"  she  cried,  **  my  hourly  fears, 
**  My  dreams  hare  boded  all  too  right — 
"  We  part — for  ever  part — to-night  I 
"  I  knew,  I  knew  it  could  not  last — 
"  Twas  bright,  'twas  heav'nly,  but  'tis  past  I 
**  Oh  I  ever  thus,  from  childhood's  hour, 
**  I've  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
•*  I  never  lov'd  a  tree  or  flow*r, 

**  But  'fwas  the  first  to  fade  away. 
**  I  never  nurs'd  a  dear  gazelle, 

"  To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye, 
**  But  when  it  came  to  know  mc  well, 

**  And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die  I 
**  Now  too — the  joy  most  like  divine 

**  Of  all  I  ever  dreamt  or  knew, 
**  To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  call  thee  mine, — 

**  Oh  misery !  must  I  lose  that  too  ? 
•*  Tet  go— on  peril's  brink  we  meet; — 

"  Those  frightfhl  rocks — that  treacherous  sea — 
**  No,  never  come  again — though  sweet, 

**  Though  heav*n,  it  may  be  death  to  thee. 
**  Farewell — and  blessings  on  thy  way, 

"  Where'er  thou  goest,  beloved  stranger ! 
**  Better  to  sit  and  watch  that  ray, 
**  And  think  thee  safe,  though  far  away, 

**  Than  have  thee  near  me,  and  in  danger ! " 

*•  Danger ! — oh,  tempt  me  not  to  boast — " 
The  youth  exclaim'd — "  thou  little  know'st 
**  MThat  he  can  brave,  who,  bom  and  nurst 
**  In  Danger's  paths,  has  dar'd  her  worst ; 
**  Upon  whose  ear  the  signal-word 
**  Of  strife  and  death  is  hourly  breaking ; 
**  Who  sleeps  with  head  upon  the  sword 

**  His  fevered  hand  must  grasp  in  waking. 
•*  Danger!—" 

'*  Say  on — thou  fear'st  not  then, 
**  And  we  may  meet — oft  meet  again  ?" 

**  Oh  !  look  not  so —  beneath  the  skies 
••  I  now  fear  nothing  but  those  eyes. 
**  If  aught  on  earth  could  charm  or  force 
*•  My  spirit  from  its  destined  course, — 
**  If  aught  could  make  this  soul  forget 
**  The  bond  to  which  its  seal  is  set, 

>  •*  Th«y  (the  Gheben)  Uy  so  much  stress  on  their  cushen 
'  (inlle,  at  not  to  dare  to  be  an  instant  without  it."  —  Grose** 
.  — *'L«  Jeune  homme  nia  d'abord  la  chose;  mais. 
tti  d^poulllc  de  n  robe,  et  la  large  o'inture  qu'il  por- 
comDM  CMbre,*' &c  ftc.  «•  D*//<fr6<7tf/,  art.  Agduaiii. 
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"  'Twould  be  those  eyes  ;— they,  only  they, 

Could  melt  that  sacred  seal  away ! 
But  no — 'tis  fix'd — my  awful  doom 
"  Is  fix'd — on  this  side  of  the  tomb 

We  meet  no  more  ; — why,  why  did  Heav'n 

Mingle  two  souls  that  earth  has  riv'n, 
"  Has  rent  asunder  wide  as  ours  ? 
"  Oh,  Arab  maid,  as  soon  the  Powers 
*'  Of  Light  and  Darkness  may  combine, 
"  As  I  be  link'd  with  thee  or  thine  I 

"  Thy  Father " 

"  Holy  Alla  save 

"  His  grey  head  from  that  lightning  glance ! 
"  Thou  know*st  him  not — he  loves  the  brave ; 

"  Nor  lives  there  under  heaven's  expanse 

One  who  would  prize,  would  worship  thee 

And  thy  bold  spirit,  more  than  he. 

Oft  when,  in  childhood,  I  have  play'd 

**  With  the  bright  falchion  by  his  side, 
**  I've  heard  him  swear  his  lisping  maid 

**  In  time  should  be  a  warrior's  bride. 
**  And  still,  whene'er  at  Haram  hours, 
**  I  take  him  cool  sherbets  and  flow'rs, 
'*  He  tells  me,  when  in  playful  mood, 

"  A  hero  shall  my  bridegroom  be, 
"  Since  maids  are  best  in  battle  woo'd, 

And  won  with  shouts  of  victory  ! 
**  Nay,  turn  not  from  me — thou  alone 
"  Art  form'd  to  make  both  hearts  thy  own. 
"  Go —  join  his  sacred  ranks — thou  know'st 

"  The'  unholy  strife  these  Persians  wage  :  — 
"  Good  Heav'n,  that  frown  ! — even  now  thou 
glow'st 

"  With  more  than  mortal  warrior's  rage. 

Haste  to  the  camp  by  morning's  light. 

And,  when  that  sword  is  raised  in  fight, 
"  Oh  still  remember.  Love  and  I 
"  l^neath  its  shadow  trembling  lie  I 
**  One  vict'ry  o'er  those  Slaves  of  Fire, 
"  Those  impious  Ghebers,  whom  my  sire 

"  Abhors " 

"  Hold,  hold —  thy  words  are  death — " 

The  stranger  cried,  as  wild  he  flung 
His  mantle  back,  and  show'd  1>eneath 

The  Ghebcr  belt  that  round  him  clung.  — * 
"  Here,  maiden,  look  —  weep  —  blush  to  see 
"  All  that  thy  sire  abhors  in  me ! 
"  Yes  —  /  am  of  that  impious  race, 

"  Those  Slaves  of  Fire  who,  mom  and  even, 
"  Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 

*'  Among  the  living  lights  of  heaven  :  - 

"  Pour  SR  dlKtinpucr  des  IdolAtrcs  de  I'lnde,  le$  (lui'hres  sc 
ceignent  tons  d'ltn  cr^rdon  de  l.iine,  ou  de  puil  de  chameau.'* 
—  Kncyclojtidi,'  Fran^u'sc. 

D'llerbclot  says  this  belt  was  generally  of  leather. 

*  "  They  sup{>osc  the  Throne  or  the  Alinigiity  is  seated  in 
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Yes  —  /  am  of  that  outcast  few, 

To  Iran  and  to  yengeance  true, 

Who  corse  the  hoar  your  Arabs  came 

To  desolate  our  shrines  of  flame, 

And  swear,  before  God*s  boming  eye. 

To  break  our  country's  chains,  or  die  I 

Thy  bigot  sire,  —  nay,  tremble  not,  — 

•*  He,  who  gave  birth  to  those  dear  eyes. 

With  me  is  sacred  as  the  spot 

•*  From  which  our  fires  of  worship  rise! 

But  know  —  'twas  he  I  sought  that  night, 

"  When,  from  my  watch-boat  on  the  sea, 

I  caught  this  turret's  glimm'ring  light, 

**  And  up  the  rude  rocks  desp'rately 

Rush'd  to  my  prey  —  thou  know'st  the  rest — 

I  climb'd  the  gory  rulture's  nest. 

And  found  a  trembling  dove  within ;  — 

Thine,  thine  the  victory  —  thine  the  sin  — 

If  Love  hath  made  one  thought  his  own. 

That  Vengeance  claims  first —  last  —  alone ! 

Oh !  had  we  never,  never  met. 

Or  could  this  heart  ev'n  now  forget 

How  link'd,  how    bless'd    we    might    have 

been. 
Had  fate  not  frown'd  so  dark  between ! 

Hadst  thou  been  bom  a  Persian  maid, 

**  In  neighbouring  valleys  had  we  dwelt. 

Through  the  same  fields  in  childhood  play'd, 

"  At  the  same  kindling  altar  knelt,  — 

Then,  then,  while  all  those  nameless  ties. 

In  which  the  charm  of  Country  lies. 

Had  round  our  hearts  been  hourly  spun. 

Till  Iran's  cause  and  thine  were  one ; 

While  in  thy  lute's  awak'ning  sigh 

I  heard  the  voice  of  days  gone  by, 

And  saw,  in  every  smile  of  thine. 

Returning  hours  of  glory  shine  ;  — 

While  the  wrong'd  Spirit  of  our  Land 

"  Liv'd,  look'd,  and  spoke  her  wrongs  through 

thee,  — 

God !  who  could  then  this  sword  withstand  ? 

"  Its  very  flash  were  victory ! 

But  now  —  estrang'd,  divorc'd  for  ever, 

Far  as  the  grasp  of  Fate  can  sever ; 

Our  only  ties  what  love  has  wove,  — 

"  In  faith,  friends,  country,  sunder'd  wide  ; 


the  gun,  and  hence  their  worihip  of  that  luminary."  —  //«»- 
waif.  **  As  to  Are,  the  Ghebers  place  the  tpring-head  of  it  in 
that  globe  of  fire,  the  Sun,  by  them  called  Mythras.  or  Mlhir, 
to  which  they  pay  the  highest  reverence,  in  gratitude  for  the 
manifold  benefits  flowing  from  its  ministerial  omniscience. 
But  they  are  to  far  from  confounding  the  subordination  of  the 
Senrant  with  the  majesty  of  its  Creator,  that  they  not  only 
attribute  no  sort  of  tense  or  reasoning  to  the  sun  or  fire,  in 
any  of  its  operations,  but  consider  it  as  a  purely  pasiire  blind 
instrument,  directed  and  governed  by  the  immediate  impres- 
sion on  it  of  the  will  of  God  ;  but  they  do  not  even  give  that 
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**  And  then,  then  only,  true  to  love, 

''  When  false  to  all  that's  dear  beside  ! 
•*  Thy  father  Iran's  deadliest  foe  — 
**  Thyself,  perhaps,  ev'n  now  —  but  no  — 
"  Hate  never  look'd  so  lovely  yet ! 

"No  —  sacred  to  thy  soul  will  be 
"  The  land  of  him  who  could  forget 

"  All  but  that  bleeding  land  for  thee. 
**  When  other  eyes  shall  see,  unmov'd, 

**  Her  widows  mourn,  her  warriors  &U, 
"  Thou'lt  think  how  well  one  Gheber  lor'd, 

"  And  for  kU  sake  thou'lt  weep  for  all ! 

"But  look " 

With  sudden  start  he  ton 

And  pointed  to  the  distant  wave. 
Where  lights,  like  chamel  meteors,  buin^d 

Bluely,  as  o'er  some  seaman's  grave : 
And  fiery  darts,  at  intervals,  > 

Flew  up  all  sparkling  from  the  main, 
As  if  each  star  that  nightly  falls. 

Were  shooting  back  to  heav*n  again. 

"  My  signal  lights !  —  I  must  away  — 

"  Both,  both  are  ruin'd,  if  I  stay. 

"  Farewell — sweet  life  !  thou  cling^st  in  vui 

"  Now,  Vengeance,  I  am  thine  again  1 " 

Fiercely  he  broke  away,  nor  stopped. 

Nor  look'd  —  but  from  the  lattice  droi^'d 

Down  mid  the  pointed  crags  beneath, 

As  if  he  fled  from  love  to  death. 

While  pale  and  mute  young  Hinda  stood. 

Nor  mov'd,  till  in  the  silent  flood 

A  momentary  plunge  below 

Startled  her  from  her  trance  of  woe ;  — 

Shrieking  she  to  the  lattice  flew, 

"  I  come  —  I  come  —  if  in  that  tide 
"  Thou  sleep'st  to-night,  I'll  sleep  there  too 

"  In  death's  cold  wedlock,  by  thy  side. 
"  Oh !  I  would  ask  no  happier  bed 

"  Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  undei 
"  Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead, 

"  Far  sweeter,  than  to  live  asunder! " 
But  no  —  their  hour  is  not  yet  come  — 

Again  she  sees  his  pinnace  fly. 
Wafting  him  fleetly  to  his  home. 

Where'er  that  ill-starr'd  home  may  lie  ; 


luminary,  all-glorious  as  it  is,  more  than  the  tceood 
amongst  his  works,  reserving  the  first  for  that  stupf 
production  of  divine  power,  the  mind  of  m^n.** — Gn$e. 
false  charges  brought  against  the  religion  of  these  peo 
their  Mussulman  tyrants  is  but  one  proof  among  many 
truth  of  this  writer's  remark,  that "  calumny  is  often  ad 
oppression,  if  but  for  the  sake  of  Juatifying  it.'* 

I  "  The  Mamelukes  that  were  in  the  other  boat,  w 
was  dark  used  to  thoot  up  a  sort  of  fiery  arrows  into  ti 
which  in  some  measure  resembled  lightning  oriallinf  s 
Baumgarten. 
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aim  and  smooth  it  seem'd  to  win 
noonlight  way  before  the  wind, 
t  bore  all  peace  within, 
left  one  breaking  heart  behind ! 


iicess,  whose  heart  was  sad  enough  already, 
▼e  wish'd  that  Febamobz  had  chosen  a 
Jicholy  story ;  as  it  is  only  to  the  happy 
s  are  a  luxury.  Her  Ladies,  however, 
no  means  sorry  that  love  was  once  more 
's  theme ;  for,  whenever  he  spoke  of  love, 
1,  his  voice  was  as  sweet  as  if  he  had 
the  leaves  of  that  enchanted  tree,  which 
'er  the  tomb  of  the  musician,  Tan-Sein.  > 

road  all  the  morning  had  lain  through  a 
lary  country ; — through  valleys,  covered 
w  bushy  jungle,  where,  in  more  than  one 
e  awful  signal  of  the  bamboo  stafif^  with 
e  flag  at  its  top,  reminded  the  traveller 
that  very  spot,  the  tiger  had  made  some 
creature  his  victim.  It  was,  therefore, 
:h  pleasure  that  they  arrived  at  sunset  in 
id  lovely  glen,  and  encamped  under  one 
holy  trees,  whose  smooth  columns  and 
g  roofii  seem  to  destine  them  for  natural 
)f  religion.  Beneath  this  spacious  shade, 
ms  bands  had  erected  a  row  of  pillars 
ted  with  the  most  beautiful  porcelains, 
ow  supplied  the  use  of  mirrors  to  the 
uudens,  as  they  adjusted  their  hair  in 
ng  from  the  palankeens.  Here,  while,  as 
e  Princess  sat  listening  anxiously,  with 
SEN  in  one  of  his  loftiest  moods  of  criti- 
her  side,  the  young  Poet,  leaning  against 
of  the  tree,  thus  continued  his  story  :  — 


lin  the  mcloture  which  surrounda  this  monument 
r)  k  a  tnull  tomb  to  the  memory  of  Tan-Sein,  a 
f  incomparable  ikill,  who  flourished  at  the  court  of 
The  tomb  it  OTershadowed  by  a  tree,  concerning 
perstitious  notion  prevails,  that  the  chewing  of  its 
I  Kive  an  extraordinary  melody  to  the  voice."  — 
qfa  Jtmrney  from  Agra  to  Ouxrin,  by  W.  Hunter , 

usual  to  place  a  small  white  triangular  flag,  fixed 

lO  staff  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  at  the  place  where 

destroyed  a  man.     It  is  common  for  the  passengers 

ow  each  a  stone  or  brick  near  the  spot,  so  that  in 

of  a  little  time  a  pile  equal  to  a  good  waggon-load 

d.     The  sight  of  tho<e  flags  and  piles  of  stones 

certain  melancholy,  not  perhaps  altogether  void  of 

mi."  —  Oriental  Field  Sports,  vol.  11. 

Flcus  Indica  U  called  the  Pagod  Tree  and  Tree 

s  ;  the  first,  from  the  Idols  placed  under  its  shade ; 

1,  because  meetings  were   held    under   it«   cool 

In  tome  places  It  to  beliered  to  be  the  haunt  of 


The  mom  hath  risen  clear  and  calm. 

And  o'er  the  Green  Sea^  palely  shines, 
Revealing  Bahrein's  ^  groves  of  palm. 

And  lighting  Kishma's  ^  amber  vines. 
Fresh  smell  the  shores  of  Araby, 
While  breezes  from  the  Indian  Sea 
Blow  round  Selama's^  sainted  cape. 

And  curl  the  shining  flood  beneath, — 
Whose  waves  are  rich  with  many  a  grape, 

And  cocoa-nut  and^flow*ry  wreath. 
Which  pious  seamen,~^is  they  pass'd. 
Had  tow'rd  that  holy  headland  cast — 
Oblations  to  the  Genii  there 
For  gentle  skies  and  breezes  fair  I 
The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight  7 
From  the  high  trees,  where  all  the  night 

She  sung  so  sweet,  with  none  to  listen ; 
And  hides  her  fh)m  the  morning  star 

Where  thickets  of  pomegranate  glisten 
In  the  clear  dawn, — bespangled  o'er 

With    dew,  whose    night-drops  would    not 
stain 
The  best  and  brightest  scimitar  ^ 
That  ever  youthAil  Sultan  wore 

On  the  first  morning  of  his  reign. 

And  see — the  Sun  himself  I — on  wings 
Of  glory  up  the  East  he  springs. 
Angel  of  Light !  who  from  the  time 
Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime. 
Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 
Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  fire ! 

Where  are  the  days,  thou  wondrous  sphere, 
When  Iran,  like  a  sun-flow'r,  tum'd 
To  meet  that  eye  where'er  it  bum'd  ?  — 

When,  from  the  banks  of  Bendemeer 
To  the  nut-groves  of  Samarcand, 
Thy  temples  flam'd  o'er  all  the  land  ? 

spectres,  as  the  ancient  spreading  oaks  of  Wales  hare  been  of 
fairies ;  in  others  are  erected  beneath  the  shade  pillars  of 
stone,  or  posts,  elegantly  carved,  and  ornamented  with  the 
roost  beautiful  porcelain  to  supply  the  use  of  mirrors."  — 
Pennant. 

<  The  Persian  Gulf.  —  "  To  dive  for  pearls  in  the  Green 
Sea,  or  Persian  Gulf."  — Sir  fV.  Jones. 

>  Islands  in  the  Gulf. 

*  Or  Scleroeh,  the  genuine  name  of  the  headland  at  the 
entrance  of  the  Gulf,  commonly  called  Cape  Mu»seldom. 
"  The  Indians,  when  they  pass  the  promontory,  throw  cocoa- 
nuts,  fruits,  or  flowers  into  the  sea,  to  secure  a  propitious 
▼oyagf."  —  Morier. 

f  "  The  nightingale  sings  from  the  pomegranate-groves  in 
the  day-time,  and  from  the  loftiest  trees  at  night." — Russel'i 
Aleppo. 

"  In  speaking  of  the  climate  of  Shirax,  Francklin  says, 
"  The  dew  is  of  such  a  pure  nature,  that  if  the  brightest  sci- 
mitar should  be  exposed  to  it  all  night.  It  would  not  receive 
the  least  rust." 
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Where  are  they  ?  ask  the  shades  of  them 

Who  on  Cadsssia's  >  bloody  plains, 
Saw  fierce  invaders  plock  the  gem 
From  Iran's  broken  diadem. 

And  bind  her  ancient  faith  in  chains : — 
Ask  the  poor  exile,  cast  alone 
On  foreign  shores,  unloved,  unknown. 
Beyond  the  Caspian's  Iron  Gates,  ^ 

Or  on  the  snowy  Mossian  mountains. 
Far  from  his  beauteous  land  of  dates. 

Her  jasmine  bow'rs  ^^d  sunny  fountains : 
Yet  happier  so  than  if  •^  trod 
His  own  beloVd,  but  blighted,  sod. 
Beneath  a  despot  stranger^s  nod! — 
Oh,  he  would  rather  houseless  roam 

Where  Freedom  and  his  God  may  lead. 
Than  be  the  sleekest  slave  at  home 

That  crouches  to  the  conqu'ror's  creed ! 

Is  Iran's  pride  then  gone  for  ever, 

Quench'd  with  the  flame  in  Mithra's  caves  ?  — 
No — she  has  sons,  that  never— never — 
Will  stoop  to  be  the  Moslem's  slaves. 
While  heav'n  has  light  or  earth  has  graves ; — 
Spirits  of  fire,  that  brood  not  long. 
But  flash  resentment  back  for  wrong ; 
And  hearts  where,  slow  but  deep,  the  seeds 
Of  vengeance  ripen  into  deeds. 
Till,  in  some  treach'rous  hour  of  calm. 
They  burst,  like  Zeilan's  giant  palm,  > 
Whose  buds  fly  open  with  a  sound 
That  shakes  the  pigmy  forests  round  ! 

Yes,  Emir  I  he,  who  scaFd  that  tow'r. 

And,  had  he  reach'd  thy  slumb'ring  breast. 
Had  taught  thee,  in  a  Gheber's  pow'r 

How  safe  ev'n  tyrant  heads  may  rest — 
Is  one  of  many,  brave  as  he, 
Who  loathe  thy  haughty  race  and  thee ; 
Who,  though  they  know  the  strife  is  vain. 
Who,  though  they  know  the  riven  chain 
Snaps  but  to  enter  in  the  heart 
Of  him  who  rends  its  links  apart. 
Yet  dare  the  issue, — blest  to  be 
Ev'n  for  one  bleeding  moment  free, 
And  die  in  pangs  of  liberty ! 
•  Thou  know'st  them  well — 'tis  some  moons  since 

Thy  turban'd  troops  and  blood-red  flags, 
Thou  satrap  of  a  bigot  Prince, 

Have  swarm'd  among  these  Green  Sea  crags ; 

I  The  place  where  the  Persiani  were  finally  defeated  by 
the  Arabs,  and  their  ancient  monarchy  destroyed. 

s  Derbend.  —  "  Les  Turcs  appclcnt  cette  ville  Deroir 
Capl,  Porte  de  Per ;  ce  lont  let  Caspiae  Ports  des  ancient.*' 

3  The  Talpot  or  Talipot  tree.  "  Thit  beautiful  palm-tree, 
which  growt  in  the  heart  of  the  forettt,  may  be  clastod  among 


Yet  here,  eVn  here,  a  sacred  band 
Ay,  in  the  portal  of  that  land 
Thou,  Arab,  dar'st  to  call  thy  own. 
Their  spears  across  thy  path  have  thrown 
Here — ere  the  winds  half  wing'd  thee  o'ei 
Rebellion  brav'd  thee  from  the  shore. 

Bebellion !  foul,  dishonouring  word. 

Whose  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stain*d 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain*d. 
How  many  a  spirit,  bom  to  bless. 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  with'ring  name, 
Whom  but  a  day's,  an  bourns  succeH 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  tame ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  bunt 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chill'd  at  fint, 
If  check'd  in  soaring  fh>m  the  plain, 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sink  again ; — 
But,  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head, 
Become  enthron'd  in  apper  air. 
And  turn  to  sun-bright  glories  there! 

And  who  is  he,  that  wields  the  might 

Of  Freedom  on  the  Green  Sea  brink, 
Before  whose  sabre's  dazzling  light ^ 

The  eyes  of  Yemen's  warriors  wink? 
Who  comes,  embower'd  in  the  spears 
Of  Kerman's  hardy  mountaineers?— 
Those  mountaineers  that  truest,  last. 

Cling  to  their  country's  ancient  rites, 
As  if  that  God,  whose  eyelids  cast 

Their  closing  gleam  on  Iran*s  heights, 
Among  her  snowy  mountains  threw 
The  last  light  of  his  worship  too ! 

'Tis  Hafed — name  of  fear,  whose  sound 
Chills  like  the  muttering  of  a  charm ! — 
Shout  but  that  awful  name  around. 

And  palsy  shakes  the  manliest  arm. 
'Tis  Hafed,  most  accursed  and  dire 
(So  ranked  by  Moslem  hate  and  ire) 
Of  all  the  rebel  Sons  of  Fire ; 
Of  whose  malign,  tremendous  power 
The  Arabs,  at  their  mid-watch  hour. 
Such  talcs  of  fearful  wonder  tell. 
That  each  afPrighted  sentinel 
Pulls  down  his  cowl  upon  his  eyes. 
Lest  Hafed  in  the  midst  should  rise  I 

the  lodiett  treet,  and  becomes  ttill  higher  when  on  tliep 
bursting  forth  fh>m  its  leafy  summit.  The  sheath  vbic 
envelopes  the  flower  It  very  large,  and,  when  it  bursts, 
an  explosion  like  the  report  of  a  cannon."  —  Tkumia-g 
*  *'  When  tlio  bright  cimitars  make  the  ey«t  of  oar  1 
wink."  —  The  MoaUakat,  Poem  qfAmrm, 
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A  man,  they  say,  of  monstrous  birth, 
A  minted  race  of  flame  and  earth. 
Sprung  fhmi  those  old,  enchanted  kings,  i 

Who  in  their  fairy  hehns,  of  yore, 
A  feather  from  the  mystic  wings 

Of  the  Simoorgh  resistless  wore ; 
And  gifted  by  the  Fiends  of  Fire, 
Who  groan'd  to  see  their  shrines  expire. 
With  charms  that,  all  in  yain  withstood, 
Would  drown  the  Koran's  light  in  blood ! 

Such  were  the  tales,  that  won  belief. 

And  such  the  colouring  Fancy  gave 
To  a  young,  warm,  and  dauntless  Chief, — 

One  who,  no  more  than  mortal  brave. 
Fought  for  the  land  his  soul  ador'd. 

For  happy  homes  and  altars  free. 
His  only  talisman,  the  sword. 

His  only  spell- word.  Liberty ! 
One  of  that  ancient  hero  line, 
Akmg  whose  glorious  current  shine 
Names,  that  have  sanctified  their  blood ; 
As  Lebanon's  small  mountain-flood 
Is  rendered  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  sainted  cedars  on  its  banks.^ 
Twas  not  fbr  him  to  crouch  the  knee 
Tamely  to  Moslem  tyranny ; 
Twas  not  fbr  him,  whose  soul  was  cast 
In  the  bri^t  mould  of  ages  past, 
Whose  melancholy  spirit,  fed 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  dead. 
Though  fhmi'd  for  I&an's  happiest  years. 
Was  bom  among  her  chains  and  tears  I— 
*Twas  not  for  him  to  swell  the  crowd 
Of  slavish  heads,  that  shrinking  bow'd 
Befbre  the  Moslem,  as  he  pass'd. 
Like  shrubs  beneath  the  poison-blast — 
No — £Eur  he  fled — indignant  fled 

The  pageant  of  his  country's  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  children  shed 

Fen  on  his  soul  like  drops  of  flame  ; 
And,  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 

Of  a  first  smile,  so  welcom'd  he 


I  Tahmurmt,  and  other  ancient  Kings  of  Persia ;  whose 
•dwentures  in  Fairy-land  among  the  Peris  and  Dives  may  be 
(bond  in  Richardson's  curious  Dissertation.  The  griffin  Si- 
moorgh, thej  say,  took  some  feathers  from  her  breast  for 
Tahmuraa,  with  which  he  adorned  his  helmet,  and  trans- 
Bitted  them  afterwards  to  his  descendants. 

'  This  rivulet,  says  Dandlni,  is  called  the  Holy  RiTer  fVom 
the  **  eedar-sainta  **  among  which  it  rises. 

In  the  LeUret  EOyiaiUes,  there  is  a  different  cause  as- 
ifgned  for  its  name  of  Holy.  "  In  these  are  deep  cayems, 
which  formerly  served  as  so  many  cells  for  a  great  number  of 
fcdusea,  who  had  chosen  these  retreats  as  the  only  witnesses 
npon  earth  of  the  teyerity  of  their  penance.  The  tears  of 
pioua  penitent*  gave  the  river  of  which  we  have  just 


The  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty ! 

But  vain  was  valour — vain  the  flow'r 
Of  Keshan,  in  that  deathful  hour, 
Against  Ax  Hassan's  whelming  pow'r, — 
In  vain  they  met  him,  helm  to  helm, 
Upon  the  threshold  of  that  realm 
He  came  in  bigot  pomp  to  sway, 
And  with  their  corpses  block'd  his  way — 
In  vain — for  every  lance  they  rais'd. 
Thousands  around  the  conqueror  blaz'd ; 
For  every  arm  that  lin'd  their  shore. 
Myriads  of  slaves  were  wafted  o'er, — 
A  bloody,  bold,  and  countless  crowd. 
Before  whose  swarm  as  fast  they  bow'd 
As  dates  beneath  the  locust  cloud. 


There  stood — but  one  short  league  away 
From  old  Harmozia's  sultry  bay — 
A  rocky  mountain,  o'er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beetling  awfully  ^ ; 
A  last  and  solitary  link 

Of  those  stupendous  chains  that  reach 
From  the  broad  Caspian's  reedy  brink 

Down  winding  to  the  Green  Sea  beach. 
Around  its  base  the  bare  rocks  stood, 
IJke  naked  grants,  in  the  flood. 

As  if  to  guard  the  Gulf  across ; 
While,  on  its  peak,  that  brav'd  the  sky, 
A  ruin'd  Temple  tower'd,  so  high 

That  oft  the  sleeping  albatross^ 
Struck  the  wild  ruins  with  her  wing, 
And  from  her  cloud-rock'd  slumbering 
Started  —  to  find  man's  dwelling  there 
In  her  own  silent  fields  of  air ! 
Beneath,  terrific  caverns  gave 
Dark  welcome  to  each  stormy  wave 
That  dash'd,  like  midnight  revellers,  in ;  — 
And  such  the  strange,  mysterious  din 
At  times  throughout  those  caverns  roU'd,  — 
And  such  the  fearful  wonders  told 


treated  the  name  of  the  Holy  River.*'  —  Sec  ChSteaubriand'* 
Beauties  of  Christianity. 

3  This  mountain  is  my  own  creation,  as  the  "  stupendous 
chain,"  of  which  I  suppose  it  a  link,  does  not  extend  quite  »o 
far  as  the  shores  of  the  Persian  Gulf.  *'  This  long  and  lofty 
range  of  mountains  formerly  divided  Media  from  Assyria,  and 
now  forms  the  boundary  of  the  Persian  and  Turliish  empires. 
It  runs  parallel  with  the  river  Tigris  and  Persian  Gulf,  and 
almost  disappearing  In  the  vicinity  of  Gomboroon  (Ilar- 
mozia)  seems  once  more  to  rise  in  the  southern  districts  of 
Kerman,  and  following  an  easterly  course  through  the  centre 
of  Meckraun  and  Balouchistan,  is  entirely  lost  in  the  dcscrta 
of  Sinde."  —  A'f'nntVr's  Persian  Empire. 

<  These  birds  sleep  in  the  air.    They  are  most  commcu 
about  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope. 
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Of  restless  sprites  imprison'd  there. 
That  bold  were  Moslem,  who  would  dare, 
At  twilight  hoar,  to  steer  his  skiff 
Beneath  the  Gheber's  lonely  cliff.  > 

On  the  land  side,  those  tow'rs  sublime. 
That  seem'd  above  the  grasp  of  Time, 
Were  severed  from  the  haunts  of  men 
By  a  wide,  deep,  and  wizard  glen. 
So  fathomless,  so  full  of  gloom. 

No  eye  could  pierce  the  void  between  : 
It  seem*d  a  place  where  Gholes  might  come 
With  their  foul  banquets  from  the  tomb. 

And  in  its  cayems  feed  unseen. 
Like  distant  thunder,  from  below. 

The  sound  of  many  torrents  came, 
Too  deep  for  eye  or  ear  to  know 
If  'twere  the  sea's  imprisoned  flow. 
Or  floods  of  ever-restless  flame. 
For,  each  ravine,  each  rocky  spire 
Of  that  vast  mountain  stood  on  fire ;  < 
And,  though  for  ever  past  the  days 
When  God  was  worshipped  in  the  blaze 
That  fh>m  its  lofty  altar  shone,  — 
Though  fled  the  priests,  the  vot'ries  gone, 
Still  did  the  mighty  flame  bum  on,  ^ 
Through  chance  and  change,  through  good  and 

Ul, 
Like  its  own  God's  eternal  will. 
Deep,  constant,  bright,  unquenchable  I 

Thither  the  vanquish'd  Hafed  led 

His  little  army*8  last  remains  ;  — 

Welcome,  terrific  glen !  "  he  said, 

Thy  gloom,  that  Eblis'  self  might  dread, 

**  Is  Heav'n  to  him  who  flies  from  chains  I " 
O'er  a  dark,  narrow  bridge- way,  known 
To  him  and  to  his  Chiefs  alone, 
They  cross'd  the  chasm  and  gain'd  the  tow'rs, — 
"  This  home,"  he  cried,  "  at  least  is  ours  ;  — 
"  Here  we  may  bleed,  unmock'd  by  hymns 

"  Of  Moslem  triumph  o'er  our  head ; 
"  Here  we  may  fall,  nor  leave  our  limbs 

"  To  quiver  to  the  Moslem's  tread. 
"  Stretch'd  on  this  rock,  while  vultures'  beaks 

Are  whetted  on  our  yet  warm  cheeks, 
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>  "  There  ig  an  extraordinary  hill  in  this  neighbourhood 
called  Koh6  Gubr,  or  the  Guebre's  mountain.  It  rises  in  the 
form  of  a  lofty  cupola,  and  on  the  summit  of  it,  they  say,  are 
the  remains  of  an  A  tush  Kudu  or  Fire  Temple.  It  is  super- 
stitiously  held  to  be  the  residence  of  Deeves  or  Sprites,  and 
many  marvellous  stories  are  recounted  of  the  injury  and 
witchcraft  suflTered  by  those  who  essayed  in  former  days  to 
ascend  or  explore  it."  —  PoOinger't  Beloochistan. 

*  The  Ghebers  generally  built  their  temples  over  sut>ter- 
raneous  fires. 

3  "  At  the  city  of  Yesd,  in  Persia,  which  is  distinguished 
by  the  appellation  of  the  Dariib  Abadut,  or  Seat  of  Religion, 


"  Here —  happy  that  no  tyrant's  eye 

"  Gloats  on  our  torments  —  we  may  die  !"— 

'Twas  night  when  to  those  towers  thej  canM^ 

And  gloomily  the  fitful  flame, 

That  from  the  ruin'd  altar  broken 

Glared  on  his  features,  as  he  spoke :  — 

"  'Tis  o'er  —  what  men  could  do,  we've  done - 

**  If  Iran  wiU  look  tamely  on, 

**  And  see  her  priests,  her  warriors  driv'n 

**  Before  a  sensual  bigot's  nod, 
*'  A  wretch  who  shrines  his  lost  in  heav'n, 

**  And  makes  a  pander  of  his  God ; 
**  If  her  proud  sons,  her  high-bom  souk, 

**  Men,  in  whose  veins — oh  last  disgrace! 
**  The  blood  of  Zal  and  Rustam  *  rolls,— 

**  If  they  wiU  court  this  upstart  race, 
**  And  turn  from  Mtthra's  ancient  ray, 
'*  To  kneel  at  shrines  of  yesterday ; 
**  If  they  will  crouch  to  Iran's  foes, 

"  Why,  let  them— till  the  land's  despair 
**  Cries  out  to  Heav'n,  and  bondage  grows 

**  Too  vile  for  ev'n  the  vile  to  bear ! 
*<  Till  shame  at  last,  long  hidden,  bums 
**  Their  inmost  core,  and  conscience  tarns 
**  Each  coward  tear  the  slave  lets  fidl 
**  Back  on  his  heart  in  drops  of  gaO. 
'*  But  here,  at  least,  are  arms  unchain'd, 
**  And  souls  that  thraldom  never  stain'd ;  — 

**  This  spot,  at  least,  no  fbot  of  slave 
**  Or  satrap  ever  yet  pro&ned ; 

"  And   though   but  few  —  thongh  fiut  t 
wave 
**  Of  life  is  ebbing  from  our  veins. 

Enough  for  vengeance  still  remains. 

As  panthers,  after  set  of  sun, 
**  Rush  from  the  roots  of  Leranon 
"  Across  the  dark-sea  robber's  way,  ^ 
"  We'll  bound  upon  our  startled  prey ; 
"  And  when  some  hearts  that  proudest  swell 
"  Have  felt  our  falchion's  last  farewell ; 

When  Hope's  expiring  throb  is  o'er. 

And  ev'n  Despair  can  prompt  no  more, 
"  This  spot  shall  be  the  sacred  grave 
"  Of  the  last  few  who,  vainly  brave, 
**  Die  for  the  land  they  cannot  save ! " 

the  Guebres  are  permitted  to  have  an  Atttsb  Kudu  or  F 
Temple  (which,  they  assert,  has  had  the  sacred  fire  in  It  tit 
the  days  of  SSoroaster)  in  their  own  compartment  of  the  di 
but  for  this  indulgence  they  are  indebted  to  the  aTartce.  i 
the  tolerance  of  the  Persian  goremment,  wbidi  taxes  tbca 
twenty-flTc  rupees  each  mtua.*' ^  Pottinger**  Belooddson 

4  Ancient  heroes  of  Persia.  *'  Among  the  Guebra  th 
are  some,  who  boast  their  descent  tnm  Rustam."— SAcyte 
Persia. 

^  See  Russel's  account  of  the  panthw's  attacking  travdl 
in  the  night  on  the  sca-sbore  about  th«  roota  of  ] 
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His  (}hieft  stood  round —  each  shining  hlade 
Upon  the  broken  altar  laid  — 
And  though  so  wild  and  desolate 
Those  courts,  where  once  the  Mighty  sate ; 
Nor  longer  on  those  mouldering  tow'rs 
Was  seen  the  feast  of  fhiits  and  flow'rs. 
With  which  of  old  the  Magi  fed 
The  wand*ring  Spirits  of  their  dead ;  > 
Though  neither  priest  nor  rites  were  there. 

Nor  charmed  leaf  of  pure  pomegranate ;  ^ 
Nor  hynm,  nor  censer*s  fragrant  air. 

Nor  symbol  of  their  worshipp'd  planet  ;S 
Tet  the  same  God  that  heard  their  sires 
Heard  them,  while  on  that  altar*s  fires 
They  swore*  the  latest,  holiest  deed 
Of  the  few  hearts,  still  left  to  bleed, 
Should  be,  in  Iran's  injured  name. 
To  die  upon  that  Mount  of  Flame  — 
The  last  of  all  her  patriot  line. 
Before  her  last  untrampled  Shrine  I 

Brave,  sufTring  souls !  they  little  knew 
How  many  a  tear  their  injuries  drew 
From  one  meek  maid,  one  gentle  foe. 
Whom  lore  first  tonch'd  with  others'  woe  — 
Whose  life,  as  free  from  thought  as  sin. 
Slept  like  a  lake,  till  Love  threw  in 
His  talisman,  and  woke  the  tide. 
And  spread  its  trembling  circles  wide. 
Once,  Emir  I  thy  unheeding  child, 
Blid  all  this  havoc,  bloom'd  and  smil'd,  — 
Tranquil  as  on  some  battle  plain 

The  Persian  lily  shines  and  tow'rs,  ^ 
Before  the  combat's  redd'ning  stain 

Hath  fall'n  upon  her  golden  flow'rs. 
Light-hearted  maid,  unaw'd,  unmoT'd, 
While  Heav'n  but  spared  the  sire  she  lov'd. 
Once  at  thy  evening  tales  of  blood 
1Jnlist*ning  and  aloof  she  stood  — 
And  oft,  when  thou  hast  pac'd  along 

Thy  Haiam  halls  with  furious  heat, 
Haat  thou  not  curs'd  her  cheerful  song. 

That  came  across  thee,  calm  and  sweet. 
Like  lutes  of  angels,  touch'd  so  near 
Hell's  confines,  that  the  damn'd  can  hear ! 

Far  other  feelings  Love  hath  brought  — 
Her  soul  all  flame,  her  brow  all  sadness, 

^  "  AmoDg  other  cerereonie*  the  Magi  used  to  place  upon 
of  high  towers  Tariotu  kinds  of  rich  riands,  upon 
It  WM  utppoeed  the  Perit  and  the  spirits  of  their  de- 
bcroe*  regaled  themselres."  —  JRtchardson. 
to  llie  ceremonies  of  the  Ghebers  round  their  Fire,  as 
bf  Lord,  "  the  Daroo,"  he  says. "  gircth  thera  water 
*  ^luit^  and  a  pomegranate  leaf  to  chew  in  the  moutli,  to 
tticm  flrom  Inward  ondeanness." 
**  Early  in  the  rooming,  they  (the  Parsees  or  Ghehers  at 
i)  fo  to  crowds  to  pay  their  devotions  to  the  Sun,  to 


She  now  has  but  the  one  dear  thought, 

And  thinks  that  o'er,  almost  to  madness ! 
Oft  doth  her  sinking  heart  recall 
His  words  —  *'  for  my  sake  weep  for  all ; " 
And  bitterly,  as  day  on  day 

Of  rebel  carnage  fast  succeeds. 
She  weeps  a  lover  snatch'd  away 

In  ev'ry  Gheber  wretch  that  bleeds. 
There's  not  a  sabre  meets  her  eye, 

But  with  his  life-blood  seems  to  swim ; 
There's  not  an  arrow  wings  the  sky, 

But  fancy  turns  its  point  to  him. 
No  more  she  brings  with  footstep  light 
Al  Hassan's  falchion  for  the  fight ; 
And — had  he  look'd  with  clearer  sight. 
Had  not  the  mists,  that  ever  rise 
From  a  foul  spirit,  dimm'd  his  eyes — 
He  would  have  mark'd  her  shudd'ring  frame. 
When  ft-om  the  field  of  blood  he  came. 
The  falt'ring  speech  —  the  look  estrang'd  — 
Voice,  step,  and  life,  and  beauty  chang'd— 
He  would  have  mark'd  all  this,  and  known 
Such  change  is  wrought  by  Love  alone  t 

Ah  t  not  the  Love,  that  should  have  bless'd 
So  young,  so  innocent  a  breast ; 
Not  the  pure,  open,  prosperous  Love, 
That,  pledg'd  on  earth  and  seal'd  above, 
Grows  in  the  world's  approving  eyes, 

In  friendship's  smile  and  home's  caress, 
Collecting  all  the  heart's  sweet  ties 

Into  one  knot  of  happiness! 
No,  HiNDA,  no,  —  thy  fatal  flame 
Is  nurs'd  in  silence,  sorrow,  shame  ;  — 

A  passion,  without  hope  or  pleasure, 
In  thy  soul's  darkness  buried  deep, 

It  lies  like  some  ill-gotten  treasure, — 
Some  idol,  without  shrine  or  name. 
O'er  which  its  pale-ey'd  vot'ries  keep 
Unholy  watch,  while  others  sleep. 

Seven  nights  have  darken'd  Oman's  sea. 
Since  last,  beneath  the  moonlight  ray. 

She  saw  his  light  oar  rapidly 

Hurry  her  Gheber's  bark  away, — 

And  still  she  goes,  at  midnight  hour. 

To  weep  alone  in  that  high  bow'r, 

whom  upon  all  the  altars  there  are  spheres  consecrated,  made 
by  magic,  resembling  the  circles  of  the  sun,  and  when  the  sun 
rises,  these  orbs  seem  to  be  inaam<Kl,  and  to  turn  round  with 
a  great  noise.  They  have  every  one  a  cen«er  in  their  hands, 
and  offer  incense  to  the  sun." .—  /labhi  Brnjamin. 

4  *'  Nui  d'entre  eux  oscmit  se  parjurer.  quand  il  a  pris  il 
t^moin  cet  6Ierocnl  terrible  et  v»»ngeur.  "—A'nryrfop.  fraiipti/rr. 

*  "  A  vivid  verdure  succeeds  the  autumnal  rains,  and  the 
ploughed  fields  are  covered  with  the  Persian  lily,  ofarespleii. 
dent  yellow  colour."  —  RHitef*  Aleppo. 
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And  WBtcb.  aod  look  along  the  deep 

For  him  vhoae  «iiiilM  Brst  mode  her  wecpi  — 

Bui  wUcbmg,  weeping,  all  was  vain, 

She  nuver  saw  hii  bark  again. 

The  owlet's  solilarj  cry. 

The  night-hawk,  flilling  darkly  by. 

And  oft  Ibc  hateful  carrion  bird. 
Heavily  flappinf;  bit  clogg'd  wing, 
Whiub  reek'd  with  that  day's  bnnqaetmg  _ 

Was  all  ahe  saw,  waa  all  she  heard. 

'Til  the  eighth  inom—  Al  Hibsin'b  brow 

It  brighlen'd  with  uniuual  joy  — 
What  mighty  miachief  plada  him  now, 

Who  never  smilea  hut  to  destroy  ? 
The  iparkle  upon  Herkend'i  Sea, 
When  loui'd  at  midnight  flirionaly,  ■ 
Tells  not  of  wreck  aod  ruin  nigh. 
More  aurely  than  that  smiling  eyel 
"  tip.  daughter,  up  — the  Kerha's'  breath 
"  Has  blDva  a  bloat  would  waken  death, 
"  And  yet  thon  eleep'sl — np.  child,  and  «ee 
"  This  blessed  day  for  Heaven  and  me, 
"  A  day  more  rich  in  Pagan  blood 
"  Than  ever  flash'd  o'er  Omjis'*  flood. 
"  Before  another  dawn  ghsli  shine, 
"  His  head  — heart  — limbs  — will  all  be  mine; 
■'  This  Tcry  night  his  blood  shall  steep 
"  These  hands  all  over  ere  I  sleep  !" — 

"  HU  bloodl"  she  tkintly  screnm'd — her  mind 
Stiil  aingUag  one  from  all  mankind — 
"  Yes  —  spile  of  his  ravines  and  low'rs, 
"  Hafed.  my  rhild,  this  night  is  ours, 
"  Thanks  to  all-conqu'ring  treacherj-, 

"  Without  whose  aid  the  links  accarst. 
"  That  bind  these  impious  slaves,  would  be 

"  Too  strong  for  Atxi's  self  to  burst! 
"  That  rebel  flend,  whose  blade  has  spread 
"  My  path  with  piles  of  Moslem  dead, 
"  Whose  baffling  speUt  had  almost  driv'n 
■■  Back  from  thcircourae  the  Swords  of  Heav'n, 
"  This  night,  with  all  hie  band,  shall  know 
'■  How  deep  an  Arab's  steel  can  g(^ 
"  Wlien  God  and  Vengeance  speed  the  blow. 
"  And  — Prophet  I  by  that  holy  wreath 
"  Thon  wor'at  on  Odod's  field  of  death,' 
"  I  swear,  lor  ev>j  sob  that  parta 
"  In  anguish  &am  these  heathen  hearts, 


"  A  gem  from  Perbu'i  plander'd  m 
"  Shall  filler  on  thy  Shrine  of  Shrines. 
*■  But,  ha!— she  sinks — that  look  so  wiM- 
■■  Those  livid  lips  — my  child,  my  child,    ' 
'-  This  life  of  blood  befits  not  ihee.     ^M 
•■  And  thon  moat  back  to  AnaDT.      ^^| 

■■  Ne'er  had  I  risk'd  thy  timid  sex  ^^M 
"  In  scenes  that  man  himself  might  d^^H 
"  Had  I  not  bop'd  our  ev'ry  tread  4 

"  Wantd  be  on  prostrate  Persian  necks— 
"  Curst  race,  they  offer  sworfa  insladi 
"  But  cheer  thee,  maid, — the  wind  tbiliii)* 
"  Is  blowing  o'er  Ihy  feverish  brow, 
'•  To-day  shall  waft  thee  fnnn  the  shore ; 
■'  And,  ere  a  drop  of  ihia  night's  gore 
"  Have  time  to  chill  in  yonder  unr'n,   j 
■'  Thouli  see  thy  own  sweet  Arab  be 

His  bloody  boast  was  all  too  true; 
There  lurk'd  one  wretch  a^mong  l]w  ti 
Whom  Hafed's  eagle  eye  could  a 
Arouad  him  on  that  Fiery  Mount.  — 
One  miscreant,  who  for  gold  Is 
The  pathway  through  the  valley'*  i 
To  (hose  high  tow'rs,  where  FrerdMl  M 
In  her  last  hold  of  flame  and  blood 
Left  on  the  field  last  dreadful  night. 
When,  sallying  from  their  Sitcred  height, 
The  Ghebera  fought  hope's  laTewdl  fight. 
He  lay — but  died  not  with  the  brave  i 
That  sun,  which  thouli]  ha-re  gQt  hisginti 
Saw  him  a  trvtor  and  a  slaie  ;- 
And.  while  the  few.  who  tbencc  n 
To  their  high  rocky  Ibrtresa,  mou 
For  him  among  the  matchless  dead  ] 
They  left  behind  on  glory's  bed. 
He  liv'd,  aod,  in  the  face  of 
I.augh'd  them  and  Faith  and  Uear'qj 

Oh  for  a  tongue  to  earse  the  iliTt,   J 

Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  bl 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  Ibe  bi 

And  blasts  tbem  in  their  hoar  et^ 
May  Life's  unblessed  cap  fbr  hnn 
Be  drugg'd  with  treach'nea  la  llie  M 
With  hopes,  that  but  allure  (o  flj. 

With  joys,  thai  vanish  irhile  be  ^ 
Like  Dead  Sea  &nils.  that  tempt  tl 

But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  Upa  I  * 
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His  ooontrf's  cone,  hit  children's  shame, 
Oatcast  of  Tiitoe,  peace,  and  fame, 
Maj  he,  at  last,  with  lips  of  flame 
On  the  parch'd  desert  thirsting  die,  — 
While  lakes,  that  shone  in  mockery  nigh,i 
Are  &ding  of^  untouched,  nntasted. 
Like  the  once  glorious  hopes  he  blasted  I 
And,  when  from  earth  his  spirit  flies. 

Just  Prophet,  let  the  damn*d-one  dwell 
Fall  in  the  sight  of  Paradise, 

Beholding  heav'n,  and  feeling  hell  I 


Laixa  Rookh  had,  the  night  before,  been  visited 
by  a  dream  which,  in  spite  of  the  impending  fate 
of  poor  Hated,  made  her  heart  more  than  nsnally 
cheerfol  during  the  morning,  and  gave  her  cheeks 
aD  the  freshened  animation  of  a  flower  that  the 
Bid-musk  has  just  pass*d  orer.  *  She  &ncied  that 
she  was  sailing  on  that  Eastern  Ocean,  where  the 
sea-gipsies,  who  lire  for  ever  on  the  water ',  e^joy 
a  perpetual  summer  in  wandering  from  isle  to  isle, 
when  she  saw  a  small  gilded  bark  approaching 
her.  It  was  like  one  of  those  boats  which  the 
HaldiTian  islanders  send  adrift,  at  the  mercy  of 
winds  and  waves,  loaded  with  perfumes,  flowers, 
and  odoriferous  wood,  as  an  offSering  to  the  Spirit 
whom  they  call  Eling  of  the  Sea.  At  first,  this 
little  bark  appeared  to  be  empty,  but,  on  coming 


She  had  proceeded  thus  far  in  relating  the  dream 

1i  rtrj  mnarkable  on  account  of  the  considerable  proportion 
«f  aak  which  It  containt.  In  this  respect  it  surpasses  every 
•Chsr  known  water  on  the  surface  of  the  earth.  This  great 
froportloQ  of  Utter  tasted  salts  is  the  reason  why  neither 
■almal  nor  plant  can  lire  In  this  water."  —  Ktaproth't  Che- 
mical Analysis  of  the  Water  of  the  Dead  Sea,  Annals  of 
mtoiopby,  January,  1813.  Hasteiquist,  however,  doubts 
Ite  truth  of  tills  last  assertion,  as  there  are  shell-fish  to  be 
iMmd  In  the  lake. 

Lonl  Byron  bat  a  similar  allusion  to  the  flruits  of  the  Dead 
■ea,  in  that  wonderful  display  of  genius,  his  third  Canto  of 
CbSUm  Harold,  —  magnificent  beyond  any  thing,  perhaps, 
tkat  even  ke  has  ever  written. 

I  ••  The  Sohrab  or  Water  of  the  Desert  is  said  to  be  caused 
Hy  Cbe  rareCsctloo  of  the  atmosphere  from  extreme  heat ;  and, 
iHrf^  augiaenfs  the  delusion,  it  is  most  frequent  in  hollows, 
bIiuo  water  might  be  expected  to  lodge.  I  have  seen  bushes 
mA  trvea  reflected  in  It,  with  as  much  accuracy  as  though  It 
md  been  the  Uee  of  a  clear  and  still  lake."  —  Pottmger. 

*  As  to  tlw  nnbelleTers,  their  works  are  like  a  vapour  in  a 
4tfB,  vlilch  the  thirsty  traveller  tklnketh  to  be  water,  until 
irben  be  eoneth  thereto  he  flndeth  it  to  be  nothing."—  Koran, 


•  "*  A  wind  which  prevails  in  February,  called  Bidmusk, 
a  mall  and  odoriferous  flower  of  that  name." — "  The 
wlkicb  blows  tbeae  flowers  commonly  lasts  till  the  end  of 

s  **  Tba  Bi^6s  are  of  two  races :  the  one  Is  settled  on 


to  her  Ladies,  when  Fkramorz  appeared  at  the 
door  of  the  pavilion.  In  his  presence,  of  course, 
every  thing  else  was  forgotten,  and  the  continuance 
of  the  story  was  instantly  requested  by  all.  Fresh 
wood  of  aloes  was  set  to  bum  in  the  cassolets ; — 
the  violet  sherbets^  were  hastily  handed  roimd, 
and  after  a  short  prelude  on  his  lute,  in  the  pathetic 
measure  of  Nava^,  which  is  always  used  to  express 
the  lamentations  of  absent  lovers,  the  Poet  thus 
continued: — 


The  day  is  lowering — stilly  black 
Sleeps  the  grim  wave,  while  heav'ns  rack. 
Dispersed  and  wild,  *twixt  earth  and  sky 
Hangs  like  a  shattered  canopy. 
There's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain 

But  tells  of  storm  to  come  or  past ; — 
Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast ; — 
There,  roird  in  masses  dark  and  swelling, 
As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling  I 
While  some,  already  burst  and  riv'n, 
Seem  melting  down  the  verge  of  heaven ; 
As  though  the  infant  storm  had  rent 

The  mighty  womb  that  gave  him  birth. 
And,  having  swept  the  firmament. 

Was  now  in  fierce  career  for  earth. 

On  earth  'twas  yet  all  calm  around, 
A  pulseless  silence,  dread,  profound. 
More  awful  than  the  tempest's  sound. 

Borneo,  and  are  a  rude  but  warlike  and  industrious  nation, 
who  reckon  themselves  the  original  possessors  of  the  island  of 
Borneo.  The  other  is  a  species  of  sea-gipsies  or  itinerant  fish- 
ermen, who  live  in  small  covered  boats,  and  enjoy  a  perpetual 
summer  on  the  eastern  ocean,  shifting  tu  leeward  from  island 
to  island,  with  the  variations  of  the  monsoon.  In  some  of 
their  customs  this  singular  race  resemble  the  natives  of  the 
Maldivia  islands.  The  Maldivians  annually  launch  a  small 
bark,  loaded  with  perfumes,  gums,  flowers,  and  odoriferous 
wood,  and  turn  it  adrift  at  the  mercy  of  wind  and  waves,  as 
an  ofl'ering  to  the  Spirit  of  the  Winds ;  and  somt'times  similar 
oflTerings  are  made  to  the  spirit  whom  they  term  the  King  qf 
the  Sea.  In  like  manner  the  BiajAs  perform  their  offering  to 
the  god  of  evil,  launrhing  a  small  bark,  loaded  with  all  the 
sins  and  misfortunes  of  the  nation,  which  are  Imagined  to  fall 
on  the  unhappy  crew  that  may  be  so  unlucky  as  first  to  meet 
with  it."— Dr.  Leyden  on  the  Language  and  Literature  of 
the  Indo-Chinese  Nations. 

<  "  The  sweet-scented  violet  is  one  of  the  plants  m(»st  es- 
teemed, particularly  for  its  great  use  in  Sorbet,  which  they 
make  of  violet  sugar."  ~  Haueiquist. 

**  The  sherbet  they  most  esteem,  and  which  is  drunk  by  the 
Grand  Signor  himself,  is  made  of  violets  and  sugar.**—  7a- 
9emier. 

*  "  Last  of  all  she  took  a  guitar,  and  sung  a  pathetic  air  In 
th«  measure  called  Nava,  which  is  always  used  to  express  the 
lamentaUoDS  of  absent  lovers."  —  P^s/on  Talet. 
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The  diver  steer'd  for  Ormub'  bowers, 
And  moor'd  his  skiff  till  calmer  hoars ; 
The  sea-birds,  with  portentous  screech, 
Flew  fast  to  land ; — upon  the  beach 
The  pilot  oft  had  paus'd,  with  glance 
Tum'd  upward  to  that  wild  expanse ; — 
And  all  was  boding,  drear,  and  dark 
As  her  own  soul,  when  Hinda*s  bark 
Went  slowly  from  the  Persian  shore.  — 
No  music  tim'd  her  parting  oar,i 
Nor  friends  upon  the  less'ning  strand 
Linger'd,  to  wave  the  unseen  hand. 
Or  speak  the  farewell,  heard  no  more ; — 
But  lone,  unheeded,  from  the  bay 
The  vessel  takes  its  mournful  way, 
Like  some  ill-destin'd  bark  that  steers 
In  silence  through  the  Gate  of  Tears.  > 

And  where  was  stem  Al  Hassan  then  ? 
Could  not  that  saintly  scourge  of  men 
From  bloodshed  and  devotion  spare 
One  minute  for  a  £u*ewell  there  ? 
No — close  within,  in  changeful  fits 
Of  cursing  and  of  pray'r,  he  sits 
In  savage  lonelines  to  brood 
Upon  the  coming  night  of  blood, — 

With  that  keen,  second-scent  of  death. 
By  which  the  vulture  snuffs  his  food 

In  the  still  warm  and  living  breath !  > 
While  o*er  the  wave  his  weeping  daughter 
Is  wafted  from  these  scenes  of  slaughter, — 
As  a  young  bird  of  Babylon, — < 
Let  loose  to  tell  of  vict'ry  won. 
Flies  home,  with  wing,  ah  I  not  unstained 
By  the  red  hands  that  held  her  chainU 

And  does  the  long-left  home  she  seeks 

Light  up  no  gladness  on  her  cheeks  ? 

The  flow'rs  she  nurs'd — the  well-known  groves. 

Where  ofl  in  dreams  her  spirit  roves — 

Once  more  to  see  her  dear  gazelles 

Come  bounding  with  their  silver  bells ; 

Her  birds*  new  plumage  to  behold. 

And  the  gay,  gleaming  fishes  count. 
She  left,  all  fiUeted  with  gold. 

Shooting  around  their  jasper  fount ;  ^ 


'  "  The  Easterns  used  to  set  out  on  their  longer  voyages 
with  ranstc." —  Hamur. 

s  "  The  Gate  of  Tears,  the  straits  or  passage  into  the  Red 
Sea,  commonly  called  Babelmandol.  It  received  this  name 
fh)m  the  old  Arabians,  on  account  of  the  danger  of  the  iiavi. 
gation,  and  the  number  of  shipwrecks  by  which  it  was  distin- 
guished ;  which  induced  them  to  consider  as  dead,  and  to 
wear  mourning  for  all  who  had  the  boldness  to  hazard  the 
passage  through  it  into  the  Ethiopic  ocean."  —  Richardson. 

3  "  I  have  been  told  that  whensoever  an  animal  falls  down 
dead,  one  or  more  vultures,  unseen  before,  instantly  appear." 
^Pennant. 


u 
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Her  little  garden  mosque  to  see. 

And  once  again,  at  evening  hour, 
To  tell  her  ruby  rosary* 

In  her  own  sweet  acacia  bow*r. — 
Can  these  delights,  that  wait  her  now, 
Call  up  no  sunshine  on  her  brow  ? 
No, — silent,  from  her  train  apart, — 
As  even  now  she  felt  at  heart 
The  chill  of  her  approaching  doom, — 
She  sits,  all  lovely  in  her  gloom 
As  a  pale  Angel  of  the  Grave ; 
And  o'er  the  wide,  tempestuous  wave, 
Looks,  with  a  shudder,  to  those  tow*n^ 
Where,  in  a  few  short  awful  hours. 
Blood,  blood,  in  streaming  tides  shall  mn, 
Foul  incense  for  to-morrow's  sun  1 

Where  art  thou,  glorious  stranger!  thou, 

So  lov*d,  so  lost,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
"  Foe — Gheber — infidel — whale'er 
"  The'  unhallow'd  name  thou'rt  doom*dtob( 
**  Still  glorious — still  to  this  fond  heart 
"  Dear  as  its  blood,  whate*er  thon  art ! 
"  Yes  —  Alla,  dreadful  Alla  I  yes — 
*'  If  there  be  wrong,  be  crime  in  this, 
**  Let  the  black  waves  that  round  ns  rdl, 
**  Whelm  me  this  instant,  ere  my  sod, 
"  Forgetting  faith— home — &ther— all-* 
''  Before  its  earthly  idol  fidl, 
"  Nor  worship  ev'n  Thyself  above  him — 
**  For,  oh,  so  wildly  do  I  love  him. 

Thy  Paradise  itself  were  dim 

And  joyless,  if  not  shar'd  with  him !" 
Her  hands  were  clasp'd — her  eyes  uptnni'd, 

Dropping  their  tears  like  moonlight  rain; 
And,  though  her  lip,  fond  raver!  bum'd 

With  words  of  passion,  bold,  profime. 
Yet  was  there  light  around  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes. 
Which  show'd, — though  wand'ring  esrthYi 
now. — 

Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes — for  a  spirit  pure  as  hers 
Is  always  pure,  ev'n  while  it  errs ; 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  tum'd  astray,  is  sunshine  still  I 


<  "  They  fasten  some  writing  to  the  wings  of  a  Bagdil 
Babylonian  pigeon."—  Travel*  qf  certain  EngHikimem. 

&  "  The  Empress  of  Jehan-Guire  used  to  divert  bm 
with  feeding  tame  flsh  in  her  canals,  some  of  which  were  m 
years  afterwards  known  by  fillets  of  gold,  which  she  caoic^ 
be  put  round  them."  —  Harris. 

<<  "  Le  Tespih,  qui  est  un  chapelet,  composf  de  99  peti 
boules  d'agathe,  de  Jaspe,  d'ambre,  de  corail,  ou  d'aotre  i 
tidre  pr6cieuse.  J'en  ai  vu  un  superbe  au  Seigneur  Jeff 
il  ftoit  de  belles  et  grosses  perles  parfattes  et  Cgales.  ctti 
trente  mille  piastres.*'  —  ToderM. 
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I J  had  her  mind  forgot 

ghts  hat  one,  she  heeded  not 

Qg  storm — the  wave  that  cast 

'nt*s  midnight,  as  it  pass'd — 

rd  the  frequent  shoat,  the  tread 

ring  tumult  o*er  her  head — 

swords,  and  tongues  that  seem'd  to  vie 

»  rude  riot  of  the  sky. — 

k ! — that  war-whoop  on  the  deck — 

:rash,  as  if  each  engine  there, 

lis,  and  all,  were  gone  to  wreck, 

ells  and  stampings  of  despair! 

,  HeaTen !  what  can  it  be  ? 

the  storm,  though  fearfully 

}  has  shuddered  as  she  rode 

ontain-waves — ^  Forgive  me,  God  I 

e  me  ** — shrieked  the  maid,  and  knelt, 

Dg  all  oyer — for  she  felt 

r  judgment-hour  was  near ; 

rouching  round,  half  dead  with  fear, 

dmaids  clung,  nor  breath*d,  nor  stirr'd — 

larki — a  second  crash — a  third — 

r,  as  if  a  bolt  of  thunder 

n  the  labouring  planks  asunder, 

k  &lls  in — what  horrors  then  I 

raves,  and  tackle,  swords  and  men 

ix'd  together  through  the  chasm, — 

retches  in  their  dying  spasm 

iting  on — and  some  that  call 

OD  and  Iban  I "  as  they  fkll  I 

iras  the  hand  that  tum'd  away 
iU  of  the*  infuriate  fray, 
tch'd  her  breathless  from  beneath 
derment  of  wreck  and  death  ? 
w  not — for  a  faintness  came 
T  her,  and  her  sinking  frame 
e  ruins  of  that  hour 
e  a  pale  and  scorched  flowV, 
the  red  volcano's  shower. 
!  the  sights  and  sounds  of  dread 
xrk'd  her  ere  her  senses  fled ! 
f ning  deck  —  the  crowd  that  strove 
e  tott'riog  planks  above  — 
,  whose  fragments,  shiv'ring  o*er 
igglers'  heads,  all  dashed  with  gore, 
I  like  bloody  flags — the  clash 
'Sy  and  the  lightning's  flash 
eir  blades,  high  toss'd  about 
teor  brands  > —  as  if  throughout 

mri  that  Plinj  calls  "  face*." 

illlant  Canopus,  unseen  in  European  climates." 

brd's  learned  Essays  on  the  Sacred  Isles  in  the 

us  stone  of  the  Indies,  called  by  the  ancienta 


The  elements  one  fury  ran. 
One  gen'ral  rage,  that  left  a  doubt 
Which  was  the  fiercer,  Heav'n  or  Man  I 

Once  too — but  no — it  could  not  be^ 

'Twas  &ncy  all  —  yet  once  she  thought, 
While  yet  her  fading  eyes  could  see. 

High  on  the  ruin*d  deck  she  caught 
A  glimpse  of  that  unearthly  form. 

That  glory  of  her  soul, — even  then. 
Amid  the  whirl  of  wreck  and  storm. 

Shining  above  his  fellow-men. 
As,  on  some  black  and  troublous  night. 
The  Star  of  EotptS  whose  proud  light 
Never  hath  beam'd  on  those  who  rest 
In  the  White  Islands  of  the  West,' 
Bums  through  the  storm  with  looks  of  flame 
That  put  Heav'n's  cloudier  eyes  to  shame. 
But  no — 'twas  but  the  minute's  dream — 
A  fantasy — and  ere  the  scream 
Had  half-way  pass'd  her  pallid  lips, 
A  death-like  swoon,  a  chill  eclipse 
Of  soul  and  sense  its  darkness  spread 
Around  her,  and  she  sunk,  as  dead. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on 
The  stilly  hour,  when  storms  are  gone ; 
When  warring  winds  have  died  away. 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 
Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity, — 
Fresh  as  if  Day  again  were  bom. 
Again  upon  the  lap  of  Mora  !  — 
When  the  light  blossoms,  rudely  torn 
And  scatter'd  at  the  whirlwind's  will. 
Hang  floating  in  the  pure  air  still. 
Filling  it  all  with  precious  balm. 
In  gratitude  for  this  sweet  calm ;  — 
And  every  drop  the  thunder-show'rs 
Have  lef^  upon  the  grass  and  flow'rs 
Sparkles,  as  'twere  that  lightning-gem  * 
Whose  liquid  flame  is  born  of  them  ! 
When,  'stead  of  one  unchanging  breeze. 
There  blow  a  thousand  gentle  airs. 
And  each  a  difTrent  perfume  bears, — 
As  if  the  loveliest  plants  and  trees 
Had  vassal  breezes  of  their  own 
To  watch  and  wait  on  them  alone. 
And  waft  no  other  breath  than  theirs : 


Cerauoium,  because  it  was  supposed  to  be  found  in  places 
where  thunder  had  fallen.  Tertullian  sajrs  it  has  a  glittering 
appearance,  as  if  there  had  been  fire  in  it ;  and  the  author  of 
the  Dissertation  in  Harris's  Voyages,  sui^wces  it  to  be  the 
opal. 
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When  the  blue  walen  riw  uid  fUl, 

Some  minister,  whom  HeU  had  «<nl^      fl 

la  Blecpy  Bumhine  mantling  all ; 

Tu  spread  iu  blast,  where'er  hi:  weul,    ^H 

And  fling,  as  o'er  our  canh  he  imd,      ^H 

Is  like  Ihe  full  and  silent  lieatei 

His  shadow  betwixt  man  and  God!        H 

or  lovers'  bearla,  when  newly  blest. 

And  she  is  now  his  captive, — thrown  ^^M 

Too  oewlj  lo  be  quite  at  rcH. 

In  his  fierce  hands,  olive,  alone ;           ^M 
His  the-  infbrinle  hand  she  sees.            ^1 

Such  WW  the  golden  hour  that  broke 

All  infidels— all  enemies  I                     ^1 

Upon  the  world,  whco  HlHDiwoke 

What  WIS  the  daring  hope  that  Uien     ^| 

From  hw  long  trance,  and  heard  around 

Cross'd  her  like  lighl'ning.  as  again.       H 

Ho  mo^on  hut  the  water's  souBd 

With  boldness  that  despair  hod  lent.    ^H 

Rippling  agaiuBt  the  vcMel's  side, 

She  daned  through  that  armed  vrulrfH 

As  slow  it  mounted  o'er  the  tide.— 

A  look  so  searching,  so  intent, 

Bui  where  1<  (he  ?— her  eyes  ar«  dark, 

Are  wilder'd  EtiU— i>  this  the  burk. 

Ahash'd.  when  he  her  glance*  esug^t. 

The  sump,  that  ftom  Harhuzia's  bay 

As  if  be  guess'd  whose  fbrm  they  sooghL 

Bore  her  at  mom  — whose  bloody  way 

But  no -she  sees  him  not— "tit  gone,    H 

The  lea-dog  inick'dP— no— stmnse  and  new 

The  visioa  that  before  her  shone           ^1 

Is  nil  (hsl  meets  her  wond'ring  view. 

Through  all  the  mate  oT  blood  and  *M^| 

Upon  s  galliot's  deck  she  lies. 

Is  Red  — 'twai  but  a  phantom  form—  jH 

Beneath  no  rich  paiillon'i  Bbade.-- 

One  of  those  passing,  rsinbow  dnunia,^H 

No  plumes  to  fan  her  sleeping  eyes. 

Half  light,  half  shade,  which  Paney'sl^H 

Nor  jasmine  on  her  pillow  laid. 

Paint  on  the  fleeting  niisu  that  roll     ^^M 

But  the  rude  liner,  roughly  spread 

In  irance  or  slumber  roand  the  souL     ^H 

With  war-cloaks,  is  her  homely  bed. 

■ 

And  shawl  and  sssh,  on  javelins  bung, 

But  now  the  bark,  with  livelier  bonnlil^H 

For  awning  o'er  her  head  are  flung. 

Scales  the  blue  wave— Ihe  cre*«^H 

Shudd'ring  she  Inok'd  around— there  lay 

tion,                                             » 

A  group  of  wsiriars  in  the  sun. 

The  oars  are  out.  and  with  light  >on»l 

Eeiling  Iheir  limbs,  as  for  that  day 

Break  the  bright  mirror  ol  the  ocean. 

Their  miaistry  of  death  were  done. 

Scall'ring  its  brilliant  fragmenU  raoni 

Some  gaiing  on  the  drowsy  sea. 

And  now  she  sees— with  horror  sees. 

Lost  in  uncDnscious  reverie ; 

Their  course  is  low'rd  that  roounlaio-hoH.- 

And  some,  who  seem'd  hnt  ill  lo  brook 

Those  tow'rs.  that  make  her  life-blood  &««. 

That  sluggUh  calm,  with  many  a  look 

Where  Mbcci's  godless  enemies 

To  the  slack  sail  impatient  cast. 

Lie,  like  beleagner'd  Korpionl,  ndTd 

As  loose  it  flagg'd  around  the  mast. 

In  Iheir  last  deadly,  venomoui  fbldl 

Amid  the'  illnmin'd  land  and  Booit 

Blest  All*!  who  shall  save  ber  now  ? 

There's  not  in  all  (hat  warrior  band 

Save  where,  above  its  awful  lie»l,        ^^ 

One  Arab  sword,  one  lorban'd  brow 

There  shone  a  flaming  cloud.  blood-raJl^H 

From  her  own  FaJthRil  Moslem  hud. 

As  'twere  Ihe  flag  of  destiny               ^^H 

Their  garb— the  leathern  bell '  IbM  wraps 

Hung  oni  to  mark  where  death  »(mU.^H 

Eooh  yeUow  «esti-tbat  rebel  hue— 

The  Tartar  fleece  upon  their  caps  —  > 

Had  her  bewilder'd  mind  the  po«-r     ^H 

Yes— yes- her  fesrs  ore  oil  too  trne. 

or  thought  in  this  tcrriGe  hour.           ^H 

And  Heav'n  hath,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 

She  well  might  marvel  where  or  how  |^H 

Abandon'd  her  to  HiPto's  power ; 

Man's  foot  could  scale  that  monntaia^^H 

H*»KD.  Hk  Gheber  I— at  the  thought 

Since  ne'er  had  Arab  heard  or  known  ^M 

Her  very  bean's  blood  chills  within  ; 

Of  path  but  through  Ihe  glen  alone.  — ^H 

Be,  whom  bcrsoul  was  hourly  taught 

But  every  thought  was  lost  tn  fen-,      ^^t 

To  loathe,  as  some  foul  fiend  of  sin. 

When,  as  their  bonndiag  bvk  drew  l^H 

■  D-Hfrt,iM,.n.*plHM,L 

1  ■'  Th«  Kotsb.  «  cap.  .on.  t7  lk«  P>nUi.«^H 

lb<- iLlD  otlbs  ibeap  or  TinuT."  —  ll'ai^,    H^^H 

lb«iB«i  ijfrci  hi  Uirl.rUKlKt."-  Tknnal. 

■ 
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The  craggy  base,  the  fek  the  waTes 
Harry  them  toVrd  those  dismal  caTes, 
That  from  the  Deep  in  irindings  pass 
Beneath  that  Mount's  Tolcanic  mass ; — 
And  lood  a  Toice  on  deck  commands 
To  low'r  the  mast  and  light  the  brands  I — 
Instantly  o*er  the  dashing  tide 
Within  a  cayem's  month  they  glide, 
Gloomy  as  that  eternal  Porch 

Through  which  departed  spirits  go : — 
Not  ey*n  the  flare  of  brand  and  torch 
Its  flick'ring  light  conld  ftirther  throw 
Than  the  thick  flood  that  boil'd  below. 
Silent  they  floated — as  if  each 
Sat  breathless,  and  too  aw'd  for  speech 
In  that  dark  chasm,  where  eren  sound 
Seem*d  dark, — so  sullenly  around 
The  goblin  echoes  of  the  caye 
Mntter'd  it  o*er  the  long  black  wave, 
As  'twere  some  secret  of  the  grave! 

Bat  soft  — they  pause — the  current  turns 
Beneath  them  from  its  onward  track ; — 
Some  mighty,  unseen  barrier  spurns 
The  f  exed  tide,  all  foaming,  back, 
And  scarce  the  oars'  redoubled  force 
Can  stem  the  eddy's  whirling  force ; 
When,  hark !  — some  desperate  foot  has  sprung 
Among  the  rocks — the  chain  is  flung — 
The  oars  are  up — the  grapple  clings, 
And  the  toss'd  bark  in  moorings  swings. 
Just  then,  a  day-beam  through  the  shade 
Broke  tremulous — but,  ere  the  maid 
Can  see  from  whence  the  brightness  steals. 
Upon  her  brow  she  shudd'ring  feels 
A  Tiewless  hand,  that  promptly  ties 
A  bandage  round  her  burning  eyes  ; 
While  the  rude  litter  where  she  lies. 
Uplifted  by  the  warrior  throng, 
O'er  the  steep  rocks  is  borne  along. 

Blest  power  of  sunshine! — genial  Day, 
What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  ray! 
To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss, 
ThAt  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this. 
To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweet, — 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 
The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
ET*n  Hdvda,  though  she  saw  not  where 

Or  whither  wound  the  perilous  road, 
TeC  knew  by  that  awak'ning  air. 

Which  suddenly  around  her  glow'd. 
That  they  had  ris'n  from  darkness  then. 
And  breath'd  the  sonny  world  again! 


But  soon  this  balmy  freshness  fled — 

For  now  the  steepy  labyrinth  led 

Through  dampand  gloom — 'mid  crash  of  boughs, 

And  fall  of  loosen'd  crags  that  rouse 

The  leopard  from  his  hungry  sleep. 

Who,  starting,  thinks  each  crag  a  prey. 
And  long  is  heard,  from  steep  to  steep. 

Chasing  them  down  their  thund'ring  way ! 
The  jackal's  cry — the  distant  moan 
Of  the  hyena,  fierce  and  lone — 
And  that  eternal  sadd'ning  sound 

Of  torrents  in  the  glen  beneath, 
As  'twere  the  eyer-dark  Profound 

That  rolls  beneath  the  Bridge  of  Death ! 
All,  all  is  fearfril — ev'n  to  see. 

To  gaxe  on  those  terrific  things 
She  now  but  blindly  hears,  would  be 

Relief  to  her  imaginings ; 
Since  never  yet  was  shape  so  dread. 

But  Fancy,  thus  in  dsi-kness  thrown. 
And  by  such  sounds  of  horror  fed. 

Could  frame  more  dreadAil  of  her  own. 

But  does  she  dream?  has  Fear  again 

Perplex'd  the  workings  of  her  brain. 

Or  did  a  voice,  all  music,  then 

Come  from  the  gloom,  low  whisp'ring  near — 

"  Tremble  not,  love,  thy  Gheber's  here  ?" 

She  doa  not  dream — all  sense,  all  ear, 

She  drinks  the  words,  "  Thy  Gheber's  here." 

'Twas  his  own  voice — she  could  not  err — 

Throughout  the  breathing  world's  extent 
There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her, 

So  kind,  so  soft,  so  eloquent ! 
Oh,  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightingale. 
And  to  some  meaner  minstrel's  lay 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil,* 
Than  Love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone, 
A  breath  of  the  beloved  one! 

Though  blest,  'mid  all  her  ills,  to  think 

She  has  that  one  beloved  near, 
Whose  smile,  though  met  on  ruin's  brink, 

Hath  power  to  make  even  ruin  dear,  — 
Yet  soon  this  gleam  of  rapture,  crost 
By  fears  for  him,  is  chill'd  and  lost. 
How  shall  the  ruthless  Ha  fed  brook 
That  one  of  Gheber  blood  should  look. 
With  aught  but  curses  in  his  eye, 
On  her  a  maid  of  Ababt— 


I  A  frequent  ifna{^  among  the  oriental  poets.  "  The 
nf  ghtiogales  warbled  their  enchanting  notes,  and  rent  the  thin 
▼eili  of  the  rote-bud  and  the  rote."— Jam/. 
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A  Moslem  maid — the  child  of  him. 

Whoso  bloody  banner's  dire  success 
Hath  left  their  altars  cold  and  dim. 

And  their  fair  land  a  wilderness  ! 
And,  worse  than  all,  that  night  of  blood 

Which  comes  so  fast — Oh  I  who  shall  stay 
The  sword,  that  once  hath  tasted  fo<xl 

Of  Persian  hearts,  or  turn  its  way  ? 
What  arm  shall  then  the  victim  cover. 
Or  from  her  father  shield  her  lover  ? 

"  Save  him,  my  God  !"  she  inly  cries  — 
**  Save  him  this  night  —  and  if  thine  eyes 

*'  Have  ever  welcom'd  with  delight 
•♦  The  sinner's  tears,  the  sacrifice 

"  Of  sinners*  hearts — guard  him  this  night, 
*'  And  here,  before  thy  throne,  I  swear 
"  From  my  heart's  inmost  core  to  tear 

"  I^ve,  hope,  remembrance,  though  they  be 
"  Link'd  with  each  quiv'ring  life-string  there, 

"  And  give  it  bleeding  all  to  Thee ! 
"  Let  him  but  live, —  the  burning  tear, 
**  The  sighs,  so  sinful,  yet  so  dear, 
**  Which  have  been  all  too  much  his  own, 
''  Shall  from  this  hour  be  Heaven's  alone. 
**  Youth  pass'd  in  penitence,  and  age 
^  In  long  and  painful  pilgrimage, 
"  Shall  leave  no  traces  of  the  flame 
**  That  wastes  me  now — nor  shall  his  name 
"  Ere  bless  my  lips,  but  when  I  pray 
"  For  his  dear  spirit,  that  away 
"  Casting  from  its  angelic  ray 
•*  The'  eclipse  of  earth,  he,  too,  may  shine 
**  RiHU>eiu*d,  all  glorious  and  all  Thine  ! 
**  Think — think  what  victory  to  win 
**  One  radiant  soul  like  his  fmm  sin, — 
•*  One  wand'ring  star  of  virtue  back 
**  To  its  own  native,  heaven-ward  track ! 
"  I^t  him  but  live,  and  both  are  Thine, 

**  Together  thine  — for,  blest  or  crost, 
**  Living  or  dead,  his  doom  is  mine, 

**  And,  if  he  perish,  l)oth  are  lost ! " 


a  fiur  seer  or  two  in  her  tnin,  who  piidc 
j  selves  on  their  skill  in  interpreting  viai 
j  who  bad  already  remarked,  as  an  unlaek 
•  that  the  Princess,  on  the  very  morning  i 
I  dream,  bad  worn  a  silk  dyed  with  the  blc 

the  sorrowftil  tree,  Kilica.  i 

i 

I  Fadladeen,  whose  indignation  had  ton 
I  once  broken  out  during  the  recital  of  soi 
I  of  this  heterodox  poem,  seemed  at  length 
made  up  his  mind  to  the  infliction  ;  and 
seat  this  evening  with  all  the  patience  of  a 
while  the  Poet  resumed  his  profime  and 
story  as  follows  :— 


Tef.  next  evening  Lalla  Rookh  was  en- 
eated  by  her  Ladies  to  continue  the  relation  of 
T  wonderful  dream  ;  but  the  fearful  interest 
at  hung  round  the  fate  of  Hinda  and  her 
ver  had  completely  removed  every  trace  of  it 
3m  her  mind  ; — much  to  the  disappointment  of 

"  Blossoms  of  the  sorrowful  KycUnthfs  glre  a  durable 
our  to  tllkJ"  —  Bfmarks  on  the  Umtbamtrf/  qf  Bmgai^ 
200.  Nilica  Is  one  of  the  Indian  names  of  this  flower.— 
•  »'.  Jones,    The  Persians  call  it  Gul.  —  CarreH. 

"  In  parts  of  Kermaii,  whatever  dates  arc  shaken  fttmi 


To  tearless  eyes  and  hearts  at  ease 
The  leafy  shores  and  snn-bright 
That  hiy  beneath  that  mountain's  heigfa 
Had  been  a  £ur  enchanting  sight 
'Twas  one  of  those  ambrosial  eves 
A  day  of  storm  so  often  leares 
At  its  calm  setting  —  when  the  West 
Opens  her  golden  howeii  of  rest. 
And  a  moist  radiance  from  the  skies 
Shoots  trembling  down,  as  from  the  eye 
Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last. 
Bright  hours  atone  for  dark  ones  pssi. 
And  whose  sweet  tears,  o*er  wrong  forg 
Shine,  as  they  fiill,  with  li^t  from  heav 

'Twas  stillness  all  —  the  winds  that  late 

Had  rush'd  through  Kebnan's  almond 
And  shaken  fW>m  her  bow*rs  of  date 

That  cooling  feast  the  tniTeUer  loves, 
Now,  lull'd  to  languor,  scarcely  carl 

The  Green  Sea  wave,  whose  wateis  g 
Limpid,  as  if  her  mines  of  pearl 

Were  melted  all  to  form  the  stream : 
And  her  fair  islets,  small  and  bright, 

With  their  green  shores  reflected  thcf 
Look  like  those  Peri  isles  of  light, 

That  hang  by  spell-work  in  the  air. 

But  vainly  did  those  glories  borst 
On  HiNDA*s  dasiled  eyes,  when  flnt 
The  bandage  tram  her  brow  was  taken. 
And,  pale  and  aw*d  as  those  who  wsksa 
In  their  dark  tombs  —  when,  scowling  i 
The  Searchers  of  the  GraTe^  appetr,^ 


the  trees  by  the  wind  thtj  do  not  toudi,  bol  lonl 
those  who  have  not  anj,  or  for  tmv«llOT«.**-^ni  B 
3  **  The  two  terrible  safels,  Mookir  and  KiUi^ 
called  "  the  Seaivhera  of  the  Grave"*  to  Iha  "Cm 
orthodox  UahomeCau*'  tlven  bf  Ocklif,  foLV. 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


377 


Id'ring  tuni'd  to  read  her  &te 
fierce  e jes  that  flash*d  around ; 
those  towers  all  desolate, 
>*er  her  head  terrific  frown'd, 
ying  eT'n  the  smile 
oft  heaT'n  to  gild  their  pile, 
irith  mingled  hope  and  fear, 
s  for  him  whose  voice  so  dear 
le,  like  music,  to  her  ear  — 
mocking  dream  I  again  tis  fled, 
the  shoots,  the  pangs  of  dread 
oogh  her  inmost  hosom  ran, 
Toices  from  without  proclaim 
»,  the  Chief**  —  and,  one  by  one, 
'arriors  shout  that  fearful  name ! 
!S  —  the  rock  resounds  his  tread  — 
U  she  dare  to  lift  her  head, 
those  eyes  whose  scorching  glare 
iBN*s  boldest  sons  can  bear  ? 
i  red  beam,  the  Moslem  tells, 
ik  and  deadly  lustre  dwells, 
ose  hellish  fires  that  light 
idrake's  chamel  leaves  at  night  > 
il  she  bear  that  voice's  tone, 
e  loud  battle-cry  alone 
quadrons  oft  in  panic  ran, 
.  like  some  vast  caravan, 
tretch'd  at  evening  round  the  well, 
ar  the  thirsting  tiger's  yelL 

ss  she  stands,  with  eyes  cast  down, 
ig  beneath  the  fiery  frown, 
fancy  tells  her,  from  that  brow 
ig  o'er  her  fiercely  now : 
dd'ring  as  she  hears  the  tread 

retiring  warrior  band.  — 
as  pause  so  full  of  dread ; 
[afsd  with  a  trembling  hand 
rs,  and,  leaning  o'er  her,  said, 

;  **  —  that  word  was  all  he  spoke, 

IS  enough  —  the  shnek  that  broke 

her  fiill  bosom,  told  the  rest  — 

with  terror,  joy,  surprise, 

d  but  lifts  her  wond'ring  eyes, 

ie  them  on  her  Gheber^s  breast ! 

'tis  he  —  the  man  of  blood, 

.»8t  of  the  Fire-fiend's  brood, 

the  demon  of  the  fight, 

oice  unnerves,  whose  glances  blight,  — 

rn  loved  Gheber,  mild 

rious  as  when  first  he  smil'd 

tne  tow'r,  and  left  such  beams 

ire  eye  to  light  her  dreams, 

abians  call  the  mandrake  *  the  DeTil's  candle,* 
of  ita   shining  appearance  ta  the  night."  — 


That  she  believ'd  her  bower  had  giv*n 
Rest  to  some  wanderer  firom  heav'n ! 

Moments  there  are,  and  this  was  one 
Snatch'd  like  a  minute's  gleam  of  sun 
Amid  the  black  Simoom's  eclipse — 

Or,  like  those  verdant  spots  that  bloom 
Around  the  crater's  burning  lips, 

Sweefning  the  very  edge  of  doom  I 
The  past— the  future  -—all  that  Fate 
Can  bring  of  dark  or  desperate 
Around  such  hours,  but  makes  them  cast 
Intenser  radiance  while  they  last  I 

Ev'n  he,  this  youth  —  though  dimm'd  and  gone 

Each  star  of  Hope  that  cheer'd  him  on  -^ 

His  glories  lost — his  cause  betray'd  — 

Iran,  his  dear-loVd  country,  made 

A  land  of  carcasses  and  slaves. 

One  dreary  waste  of  chains  and  graves  I  — 

Himself  but  ling'ring,  dead  at  heart. 

To  see  the  last,  long  struggling  breath 
Of  Liberty's  great  soul  depart, 

Then  lay  him  down  and  share  her  death  — 
Ev'n  he,  so  sunk  in  wretchedness. 

With  doom  still  darker  gathering  o'er  him, 
Yet,  in  this  moment's  pure  caress. 
In  the  mild  eyes  that  shone  before  him. 
Beaming  that  blest  assurance,  worth 
All  other  transports  known  on  earth. 
That  he  was  lov'd  —  well,  warmly  lov'd  — 
Oh !  in  this  precious  hour  he  prov'd 
How  deep,  how  thorough -felt  the  glow 
Of  rapture,  kindling  out  of  woe  ;  — 
How  exquisite  one  single  drop 
Of  bliss,  thus  sparkling  to  the  top 
Of  mis'ry's  cup  —  how  keenly  quaffd. 
Though  death  must  follow  on  the  draught  I 

She,  too,  while  gazing  on  those  eyes 

That  sink  into  her  soul  so  deep. 
Forgets  all  fears,  all  miseries. 

Or  feels  them  like  the  wretch  in  sleep, 
Whom  fancy  cheats  into  a  smile, 
Who  dreams  of  joy,  and  sobs  the  while  I 
The  mighty  Ruins  where  they  stood, 

Upon  the  mount's  high,  rocky  verge. 
Lay  open  tow'rds  the  ocean  flood. 

Where  lightly  o'er  the  illumin'd  surge 
Many  a  fair  bark  that,  all  the  day. 
Had  lurk'd  in  shelfring  creek  or  bay. 
Now  bounded  on,  and  gave  their  sails, 
Yef  dripping,  to  the  ev'ning  gales ; 
Like  eagles,  when  the  storm  is  done. 
Spreading  their  wet  wings  in  the  sun. 
The  beauteous  clouds,  though  daylight  Star 
Had  sunk  behind  the  hills  of  Lar, 
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Were  »till  with  ling'ring  gloricB  bright.  — 

"  Alikebeyonditahope— Ilsdxwd—   ^^ 

"  In  gloomy  safely,  like  the  DeiuJ  ! 

Tie  Spirit  of  departing  Light 

"  Or,  coold  ev-n  conh  and  hell  unite 

Thut  eve  had  left  hii  sanny  vest 

"  In  league  to  Honn  this  Sacred  H*ight, 

Behind  him,  ere  he  wing'd  his  flight. 

"  Fear  nothing  thou— myself,  to-night. 

NeT«r  vti  scene  so  fom'd  for  love  1 

"  And  each  o'eriooking  star  thai  dwells 

Beneath  them  waves  of  cryslal  more 

-  Near  God  will  be  thy  wntinels  j— 

In  silent  s«eU  —  HeBv'n  gla»i  abore, 

"  And,  ere  lo-njorrow's  dawn  shall  glow.      | 

And  their  pure  heoru,  la  transport  gii'o, 

"  Back  to  thy  aire " 

Swell  like  the  wave,  and  glow  like  Heav'n. 

"  To-morrow  I 
The  maiden  scream'd— ■■  thoolt  never 

But  ahl  too  6«m  that  dream  ig  pa«  — 

"  To-morrow's  sun  — deaib.  death  wiB 

Again,  again  her  fear  reloms ,  — 

"  The  night-cry  through  each  recking" 

Night.  dreadfiJ  night,  is  galb-riag  fset, 

"  Unless  we  fly.  ay.  fly  IhUhotwl 

More  faintlj  the  horiiou  burns. 

■■  Thou  an  betray'd- some  wrelch  wl 

And  every  rosy  tint  Ihiil  lay 

■'  That  dreadful  glen's  mjiterions  elei 

On  the  smooth  &eB  hath  died  away. 

«  Nay.  donbt  not— by  yon  stars,  'tis  B 

H^ily  (0  the  doik'ning  skies 

"  Hath  sold  ihee  to  my  rengefol  liret 

A  glance  she  wst»  —  then  wildly  cries 

■■  This  morning,  with  that  smUe  so  dU 

"  Al  •light,  be  said  —  aod,  look,  'tis  near  — 

"  He  wears  in  joy,  he  told  me  all. 

"Fly.  fly  — ifyet  Ihoolov'st  me,  fly — 

"  And  Btamp'd  in  triumph  Ihrough  oa 

"  Soon  will  his  mard'roiu  hand  be  here, 

"  As  though  thy  heart  already  beat 

■•  And  1  shall  see  thee  bleed  and  die.— 

«  Its  last  life-throb  beneath  bis  feet  I 

"  Hush  1  heanl'B  Ihou  not  the  tramp  of  men 

■'  Good  Heav'n,  how  little  dream-d  1 1 

"Sounding  from  yonder  fearfol  glen?  — 

•'  His  victim  was  my  own  tov'd  yol 

"  Perhaps  ev'n  now  they  climb  the  wood  — 

"  Fly- Bend— let  some  one  watch  th 

■■  Fly.  fly  —  Ihongh  atUl  IhB  West  is  bright. 

"  By  all  my  hopes  of  heav'n  "ti.  n 

"Qe'Ucome  — ohi  yes— he  wanla  thy  bicxid  — 

"1  know  bim  — he'll  not  wait  for  nigbH" 

Uh  1  colder  than  the  wind  that  ft«efc4 
Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunshine  pi 

In  terrors  ev'n  to  agony 

Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seiita 

She  clings  around  the  woad'ring  Chief  i  — 

The  trosling  bonm,  when  betray'd. 

•■  Alas,  poor  wilder'd  maid  1  to  me 

He  felt  it- deeply  fell— and  stood, 

"  Thou  ow'st  this  raring  trance  of  grieC 

As  if  the  tale  had  rrat'n  his  blund. 

"  Lost  as  I  am,  nought  ever  grew 

"  Beneath  mj  shade  but  perish'd  wo  - 

Like  one  whom  sudden  spells  eochai^ 

"  My  doom  is  like  the  Dead  Sen  air. 

Or  some  mute,  marble  habitant 

**  Aod  nothmg  lives  thiu  enien  there ! 

Of  the  still  Halls  of  lasMOitni  1  • 

"  Why  were  onr  barks  together  driv'n 

"  Beneath  this  morning's  furiooi  heav'n  ? 

But  soon  the  painRil  chill  was  o'er. 

"  Why,  when  I  saw  the  priie  that  chnnee 

And  his  great  soul,  herself  one*  mare. 

"  Had  thrown  into  m;  desp'rate  arms,-- 

Look'd  from  hU  brow  in  all  the  nyi 

"  When,  easting  but  a  single  glance 

Of  her  best,  happiest,  gtwidest  day*. 

■•  Upon  thy  pale  and  prostmle  charms, 

Never,  in  moment  most  elale. 

"  I  TOw'd  (though  watching  liewless  o'er 

Did  that  high  spirit  loftier  ri*!— 

-■  Thj  safety  through  that  hour's  alarms) 

His  looks  are  lifted  lo  tbe  «kie<. 

"  Why  have  I  broke  that  hean-wrudg  »ow  ? 

As  if  the  signal  lights  of  Faie 

■■  Why  weakly,  madly  met  (!!«  now  ?  — 

Were  ahining  m  thnae  awflil  eye*  ! 

"  Start  not— thai  noise  is  but  the  shock 

'Tis  come— his  hour  of  marlridom 

In  Iun's  saored  caose  U  come ; 

■■  Dread  nothing  here— upon  this  rock 

And.  though  hU  life  hath  pasi'd  awift 

"  We  stand  above  the  jarring  world, 

Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day. 

■  F«  w  HCDum  ot  hhoonia.  the  prtriSwl  ci.r  1-  Tpp.. 

■aii>«i,  »c.  to  b.  i«n  (D  rhK  4ar.  "•  IVnj-j 

8„p,.  wh^  U  f  .^  U-r.  sr-  n..u,  ..«.«  ^  ™=o. 

Lcrmil. 
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hall  his  death-hour  leave  a  track 
glorj,  permanent  and  bright, 
hich  the  hraTe  of  after-times, 
rofTring  hrare,  shall  long  look  back 
ith  proud  regret, — and  hj  its  light 
itch  through  the  hours  of  slavery's  night 
rengeance  on  the'  oppressor's  crimes, 
rock,  his  monument  aloft, 
all  speak  the  taJe  to  many  an  age ; 
hither  bards  and  heroes  oft 
all  come  in  secret  pilgrimage, 
bring  their  warrior  sons,  and  tell 
irood'ring  boys  -where  Hafed  fell ; 
swear  them  on  those  lone  remains 
.eir  lost  country's  ancient  fanes, 
r — while  breath  of  life  shall  lire 
in  them — never  to  forgive 
accursed  race,  whose  ruthless  chain 
left  on  I&an's  neck  a  stain 
I,  blood  alone  can  cleanse  again  t 

are  the  swelling  thoughts  that  now 

rone  themselves  on  Hafed*8  brow  ; 

ne'er  did  Saint  of  Issa  >  gaze 

1  the  red  wreath,  for  martyrs  twin'd, 

!  proudly  than  the  youth  surveys 

lat  pile,  which  through  the  gloom  behind, 

li^bted  by  the  altar's  fire, 

men — his  destin'd  funeral  pyre? 

'd  by  his  own,  his  comrades'  hands, 

ev'ry  wood  of  odorous  breath, 

e,  by  the  Fire-God*8  shrine  it  stands, 

ady  to  fold  in  radiant  death 

few  still  left  of  those  who  swore 

^rish  there,  when  hope  was  o'er — 

few,  to  whom  that  couch  of  flame, 

:h  rescues  them  firom  bonds  and  shame, 

eet  and  welcome  as  the  bed 

heir  own  infant  Prophet  spread, 

Q  pitying  Heav'n  to  roses  tum'd 

ieath-flames  that  beneath  him  bum'd  t  ^ 

watchfulness  the  maid  attends 
apid  glance,  where'er  it  bends — 

shoot  his  eyes  such  awful  beams  ? 
t  plans  he  now  ?  what  thinks  or  dreams  ? 
!  why  stands  he  musing  here, 
Q  ev'ry  moment  teems  with  fear  ? 
TED,  my  own  beloved  Lord," 
Lueeling  cries  —  "  first,  last  ador'd  I 


I. 

Gbeben  mj  that  when  Abraham,  their  great  Pro- 
I  thrown  into  the  fire  by  order  of  Nimrod,  the  flame 
ifttantif  into  **  a  bed  of  rotes,  where  the  child  sweetly 
*  —  Ta9rrm$er. 
Ir  other  Proptiet,  Zoroaster,  there  is  a  story  told  in 
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If  in  that  soul  thou'st  ever  felt 
**  Half  what  thy  lips  impassion'd  swore, 
Here,  on  my  knees  that  never  knelt 
**  To  any  but  their  God  before,        • 
I  pray  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  me,  fly — 
Now,  now — ere  yet  their  blades  are  nigh. 
Oh  haste — the  bark  that  bore  me  hither 
*'  Can  waft  us  o'er  yon  dark'ning  sea. 
East — west — alas,  I  care  not  whither, 
**  So  thou  art  safe,  and  I  with  thee ! 
Go  where  we  will,  this  hand  in  thine, 
**  Those  eyes  before  me  smiling  thus. 
Through  good  and  ill,  through  storm  and 

shine, 
**  The  world's  a  world  of  love  for  us ! 
On  some  calm,  blessed  shore  we'll  dwell. 
Where  'tis  no  crime  to  love  too  well; — 
Where  thus  to  worship  tenderly 
An  erring  child  of  light  like  thee 
Will  not  be  sin — or,  if  it  be. 
Where  we  may  weep  our  &ults  away. 
Together  kneeling,  night  and  day. 
Thou,  for  my  sake,  at  Alla's  shrine. 
And  I — at  any  God's,  for  thine ! " 


Wildly  these  passionate  words  she  spoke — 

Then  hung  her  head,  and  wept  for  shame ; 
Sobbmg,  as  if  a  heart-string  broke 

With  every  deep-heav'd  sob  that  came. 
While  he,  young,  warm — oh  I  wonder  not 
If,  for  a  moment,  pride  and  fame. 
His  oath — his  cause  — that  shrine  of  flame, 
And  Iran's  self  are  all  forgot 
For  her  whom  at  his  feet  he  sees 
Kneeling  in  speechless  agonies. 
No,  blame  him  not,  if  Hope  awhile 
Dawn'd  in  his  soul,  and  threw  her  smile 
O'er  hours  to  come — o'er  days  and  nights, 
Wing'd  with  those  precious,  pure  delights 
Which  she,  who  bends  all  beauteous  there. 
Was  bom  to  kindle  and  to  share. 
A  tear  or  two,  which,  as  he  bow'd 

To  raise  the  suppliant,  trembling  stole. 
First  wam'd  him  of  this  dang'rous  cloud 

Of  softness  passing  o*er  his  soul. 
Starting,  he  brush'd  the  drops  away, 
Unworthy  o'er  that  cheek  to  stray  ;  — 
Like  one  who,  on  the  mom  of  fight. 
Shakes  from  his  sword  the  dews  of  night. 
That  had  but  dimm'd,  not  stain'd  its  light. 


Dion  Prustnu,  Orat.  36.,  that  the  lore  of  wisdom  and  virtue 
leading  him  to  a  solitary  life  upon  a  mountain,  he  found  it 
one  day  all  in  a  flame,  sliining  with  celestial  fire,  out  of  which 
he  came  without  any  harm,  and  instituted  certain  sacrifices  to 
God,  who,  he  declared,  then  appeared  to  him.  —  Vide  Patrick 
on  Exodus,  iil.  2. 
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Yet,  though  subdaed  the*  aniierrmg  thrill. 
Its  warmth*  its  weakness,  lingered  Mill 

So  tottching:  in  its  look  and  tone. 
That  the  foud«  finnng,  hoping  maid 
Half  counted  on  the  flight  she  pray'd. 

Half  thought  the  hero's  soul  was  grown 

As  $oi^  as  yielding  as  her  own, 
And  smird  and  Messed  him,  while  he  said, — 
••  Yes — if  there  be  some  happier  sphere, 
••  Wheie  fiftdele»  truth  like  ours  is  dear, — 
**  If  there  he  anv  land  of  rest 

'^  Ksv  thv've  who  love  and  ne*er  forget, 
"*  iHi !  e\>mtvvrt  thee — (or  safe  and  blest 

**  W^lt  meet  in  that  calm  region  yet  !** 

S.1MW  had  she  time  to  ask  her  heart 
If  jpvvd  \vr  iU  these  words  impart, 
^Vheti  the  rvMAs'd  y\Hith  impatient  flew 
1\*  the  li^wVwalU  wheiv,  high  in  view, 
A  |k^M)d'nHi$  $ea*hora  *  hung,  and  blew 
A  signal,  deep  and  dread  as  those 
The  storm- fiend  at  his  rising  blows. — 
Full  well  his  Chieftains,  sworn  and  true 
Through  life  and  death,  that  signal  knew  ; 
For  *twas  the*  appointed  warning  blast. 
The*  alarm,  to  tell  when  hope  was  past, 
And  the  tremendous  death-die  cast ! 
And  there,  upon  the  mouldering  towY, 
Hath  hung  this  sea-hom  many  an  hour, 
Ready  to  sound  o'er  land  and  sea 
That  dirge-note  of  the  brave  and  free. 

They  came — his  Chieftains  at  the  call 
Came  tJowlv  round,  and  with  them  all — 
Alas,  how  few  !  —  the  worn  remains 
Of  those  who  late  o*er  Kerman's  plains 
Went  gaily  prancing  to  the  clash 

Of  Moorish  zel  and  tymbalon, 
Catching  new  hope  from  every  flash 

{.H  their  long  lances  in  the  sun. 
And,  as  their  coursers  charg'd  the  wind, 
Aud  the  white  ox-tails  streamed  behind,^ 
Ijooking,  as  if  the  steeds  they  rode 
Were  wing'd,  and  every  Chief  a  God! 
How  t'airu,  how  altered  now  I  how  wan 
Each  !ii.'arr*d  aud  faded  visage  shone 
\s  rouud  the  burning  shrine  they  came ;  — 

Vlou  deadly  was  the  glare  it  cast, 
V*  mule  they  paus'd  before  the  flame 

to  iight  their  torches  as  they  pass'd ! 
rwa»  NJIeuoe  all — the  youth  hath  plann'd 
'IH  viuiies  oi  his  soldier-band  ; 

I  *f  Mt«U  valM  Siiaiikoa,  oomroon  to  India,  Africa,  and 

.     M  I.  iv.  loiKiUi.  uid  «tiil  u«ed  In  many  part«  a»  a  trumpet 

>•    ^  .i.jiiito  -M  i(i«iug  ttlgnals  :  it  tends  forth  a  deep 

•X     AM.    niuiiiiiiT  toi  tk«  bortet  U  made  of  six  Urge 


And  each  determin*d  brow  dedaret 
His  fiuthful  Chieftains  well  know  than. 

But  minutes  speed  —  night  gems  the  skiet^ 
And  oh,  how  soon,  ye  blessed  eyes. 
That  look  from  heaven,  ye  may  behold 
Sights  that  will  turn  your  star-fires  cold ! 
Breathless  with  awe,  impatience,  hope, 
The  maiden  sees  the  veteran  group 
Her  litter  silently  prepare. 

And  lay  it  at  her  trembling  feet ;  — 
And  now  the  youth,  with  gentle  care. 

Hath  placed  her  in  the  sheltered  seat. 
And  press'd  her  hand  —  that  lingering  prw 

Of  hands,  that  for  the  last  time  sever ; 
Of  hearts,  whose  pulse  of  happiness, 

When  that  hold  breaks,  is  dead  forever. 
And  yet  to  her  this  sad  caress 

Gives  hope — so  fondly  hope  can  err  I 
*Twas  joy,  she  thought,  joy*s  mute  exces— 

Their  happy  flight's  dear  harbinger ; 
'Twas  warmth  —  assurance  —  tendemea  ^ 

*Twas  any  thing  but  leaving  her. 

"  Haste,  haste  !**  she  cried,  **  the  doods  growdnki 
**  But  still,  ere  night,  well  reach  the  bark ; 
**  And  by  to-morrow*6  dawn  —  oh  bliss ! 
**  With  thee  upon  the  sim-bright  deep, 
**  Far  ofi^  1*11  but  remember  this, 

"  As  some  dark  vanish*d  dream  of  sleep; 
**  And  thou "  but  ah  I — he  answers  not- 
Good  Heav*n ! —  and  does  she  go  alone? 
She  now  has  reached  that  dismal  spot. 

Where,  some  hours  since,  his  voice's  tone 
Had  come  to  soothe  her  fears  and  ills, 
Sweet  as  the  angel  Isbafil's,) 
When  every  leaf  on  £den*s  tree 
Is  trembling  to  his  minstrelsy  — 
Yet  now  —  oh,  now,  he  is  not  nigh. — 

"  Hafed  1  my  Hafed  1 —  if  it  be 
"  Thy  will,  thy  doom  this  night  to  die, 

**  Let  me  but  stay  to  die  with  thee, 
"  And  I  will  bless  thy  loved  name, 
''  Till  the  last  life-breath  leave  this  flrame 
**  Oh!  let  our  lips,  our  cheeks  be  laid 
**  But  near  each  other  while  they  fade ; 
**  Let  us  but  mix  our  parting  breaths, 
"  And  I  can  die  ten  thousand  deaths ! 
Y"ou  too,  who  hurry  me  away 
So  cruelly,  one  moment  stay  — 
"  Oh !  stay — one  moment  is  not  much  — 

flying  tassels  oflong  white  hair,  taken  out  of  the  tafl«  <^^ 
oxen,  that  are  to  be  found  in  some  place*  of  the  iDdtM-"' 
Tkevenot. 

3  •'  The  angel  Israfil,  who  has  the  moct  meiodioui  ^ 
of  all  God's  creatures."  —  Sate, 


u 


i( 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


381 


may  come  —  for  htm  I  pray  — 
!  dear  Hafed  !"  —  all  the  way 
1  lamentings,  that  would  touch 
of  stone,  she  shrieked  his  name 
ark  woods — no  Hafed  came  :  — 
pless  pair  —  youVe  look'd  your  last :  — 
learts  should  both  have  broken  then : 
jn  is  o*er  —  your  doom  is  cast  — 
never  meet  on  earth  again  I 

him,  who  hears  her  cries  I 
df-way  down  the  steep  he  stands, 
I  with  fix'd  and  feverish  eyes 
imer  of  those  burning  brands, 
rn  the  rocks,  with  mournful  ray, 
he  loves  on  earth  away  I 
as  they  who,  far  at  sea, 
cold  moon  have  just  consigned 
e  of  one,  lov'd  tenderly, 
bleak  flood  they  leave  behind ; 
he  deck  still  lingVing  stay, 
;  look  back,  with  sad  delay, 
I  the  moonlight  on  the  wave, 
)les  o*er  that  cheerless  grave. 

i  —  he  starts  —  what  heard  he  then  ? 
adfiil  shout !  —  across  the  glen 
i  land-side  it  comes,  and  loud 
rough  the  chasm  ;  as  if  the  crowd 
i  things,  that  haunt  that  dell, 
s  and  Dives  and  shapes  of  hell, 
a  one  dread  howl  broke  out, 
K)  terrible  that  shout ! 
raie  —  the  Moslems  come  1 " — he  cries, 
1  soul  mounting  to  his  eyes,  — 
pints  of  the  Brave,  who  roam 
!his*d  through  yon  starry  dome, 
— for  souls  of  kindred  Are 
the  wing  to  join  your  choir  ! " 
-  and,  light  as  bridegrooms  bound 
ir  young  loves,  reclimb'd  the  steep 
d  the  Shrine — his  Chiefs  stood  round- 
swords,  as  with  instinctive  leap, 
,  at  that  cry  accurst, 
.  their  sheaths,  like  sunbeams,  burst 
: !  —  again  —  again  it  rings ; 
more  near  its  echoings 
ugh  the  chasm  —  oh  !  who  that  then 
those  listening  warrior-men, 
r  swords  grasp'd,  their  eyes  of  flame 
1  their  Chief —  could  doubt  the  shame, 
gnant  shame  with  which  they  thrill 
hose  shouts,  and  yet  stand  still  ? 

heir  thoughts  —  they  were  his  own  — 
t  while  our  arms  can  wield  these  blades. 
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Shall  we  die  tamely?  die  alone? 

"  Without  one  victim  to  our  shades. 

One  Moslem  heart,  where,  buried  deep, 
"  The  sabre  from  its  toil  may  sleep? 
**  No  —  God  of  Iran's  burning  skies  I 

Thou  scom'st  the*  inglorious  sacrifice. 

No  —  though  of  all  earth's  hope  bereft, 
**  Life,  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left 
'*  Well  make  yon  valley's  reeking  caves 

"  Live  in  the  awe-struck  minds  of  men, 
**  Till  tyrants  ^hudder,  when  their  slaves 

**  Tell  of  the  Gheber*s  bloody  glen. 
**  Follow,  brave  hearts! —  this  pile  remains 
**  Our  refhge  still  f^om  life  and  chains ; 
**  But  his  the  best,  the  holiest  bed, 
**  Who  sinks  entomVd  in  Moslem  dead ! " 

Down  the  precipitous  rocks  they  sprung. 
While  vigour,  more  than  human,  strung 
Each  arm  and  heart  — The'  exulting  foe 
Still  through  the  dark  defiles  below, 
Track'd  by  his  torches'  lurid  fire. 

Wound  slow,  as  through  Gtolconda's  vale  '. 
The  mighty  serpent,  in  his  ire. 

Glides  on  with  glitt'ring,  deadly  trail. 
No  torch  the  Ghebers  need  —  so  well 
They  know  each  myst'ry  of  the  dell. 
So  oft  have,  iii  their  wanderings, 
Cross'd  the  wild  race  that  round  them  dwell. 

The  very  tigers  from  their  delves 
Look  out,  and  let  them  pass,  as  things 

Untam'd  and  fearless  like  themselves ! 

There  was  a  deep  ravine,  that  lay 

Yet  darkling  in  the  Moslem's  way ; 

Fit  spot  to  make  invaders  rue 

The  many  fallen  before  the  few. 

The  torrents  from  that  morning's  sky 

Had  fill'd  the  narrow  chasm  breast-high, 

And,  on  each  side,  aloft  and  wild. 

Huge  cliffs  and  toppling  crags  were  piPd,  — 

The  guards  with  which  young  Freedom  lines 

The  pathways  to  her  mountain-shrines. 

Here,  at  this  pass,  the  scanty  band 

Of  Iran's  last  avengers  stand ; 

Here  wait,  in  silence  like  the  dead. 

And  listen  for  the  Moslem's  tread 

So  anxiously,  the  carrion-bird 

Above  them  flaps  his  wing  unheard! 

They  come  —  that  plunge  into  the  water 
Gives  signal  for  the  work  of  slaughter. 
Now,  Cihebers,  now  —  if  e'er  your  blades 

Had  point  or  prowess,  prove  them  now  — 
Woe  to  the  file  that  foremost  wades  ! 

They  come — a  falchion  greets  each  brow, 

>  See  lloole  upon  the  Story  of  Slnbad. 
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So  £tr«!:«r  'JL'.T  vL..  hx:i  j-:"«r^r  v  Kir. 
Tb*  f»-.^i  hirjff.  <:!:«r"i  ».th  cLUjacre. 

kll  ap  th«  dreary.  Ion?  nrise. 
k  th^  ivl.  mcrkv  ziisuner  Mr«D 
rf  half-^rwcch'd  brxsds.  thaz  o'er  the  flood 
.ie  ftcanerr  d  rocnd  ind  bcni  in  blood, 
i'ba!  ra:Q  zbrei!  vhat  carnage  svimft! 
leads,  bluin?  tarSan*.  qoiv'ring  limbic 
»«t  svorls  that.  drr>pp*d  from  many  a  ^y"<^. 
D  that  thick  yof>\  of  claught<*r  stand ;  — 
Vr«tche«  vho  vadinp.  half  on  fire 

From  the  tow*d  brands  that  round  them  At, 
Fwizt  floTjd  and  flame  Ln  shrieks  ezpire  ; — 

And  Sfime  who.  grasp'd  by  those  that  die, 
'ink  woandiesi  with  thvm.  smother  d  o'er 
D  their  di*ad  brethren's  gushing  gore ! 

{ut  vainly  hundred^:,  thousands  bleed, 
itill  hundreds,  thousands  more  succeed  ; 
Vjuntlehs  tow'rds  sf>me  flame  at  night 
The  North's  dark  insects  wing  their  flight, 
\nd  quench  or  perish  in  its  light, 
To  this  terrific  spot  they  pour- 
Till,  bridp'd  with  Moslem  bodies  o'er, 
t  iH'ars  aloft  their  slipp'ry  tread, 
Vnd  o'er  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Tremendous  causeway  I  on  they  pass. — 
Then,  hapless  (iliebers,  then,  alas, 
What  hope  was  left  for  you  ?  for  you, 
Whose  yet  warm  pile  of  sacrifice 
f«  smoking  in  their  vengeful  eyes; — 
Whose  swords  how  keen,  how  fierce  they  knew, 
And  bum  with  shame  to  find  how  few? 

I'nish'd  down  by  that  vast  multitude, 

Some  found  their  graves  where  first  th<»y  stood ; 

While  some  with  h<irdier  struggle  died. 

And  still  fought  on  by  IIafkd's  side, 

Who,  fronting  to  the  foe,  trod  back 

Tow'rds  the  high  towers  his  gor>'  tra(;k ; 


"  In  thU  thickpt  upon  th«  bunks  of  thr  Jordan  tereral    rlvrr,  gave  oeoukm  Co  Chat 
ta  of  Willi  iMwiift  arc  wont  to  harbour  thrni»eWet.  whoM  ;  up  like  a  iitmjtom  tke  imfft^g  4f 


By  faddes  sveS  of  Jokdax's  pride 
^  wi2d  eorcrc  where  he  laj,  i 

LoBg  bssles  wish  the'  o'ervhctaning  tad 
So  fccg&s  he  back  with  fieree  delaj, 
Aad  kefc  boch  foci  and  &ie  as  ha j. 

Bo:  vhhher  sow  ?  dwir  track  is  loo. 

Their  peer  eseap'd — gnidci,  totches  ga 
By  conem-bedft  and  labyriDths  civM, 

The  scatter  d  crowd  rath  hUndlj  on — 
**  Cone  oo  thoie  tardj  lights  that  wiad," 
They  panting  err,  **  to  &r  behind ; 
~  Oh  for  a  bloocUioand^s  precMua  teent, 
-  To  track  the  war  the  Gheber  vent!" 
Vain  wish — coDfiuedly  along 
Thej  nifh.  moie  deqi'rate  as  more  wraog 
Till  wilder*d  by  the  &r-off  lights. 
Yet  glin'ring  up  thoie  gloaaiy  heights, 
Their  fimting,  nias*d  and  lost»  thej  auH» 
And  down  the  darkling  precipice 
Are  dash'd  into  the  deep  abyss ; 
Or  midway  hang,  impal*d  on  rocka» 
A  banqnet,  yet  alive,  for  flocks 
Of  rsT'ning  mltnres, — vhile  the  ddl 
Re-echoes  with  each  horrible  yelL 

Those  loonds — the  last,  to  Tengoneedm 
That  e*er  shall  ring  in  Hafbd's  ear,— 
Now  reached  him,  as  aloft,  alone, 
Upon  the  steep  way  breathless  thrown, 
He  lay  beside  his  reeking  blade, 

Resign'd,  as  if  lifers  task  were  o'er, 
Its  last  blood-offering  amply  paid. 

And  Iran*8  self  cotild  claim  no  more. 
One  only  thought,  one  ling*ring  beam 
Now  broke  across  his  dissy  dream 
Of  pain  and  weariness — 'twas  she, 

His  heart's  pnre  planet,  shining  yet 
Above  the  waste  of  memory. 

When  all  life's  other  lights  were  let 
And  never  to  his  mind  befors 
Her  image  such  enchantment  won; 
It  seem*d  as  if  each  thonght  that  slani*d, 

Each  fear  that  chiird  their  kives  wsi  pi 
And  not  one  dood  of  earth  remain'd 

Between  him  and  her  radiance  cait  ;•* 
As  if  to  charms,  before  so  hiight. 

New  grace  fhnn  other  worlds  wss  gM 
And  his  soul  saw  her  by  the  light 

Now  breaking  o*er  itself  from  hcsv^l 
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A  Toice  spoke  near  him — 'twas  the  tone 

Of  a  loVd  friend,  the  only  one 

Of  all  his  warriors,  left  with  life 

From  that  short  night's  tremendous  strife. — 

**  And  must  we  then,  my  Chief,  die  here  ? 

**  Foes  round  us,  and  the  Shrine  so  near  I " 

These  words  have  rous'd  the  last  remains 

Of  life  within  him — "  what  I  not  yet 
**  Beyond  the  reach  of  Moslem  chains ! " 

The  thought  could  make  ey'n  Death  forget 
His  icy  hondage — with  a  hound 
He  springs,  all  bleeding,  from  the  ground. 
And  grasps  his  comrade's  arm,  now  grown 
Ey'n  feebler,  heavier  than  his  own, 
And  up  the  painful  pathway  leads, 
Death  gaining  on  each  step  he  treads. 
Speed   them,  thou   God,  who   heardst   their 

tow! 
They  mount — they  bleed  — oh  save  them  now — 
The  crags  are  red  they've  clamher'd  o'er. 
The  rock-weed's  dripping  with  their  gore ; — 
Thy  blade  too,  Hafed,  false  at  length. 
Now  breaks  beneath  thy  tott'ring  strength ! 
Haste,  haste—the  voices  of  the  Foe 
Come  near  and  nearer  from  below — 
One  eflbrt  more — thank  Heav'n !  'tis  past, 
They've  gain'd  the  topmost  steep  at  last 
And  now  they  touch  the  temple's  walls. 

Now  Haped  sees  the  Fire  divine — 
When,  lo  I — his  weak,  worn  comrade  falls 

Dead  on  the  threshold  of  the  shrine. 
"  Alas,  brave  soul,  too  quickly  fled  I 

**  And  must  I  leave  thee  withering  here, 
••  The  sport  of  every  ruffian's  tread, 

••  The  mark  for  every  coward's  spear  ? 
**  No,  by  yon  altar's  sacred  beams  I " 
He  cries,  and,  with  a  strength  that  seems 
Not  of  this  world,  uplifts  the  fhmie 
Of  the  fidl'n  Chief,  and  tow'rds  the  flame 
Bears  hun  along ;  -—with  death-damp  hand 

The  corpse  upon  the  pyre  he  lays, 
Then  lights  the  consecrated  brand, 

And  fires  the  pile,  whose  sudden  blaze 
Like  lightning  bursts  o'er  Oman*8  Sea. — 
••  Now,  Freedom's  God  I  I  come  to  Thee," 
The  youth  exclaims,  and  with  a  smile 
Of  triumph  vaulting  on  the  pile. 
In  that  last  effort,  ere  the  fires 
HmTe  harm'd  one  glorious  limb,  expires ! 

What  shriek  was  that  on  Oman's  tide  ? 

It  came  firom  yonder  drifting  bark. 
That  just  hath  caught  upon  her  side 

The  death-light — and  again  is  dark. 
It  it  the  boat — ah,  why  delay 'd? — 
That  bears  the  wretched  Moslem  maid ; 


Confided  to  the  watchful  care 

Of  a  small  veteran  band,  with  whom 
Their  gen'rous  Chieftain  would  not  share 

The  secret  of  his  final  doom. 
But  hop'd  when  Hinda,  safe  and  free. 

Was  render'd  to  her  father's  eyes. 
Their  pardon,  full  and  prompt,  would  be 

The  ransom  of  so  dear  a  prize. — 
Unconscious,  thus,  of  Hatkd's  fate. 
And  proud  to  guard  their  beauteous  flight, 
Scarce  had  they  clear'd  the  surfy  waves 
That  foam  around  those  frightful  caves, 
When  the  curst  war-whoops,  known  so  well. 
Came  echoing  from  the  distant  dell — 
Sudden  each  oar,  upheld  and  still. 

Hung  dripping  o'er  the  vessel's  side, 
And,  driving  at  the  current's  will. 

They  rock'd  along  the  whisp'ring  tide  $ 
While  every  eye,  in  mute  dismay. 

Was  tow'rd  that  &tal  mountain  tum'd. 
Where  the  dim  altar's  quiv*ring  ray 

As  yet  all  lone  and  tranquil  bum'd. 

Oh  I  'tis  not  Hinda,  in  the  pow'r 

Of  Fancy's  most  terrific  touch 
To  paint  thy  pangs  in  that  dread  hour — 

Thy  silent  agony — 'twas  such 
As  those  who  feel  could  paint  too  well. 
But  none  e'er  felt  and  liv'd  to  tell  I 
'Twas  not  alone  the  dreary  state 
Of  a  lorn  spirit,  crush'd  by  fate. 
When,  though  no  more  remains  to  dread. 

The  panic  chill  will  not  depart  ;•— 
When,  though  the  inmate  Hope  be  dead. 

Her  ghost  still  haunts  the  mouldering  heart ; 
No  —  pleasures,  hopes,  affections  gone, 
The  wretch  may  bear,  and  yet  live  on, 
Like  things,  within  the  cold  rock  found 
Alive,  when  airs  congealed  around. 
But  there's  a  blank  repose  in  this, 
A  calm  stagnation,  that  were  bliss 
To  the  keen,  burning,  harrowing  pain, 
Now  felt  through  all  thy  breast  and  brain  ;  — 
That  spasm  of  terror,  mute,  intense, 
That  breathless,  agonised  suspense, 
From  whose  hot  throb,  whose  deadly  aching, 
The  heart  hath  no  relief  but  breaking ! 

Calm  is  the  wave  —  heav'n's  brilliant  lights 
Reflected  dance  beneath  the  prow  ; — 

Time  was  when,  on  such  lovely  nights. 
She  who  is  there,  so  desolate  now, 

Could  sit  all  cheerful,  though  alone. 
And  ask  no  happier  joy  than  seeing 

That  star-light  o'er  the  waters  thrown  — 

No  joy  but  that,  to  make  her  blest. 
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And  the  fresh,  buoyant  mhw  of  Being, 
^"hich  bounds  in  youth"!!  yet  careless  breast.  — 
ItAelf  a  !(tar.  not  b'irrowinp  litrbt. 
Hnt  in  it-  own  gUd  efsecce  bri^bt. 
I  low  d:ff»-rent  now :  —  bat.  hark,  again 
The  yrll  of  havr^:  rinpr«  —  brave  mt-n  ! 
In  Tain,  with  N*3tins  heartA.  ve  stand 
On  the  bark's  edge —  in  vain  each  hand 
Half  draw!i  the  falchion  from  its  sheath  : 

All's  o'er  —  in  rust  your  blades  may  lie :  — 
He,  at  whrnif  word  they've  scattvr'd  death, 

Ev'n  now,  thii^  night,  himsvlf  must  die! 
Well  may  y**  l<M>k  to  yon  dim  tower. 

And  a'^k,  and  wond'ring  fnii*ss  what  means 
The  liaiiK-crv  at  this  dvad  hour  — 

Ah  !  she  could  tell  vou  — she,  vvho  leans 
Tnheedi'd  tlu-re.  pale,  sunk,  aghast. 
With  bn)w  against  the  dcw-cold  mast ;  — 

Too  Will  slic  knows  —  her  more  than  life. 
Her  soul's  first  idol  and  its  last, 

Lies  bk*eding  in  that  murd'rous  strife. 

Rut  see  —  what  moves  upon  the  height  ? 
Some  signal !  —  'tis  a  torch's  light 

What  bodes  its  solitary  glare  ? 
In  gasping  silence  tow'rd  the  Shrine 
All  eyes  are  tum'd —  thine,  Hinda,  thine 

Fix  their  last  fading  life-beams  there. 
'Twas  but  u  moment  —  fierce  and  high 
The  death-pile  blaz'd  into  the  sky. 
And  fur  away.  oVr  rock  and  AckkI 

Its  melancholy  radiance  sent ; 
While  IIafi:i>,  like  a  vision  stood 
Keveal'd  In-fore  the  burning  pyre. 
Tall,  shadowy,  like  a  Spirit  of  Fire 

Shrin'd  in  its  own  grand  element ! 
"  Tis  hr  ! "  —  the  shudd'ring  maid  exclaims, — 

Hut,  whilf  shi?  siH'aks,  he's  scH.'n  no  more  ; 
High  burst  in  nir  the  funeral  flames. 

And  Ikan'h  hopes  and  liers  are  o'er! 

One  wild,  heart -bn)k en  shriek  she  gave  ; 
Then  sprung,  as  if  to  reach  tliat  blaze, 
W'here  still  she  fix'd  her  dying  gaze. 

And,  gazing,  sunk  into  the  wave, — 
IKh»p,  deep,  —  where  never  core  or  pain 
Shall  reach  her  innocent  heart  again! 


ri>well — farewell  to  thee,  Araby's  daughter  I 
;Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea,) 

'*  Thin  wind  (tlir  Kninonr)  lo  loftoni  the  utring^  of  Intra, 
t  tlicy  can  npvcr  br  tuned  while  It  \»%H."^-Strpkcn'$  , 
'fia. 

"  Oni*  of  thp  grratnt  ciirioiltlm  found  in  the  Persian  I 
If  In  a  fl«h  which  the  KnglUh  call  Kur-liOi.    It  i«  circular, 
,  at  nlRht  viTy  himinoui,  mcmhling  thi>  full  moon  kur-  I 
ndrd  hy  rayi."—  Mirxa  Ahm  Tairb. 

l"or  a  dracri|HkMi  of  the  merrlmont  of  the  date-time,  of 


No  pearl  erer  lay,  under  Oman's  green  wa 
More  pure  in  its  shell  Aan  thy  Spirit  in 

Oh !  £ur  as  the  sea-flower  close  to  thee  gnr 
How  light  was  thy  heart  till  Love's  witcher 

Like  the  wind  of  the  south  <  o'er  a  sammi 
blowing. 
And  hnsh'd  all  its  music,  and  wither'd  its  i 

But  long,  opoD  AmABT's  green  sunny  high! 

Shall  maids  and  their  lovers  remember  thi 
Of  her,  who  lies  sleeping  among  the  Pearl  I 

With  nooght  but  the  sea-star  *  to  light 
tomb. 

And  stilU  when  the  merry  date-season  is  ba 
And  calls  to  the  palm-groves  the  yoongi 
old. 

The  happiest  there,  fVom  their  pastime  reta 
At  simset,  will  weep  when  thy  story  is  to 

The  yonng  Tillage-maid,  when  with  flow* 
dresses 

Her  dark  flowing  hair  for  some  festival  d 
Will  think  of  thy  fate  till,  neglecting  her  tr 

She  monrnfolly  turns  fhwi  the  mirror  a« 

Nor  shall  Iram,  belov*d  of  her  Hero !  forget  t 
Though  tyrants  watch  over  her  tears  as  thr 

Close,  close  by  the  side  of  that  Hero  shell  se 
Embalm'd  in  the  innermost  shrine  of  her 

Farewell — be  it  onrs  to  embellish  thy  pilkr 
With  ev'ry  thing  beaateous  that  grows  i 
deep  ; 

Each  flow  V  of  the  rock  and  each  gem  of  the  1 
Shall  sweeten  thy  bed  and  illomine  thy  ili 

Around  thee  shall  glisten  the  loreliest  ambe 
That  ever  the  sorrowing  sea-bird  has  wcpl 

With  many  a  shell,  in  whose  hoUow-«R 
chamber, 
We,  Peris  of  Ocean,  by  moonlight  have  ri 

WVll  dive  where  the  gardetuof  eonl  lie  dsri 
And  plant  all  the  rosiest  stems  at  thy  berf 

We'll  seek  where  the  sands  of  the  Gupin^ 
sparkling, 
And  gather  their  gold  to  strew  over  thy  li 


their  work,  their  dances,  and  Iheir 

liniTus  at  the  end  of  autumn  with  tto  ftnits. 

Amcrm'tat.  Exoi. 

*  Some  naturalli4t  have  lma(liiBd  llMt 
cretion  of  the  tears  of  birds. » 

"  "  The  bay  Kiewlarke,  which  b 
Golden  Bay,  the  sand 
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-farewell  —  until  Pity's  sweet  fountain 
the  hearts  of  the  ftir  and  the  hrave, 
ep  for  the  Chieftain  who  died  on  that 
ain, 

^eep  for  the  Midden  who  sleeps  in  this 
e. 


pilar  placidity  with  which  Fadladeen 
1,  during  the  latter  part  of  this  obnoz« 
surprised  the  Princess  and  Feramorz 
J ;  and  even  inclined  towards  him  the 
lese  unsuspicious  young  persons,  who 
the  source  of  a  complacency  so  mar- 
lie  truth  was,  he  had  been  organizing, 
few  days,  a  most  notable  plan  of  per- 
ainst  the  poet,  in  consequence  of  some 
at  had  £dlen  from  him  on  the  second 
recital, — which  appeared  to  this  wor- 
erlain  to  contain  language  and  princi- 
hich  nothing  short  of  the  summary 
'the  Chabuk  ^  would  be  advisable.  It 
sitioii,  therefore,  immediately  on  their 
Cashmere,  to  give  information  to  the 
tucharia  of  the  very  dangerous  sen- 
ds minstrel ;  and  if,  unfortunately,  that 
id  not  act  with  suitable  vigour  on  the 
hat  is,  if  he  did  not  give  the  Chabuk 
BX,  and  a  place  to  Fadladeen,)  there 
m  end,  he  feared,  of  all  legitimate 
t  in  Bucharia.  He  could  not  help, 
iguring  better  both  for  himself  and  the 
^tentates  in  general;  and  it  was  the 
sing  from  these  mingled  anticipations 
1  such  unusual  satisfaction  through  his 
d  made  his  eyes  shine  out  like  poppies 
t,  over  the  wide  and  lifeless  wilderness 
itenance. 

iecided  upon  the  Poet's  chastisement 
mer,  he  thought  it  but  humanity  to 
he  minor  tortures  of  criticism.  Ac- 
irhen  they  assembled  the  following 
the  pavilion,  and  Lalla  Rookh  was 

licatfcm  of  whipi  or  ro^.^"  — Dubois. 
nentioai  luch  an  officer  among  the  attendants 
Persia,  and  calls  him  "  formae  corporis  esti- 
business  was,  at  stated  periods,  to  measure  the 
Haram  by  a  sort  of  regulation-girdle,  whose 
ot  thought  graceful  to  exceed.  If  any  of  them 
landard  of  shape,  they  were  reduced  by  absti- 
came  wttbin  proper  bounds, 
k. 

bis  way  ordered  a  fort  to  be  built  upon  the 
be  called  Attock,  which  means  in  the  Indian 
4ddeii ;  for,  by  the  superstition  of  the  Hindoos, 
\ambil  to  crou  that  rlTer."— Oow's  Uindostan. 


expecting  to  see  all  the  beauties  of  her  bard  melt 
a^ay,  one  by  one,  in  the  acidity  of  criticism,  like 
pearls  in  the  cup  of  the  Egyptian  queen, — he 
agreeably  disappointed  her,  by  merely  saying, 
with  an  ironical  smile,  that  the  merits  of  such  a 
poem  deserved  to  be  tried  at  a  much  higher  tri- 
bunal ;  and  then  suddenly  passed  off  into  a 
panegyric,  upon  all  Mussulman  sovereigns,  more 
particularly  his  august  and  Imperial  master, 
Aurungzebe, — the  wisest  and  best  of  the  descend- 
ants of  Timur  —  who,  among  other  great  things 
he  had  done  for  mankind,  had  given  to  him,  Fad- 
ladeen, the  very  profitable  posts  of  Betel-car- 
rier, and  Taster  of  Sherbets  to  the  Emperor,  Chief 
Holder  of  the  Girdle  of  Beautiful  Forms  ^  and 
Grand  Nazir,  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Haram. 

They  were  now  not  far  from  that  Forbidden 
River  ^,  beyond  which  no  pure  Hindoo  can  pass  ; 
and  were  reposing  for  a  time  in  the  rich  valley 
of  Hussun  Abdaul,  which  had  always  been  a 
favourite  resting-place  of  the  Emperors  in  their 
annual  migrations  to  Cashmere.  Here  often  had 
the  Light  of  the  Faith,  Jehan-Gulre,  been  known 
to  wander  with  his  beloved  and  beautiful  Nour- 
mahal ;  and  here  would  Lalla  Rookh  have  been 
happy  to  remain  for  ever,  giving  up  the  throne  of 
Bucharia  and  the  world,  for  Feramorz  and  love  in 
this  sweet  lonely  valley.  But  the  time  was  now 
fest  approaching  when  she  must  see  him  no  lon- 
ger,— or,  what  was  still  worse,  behold  him  with 
eyes  whose  every  look  belonged  to  another ;  and 
there  was  a  melancholy  preciousness  in  these  last 
moments,  which  made  her  heart  cling  to  them  as 
it  would  to  life.  During  the  latter  part  of  the 
journey,  indeed,  she  had  sunk  into  a  deep  sad- 
ness, from  which  nothing  but  the  presence  of  the 
young  minstrel  could  awake  her.  Like  those 
lamps  in  tombs,  which  only  light  up  when  the 
air  is  admitted,  it  was  only  at  his  approach  that 
her  eyes  became  smiling  and  animated.  But  here, 
in  this  dear  valley,  every  moment  appeared  an 
age  of  pleasure ;  she  saw  him  all  day,  and  was, 
therefore,  all  day  happy, — resembling,  she  often 
thought,  that  people  of  Zinge  ^,  who  attribute  the 

<  "  The  inhabitants  of  this  country  (Zinge)  are  never  af- 
flicted with  sadness  or  melancholy ;  on  this  subject  the  Sheikh 
dbu^l-Kha'r-Azkari  has  the  following  distich :  — 

"  *  Who  is  the  man  without  care  or  sorrow,  (tell)  that  I 
may  rub  my  hand  to  him. 

"  '  (Behold)  the  Zingians,  without  care  or  sorrow,  frolick- 
some  with  tipsiness  and  mirth.' 

**  The  philosophers  hare  discovered  that  the  cause  of  this 
cheerfulness  proceeds  from  the  influence  of  the  star  Soheil,  or 
Canopus,  which  rises  over  them  every  night." — Extract /torn 
a  Geographical  Persian  Manuscript  coiled  H^  Aklim,  or  the 
Sewn  CUmaies,  translated  by  W.  Ouuleyt  £«?• 
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unfading    cheerfulneai  they  eijoy  to  one  genial    these  flowen,  and  fed  with  her  own  1 
star  that  rises  nightly  over  their  heads.  ^  .  those  mirhle  haiini,  the  unall  shining 

which  she  was  so  fond  *,  the  yoath,  in 

The  whole  party,  indeed,  seenuni  in  their  live-    ^^^^  ^^^  moment  of  separation,  propo« 
liest    mcHHl  during  the  few  days  they  passi-d  in    ^j^^  ^  ^j^^^^  gtorv,  or  rather  rhapsody,  . 
this  delightful  solitude.     The  young  attendants  of  j,,jg  ^^^^  Sultana  was  the  heroine.     Il 
the  Princes*,   who  were    here    allowt^  a  much    ^^  ^^  ^^  ^^e  recwncUement  of  a  sort  c 
freer  range  than  they  could  safely  be  indulgi^i    ^^^.^1  ^y^^y^  ^^  p,^  between  her 
with  in  a  less  sequestered  place,  ran  wild  am(»ng    Emperor  during  a  Feast  of  Roses  at  Ci 
the  ganlens  and  bounded  thn»ugh  the  meadows    j^^  ^^^]^  remind  the  Princess  of  that  d 
lightly  as  young  roes  over  the  aromatic  plains  of   between  Haroun-al-Raschid  and  hu  &ir 
TilH?t.     While    Fadladkkv,  in  addition  to  the    Marida?,  which  was  so  happily  made  n 
spiritual  comfort  derived  by  him  from  a  pilgrim-    g^ft  ^^^j^^  ^f  ,1,^  musician,   Moussali. 
age  to  the  tomb  of  the  saint  from  whom  the  valley    ^^^^  ^^  chiefly  to  be  told  in  song,  an 
is  named,  had  also  opportunities  of  indulging,  in  a    3,0112  had  unlockily  forgotten  his  own  Id 
small   way,  his  taste  for  victims  by   putting  to    ^^n^j^.^  ^g  borrowed  the  vina  of  rAi.A 
death  some  hundreiis  of  those  imfortunate  little    UttlePersian  slave,  and  thus  began :  — 
lizards  "2,  which  all  pious  Mussulmans  make  it  a 
point  to  kill ; — taking  for  granted,  that  the  man-  ! 
ner  in  which  the  creature  hangs  its  head  is  meant  \ 
as  a  mimicr>'  of  the  attitude  in  which  the  Faithful  ■ 

say  their  prayers.  Wno  has  not  heard  of  the  Vale  of  Cissa 

Vnih  its  roses  the  brightest  that  earth  er< 

About  two  miles  from  Hussun  Abdaiil  were    Its  temples,  and  grottos,  and  fountains  as 


As  the  love-lighted  eyes  that  hang  01 
wave? 


those  Royal  Gardens  \  which  had  grown  beauti- 
ful under  the  care  of  so  many  lovely  eyes,  and 
were  beautiful  still,  though  those  eyes  could  see  ■ 

tliem  no  longer.    This  place,  with  its  flowers  Oh  I  to  see  it  at  sunset,— when  warm  o'er  t 

and   its   holy  silence,   interrupted  only    by  the  ^^  splendour  at  parting  a  summer  eve  I 

(lipping  of  the  wings  of  birds  in  its  ninrble  bnsins  Like  a  bride,  full  of  blushes,  when  Iing*rinj 

tille«l  ^iili  the  purt>  water  of  those  hills,  was  to  Alast  look  of  her  mirror  at  night  ere  she 
L  1LI.A  UiKiKH  all  that  her  heart  o<niM  fancy  of    When  the  shrines  through  the  foliage  an 

fragrance.  ctK>lness,   and   almost    heavenly  tran-  ing  half  shown, 

^uillity.     As  the  Prophet  said  of  Damascus,  "it  And  each  hallows  the  hour  by  some  riu 

was   tiH)   delicious  ■*  ;  "  —  and   here,    in    listening  .  own. 

to  the  sweet  voice  of  Feuasiorz,  or  reading  in  Here  the  music  of  pray'r  fhnn  a  minaret  9 

his   eyes   what   yet  be  never  dared  to  tell  her.  Here  the  Magian  his  urn,  full  of  perl 

the   nu>st   exquisite   moments   of  her  whole  life  swinging, 

^len.'  pa«k'd.     <.)ne  evening,  when  they  had  K'en  And  here,  at  the  altar,  a  zone  of  sweet  beD 

talking  of  the  Sultana  Noumiahal.  the  Light  of  Round  the  waist  of  some  fair  Indian  ds 

the  Haram\  who  had  so  often  wandered  among  ringing.'' 

>  Thif  *tar  Sohi-il,  nr  Caiiopiiii.  *  Nmimahal  ilKnlttct  Llflik  of  the  lUnn.   Ar 

i  "  rhr  liianl  Sti'llin.    The  Arahi  r»]|  it  Ilard'.in.    The  terwardi  calkd  Nouijchaa.  or  the  Mght  of  Ibe  W^ 

I'urki  kill  it.  r>>r  tl.f'f  ima{r:ni'  that  br  ({•-cliiiin^'  the  hp.t>t  it  *  Sre  oote^,  p.  372. 

ui"r!tv*«  them  iih'*n  thi'v  My  thrir  prayer*."  —  Ilitsu-ifit  *f.  '  "■  Haroun  Al  Raachld,  daquMmo  Kludlfc  del  Al 

*  For  the***  ivirtii-u'ur*  re*prctin^'  llii«Min  AlKia-:I   I  .\m  t'etant  un  jour  lira nflU,  aTCC  ane  dp  wtt  —Uniilil 

.ihltrNed  to  the  Tpry  intfn-^tiiifr  Intnidurtiiin  of  Mr.  F.iphin-  Mariilah.qu*tlainioHorpciMUiitjusqn'ilVxcii.cceriS 

«:  >:'e*t  vork  upon  Caiibul.  lelli^renw  ay^nt  d^i  darcc   quelqw  ttrnt,  «>■■ 

'  "  M  y>\x  enter  at  that  Rayir,  wit  hunt  the  puSt  of  D.i-  f'etinuyer.    Giafkr  Bannaki,  ion  finvri.  qol  i^  4 

3i.ut- -J*  J  :)a  tee  the  Cn-cn  Mo«f)iif.  m,  ralliHl  liec.iii«e  it  h.ith  a  coriiiuxkU  i  Abbai  ben  AhnaT.  csotUcat  poilifcail 

«^>*>FV  furetl  vith  fp**^"  RUml  brirkii.  which  render  it  very  de  compowr  qoelqun  Tcn  inr  le  nOtt  do  oMle  M 

rv«;':<:nii<^t ;  it  i<  rorered  at  top  ulih  a  {laviliiin  of  the  «.-une  Ce  poi-le  exfecuti  Pordre  de  Giaftr,  qid  tl  ^kmlKi 

«:iir.    Th-  Turk*  My  thia  mri«i|iii'  wh«  in.i<l>>  in  th.i:  place,  par  Moiurali  en  pr^fCDce  du  KlnUfc.  ok  fit  prlMtfl 

Nvjuf'  Mahomet  Ic-hiR  romi'  an  r.ir,  wmiJ  if  it  rr.trr  the  ment  touchc  de  la  Cendreiae  dm  voiS  Ai  foB^^ 

;:i«3.  My  in;  it  vat  t<if>  iM\c\mi*."—T/ifrcn  it.    Thi*  n  mimis  doiwtmr  de  la  Toix  du  mnielcB,  q[a1l  aDo  aoHMW 

-ne  .-f  theftaiominir  prHly  paM.iBi*  In  l«av  Waltnn :— "  \\  hen  Maridah.  ei  fit  »  palx  arec  die.**— ITIIcvMM. 

I  M!  lut  on  thi«  prlinrnae  Imnk.  nn'I  l'Niki>d  down  these  "  "  The  n>fo  of  Kashnire far  iH biWaBcy  MiM 

n<*'ad  >w«,  I  thought  nf  ihcm  at  I'harlei  the  Kmperor  did  of  odour  has  long  been  prorerbial  In  tko  |m|.**— JMi 

th"  cif  r  of  ll'irenei'. '  that  Ihey  were  tiMt  plt^aunt  to  lie  looked  »  "  Tied  round  her  waht  Om  mm  af  Mk.  tl*l 

..n.  !mt  »»nly  m  h..U.Uyi.' "                                                    _  »***«  raTisUng melo4r.**_Si^f  qfJ^aHum  ; 
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Or  to  tee  it  by  moonliglit, — when  mellowly  Bhines 
The  light  o*er  its  pdaces,  gardens,  and  shrines ; 
VThen  the  water-fidls  gleam,  like  a  quick  fall  of  stars, 
And  the  nightingale's  hymn  fh>m  the  Isle  of  Chcnars 
Is  broken  by  laughs  and  light  echoes  of  feet 
From  the  cool,  shining  walks  where  the  young 

people  meet  — 
Or  at  mom,  when  the  magic  of  daylight  awakes 
A  new  wonder  each  minute,  as  slowly  it  breaks, 
Hillfv  eopolas,  fountains,  calFd  forth  every  one 
Out  of  darkness,  as  if  but  just  bom  of  the  Sun. 
When  the  Spirit  of  Fragrance  is  up  with  the  day, 
From  his  Haram  of  night-flowers  stealing  away  ; 
And  the  wind,  full  of  wantonness,  woos  like  a  lover 
The  young  aspen-trecsS  till  they  tremble  all  over. 
When  the  East  is  as  warm  as  the  light  of  first  hopes, 

And  Day,  with  his  banner  of  radiance  unfurrd. 
Shines  in  through  the  mountainous  portal^  that 
opes, 

Sublime,  fhmi  that  Valley  of  bliss  to  the  world ! 

But  nerer  yet,  by  night  or  day, 
In  dew  of  spring  or  8ummer*s  ray. 
Did  the  sweet  Valley  shine  so  gay 
As  now  it  shines  —  all  love  and  light, 
X'isions  by  day  and  feasts  by  night ! 
A  happier  smile  illumes  each  brow. 

With  quicker  spread  each  heart  uncloses. 
And  all  is  ecstasy,  —  for  now 

The  Valley  holds  its  Feast  of  Roses  ;> 
The  joyous  Time,  when  pleasures  pour 
Profosely  round  and,  in  their  shower. 
Hearts  open,  like  the  Season's  Rose,  — 

The  Flow*ret  of  a  hundred  leaves,  •» 
Expanding  while  the  dew-full  flows. 

And  every  leaf  its  balm  receives. 

HTwas  when  the  hour  of  evening  came 

Upon  the  I^e,  serene  and  cool. 
When  Day  had  hid  his  sultry*  flame 

Behind  the  palms  of  Baramoule,  ^ 
When  maids  began  to  lift  their  heads, 
Refresh'd  from  their  embroidered  beds, 
^liere  they  had  slept  the  sun  away, 
And  wak*d  to  moonlight  and  to  play. 

>  "  The  lltUe  IoIm  in  thr  Lake  of  Cuchcmiro  arc  sot  with 
vboitri  iDd  Urge-leaved  aipen-treca,  ilcndor  and  tall."  — 
Bemifr. 

>  *•  The  Tuckt  Sullman,  the  name  bcstowrd  by  the  Ma- 
iMmmeCani  on  thli  hill,  furms  one  side  of  a  grand  portal  to 
IWLake."— F«/r«feT. 

'  "  The  FeMt  of  Rotct  continue!  the  wht)lc  time  of  their 
nmaiahig  In  bloom."  —  See  Pietro  de  la  J'atlf. 

«  •*  Gul  tad  berk,  the  Ro»e  of  a  hundred  leaves.  I  beliere 
•  partkular  spades.**  —  Outeley. 

^  Bermier. 

*  A  pUoe  aieotioiMd  in  the  Tootek  Jehangeery,  or  Me- 
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All  were  abroad  —  the  busiest  hive 
On  Bela*8  *  hills  is  less  alive. 
When  safl'ron-beds  are  full  in  flow*i 
Than  look*d  the  Valley  in  that  houi 
A  thousand  restless  torches  play*d 
Through  every  grove  and  island  sh; 
A  thousand  sparkling  lamps  were  s< 
On  every  dome  and  minaret ; 
And  fields  and  pathways,  far  and  nc 
Were  lighted  by  a  blaze  so  clear. 
That  you  could  see,  in  wand'ring  ro 
The  smallest  rose-leaf  on  the  grounc 
Yet  did  the  maids  and  matrons  leav< 
Their  veils  at  home,  that  brilliant  e 
And  there  were  glancing  eyes  about 
And  cheeks,  that  would  not  dare  sh 

In  open  day,  but  thought  they  mi 
Look  lovely  then,  because  'twas  nigl 
And  all  were  free,  and  wandering. 

And  all  ezclaim'd  to  all  they  met 
That  never  did  the  summer  bring 

So  gay  a  Feast  of  Roses  yet ;  — 
The  moon  had  never  shed  a  light 

So  clear  as  that  which  bless*d  the 
The  roses  ne'er  shone  half  so  bright 

Nor  they  themselves  look'd  half  s 

And  what  a  wilderness  of  flow*rs! 
It  seem'd  as  though  from  all  the  bo> 
And  fairest  fields  of  all  the  year. 
The  mingled  spoil  were  scatter'd  he: 
The  Lake,  too,  like  a  garden  breath 

With  the  rich  buds  that  o'er  it  lie 
As  if  a  shower  of  fairy  wreaths 

Had  fairn  upon  it  from  the  sky  I 
And  then  the  sounds  of  joy,  —  the  1 
Of  tabors  and  of  dancing  feet; — 
The  minaret-crier's  chaunt  of  glee 
Sung  from  his  lighted  gallerj',7 
And  answer'd  by  a  ziralcet 
From  neighbouring  Haram,  wild  an< 
The  merry  laughter,  echoing 
From  gardens,  where  the  silken  swi: 
Wafts  some  delighted  girl  above 
The  top  leaves  of  the  oninge-grove  ; 

moirt  of  Jvhan-Guire,  whrre  there  is  an  accou 
of  saflVon- flowers  al^mt  CaKhraerc. 

'  "  It  is  the  cuittoiu  among  the  women  t 
Maazeen  to  chaunt  from  the  g.illrry  uf  the  nrj 
which  on  that  (xrasion  is  inuminalcd.  and  the  > 
bled  at  the  house  re>|Hind  at  intcrraU  with  a  zin 
chonis." —  Rutsel. 

"  ••  The  swliiK  is  a  f.ivourlte  pastime  in  the 
moting  a  ciri-ulotion  of  air,  cxiremely  reft-oi 
sultry  climates." —  Ituhardson. 

"  The  swings  are  adorned  with  festoons.  T 
aceompanied  with  music  of  voices  and  of  initr 
by  the  masters  of  the  swings."—  Tkfvenot. 
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Or,  from  those  inihiit  groups  ai  play 
Among  (be  tents '  that  line  the  nay, 
Flinging,  unaw'd  by  slave  or  mother, 
Handfult  of  rosea  at  each  other. — 
Them,  the  Bounda  from  the  Lake, — the  lo»  whii- 
p'rbg  ID  boats, 
At  they  shoot  through  the  niaonlight ;  —  the 
dipping  of  oars, 
And  the  wild,  airy  warbling  that  cv'ry  irliere  QoatE, 
Througli  the  groves,  roond  the  islands,  as  if  all 
the  sbores. 
Like  those  of  Kathat,  nttpr'd  masic,  and  gave 
An  nnswtr  in  song  to  the  kiss  of  each  wave. ' 
Bat  the  gentlest  of  all  ore  those  sonndi,  full  of 

feeling. 
That  soft  from  the  Inte  of  some  lover  are  stealing, — 
Same  lover,  who  knows  all  the  heart-toucliing 

Of  a  late  and  a  sigh  in  this  magical  hour. 

Oh  I  hesi  of  delights  as  it  ev'ry  where  is 

To  be  near  the  lov'd  One, — what  a  rapture  is  his 

Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may 

glide  [side  I 

O'er  the  Lake  of  Cashmebe,  with  that  One  by  his 
If  woman  can  moke  the  worst  wilderness  dear. 
Think,  think  what  a  Heav'D  the  must  make  of 

Cashuebe  ! 


He  flew  to  thai  Valley,  forgetting  Ihetti  all 
With  the  Light  of  the  Haram,  his  young  NotJR- 

When  free  and  undrown'd  as  the  Conqueror  rov'd 
By  the  banks  of  IIjbI  lake,  with  his  only  helov'd. 
He  saw,  in  the  wreaths  she  would  playfully  snatch 
From  the  hedges,  n  glory  his  crown  coutd  not 

And  preferr'd  in  his  heart  the  least  ringlet  that 


Shining  on.  ihiniagoa,by  no  shadow  made  tndtf. 
Till  Love  bits  asleep  in  its  samencai  of  spin- 

This  vmt  not  the  beanly  — oh,  nothing  like  (bis. 
That  to  young  Nodhmahal  gave  tuch  ma^  rf 

bliss! 
Bui  that  loveliness,  ever  in  motion,  which  plays 
Like  the  light  upon  automn's  soft  shadow;  dsji, 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  iiSin 
From  the  lip  to  the  cheek,  &om  Ibi!  cheek  \o  ibi 

Now  melting  in  mist  and  now  breaking  in  g)cui( 
Like  the  glimpses  a  s^nl  hath  of  Ueiv'n  in  his 

dreams. 
When  pensive,  it  seem'd  at  if  thai  very  gnn. 
That  charm  of  all  others,  waa  bom  with  her  ttu' 
And  when  angry, — Ibr  eT*n  in  the  mnqiiiik* 

Light  breezes  will rafflethe btoMomi  foroctima—  / 
The  short,  passing  anger  hot  seem'd  to  awikca  ) 
New  beauty,  like  flow'rs  that  are  iweeteil  aba  / 

shaken. 
If  tenderness  toDch'd  her,  the  dark  of  her  eye      j 
At  onct  look  u  darker,  a  bcav'niler  dye. 
From  the  depth  of  whose  shadow,  like  bolj'  »■ ' 

From  innennoit  shrines,  come  the  light  of  bs 

feelings. 
Then  her  mirth — oh!  'twas  sportive  as  era  mi 

wing 
From  the  heart  with  n  bnrst.  like  the  wild..t>itd '» 

spring ; 
Illum'd  by  a  wit  thai  would  nucinale  sigM, 
Vet  playful  as  Peris  just  loos'd  ftraa  ibeir  cifia' 
While  her  laugh,  fall  of  life,  withom  any  esauol 
But  the  sweet  one  of  gracefulness,  mug  turn  bx 

And  where  it  most  sparkled  no  gUno»  Mall  ^ 

Inlip,  Dbeek,  or  eyes,  forshebrighten'dallont,' 
Like  any  &ir  lake  thai  the  hrcete  is  apoD, 
When  It  breaks  into  dimples  and  laughs  in  the  eiol 
Smji,  such  were  the  peerless  enchantmenu.  tk" 

-  gave 
Nditb^ahai.  the  proud  Lord  of  the  East  (far  ka 
slave: 
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.And  though  bright  was  his  Haram,  —  a  liying 

parterre 
Of  the  flow^  1  of  this  planet —  thoagh  treasiires 

were  there, 
Por  which  Solimam's  self  might  have  giT*n  all  the 

store 
ThMt  the  nayy  from  Ophir  e'er  wing'd  to  his  shore, 
Vet  dim  before  her  were  the  smiles  of  them  all, 
Ajid  the  Light  of  his  Haram  was  young  Noub- 
I 


But  where  is  she  now,  this  night  of  joy. 

When  Uiss  is  every  heart's  employ  ?  — 

¥rhen  aU  aroond  her  is  so  bright, 

80  like  the  visions  of  a  trance. 

That  one  might  think,  who  came  by  chance 

Into  the  Tale  this  lMq>py  night, 

He  saw  that  City  of  Delight « 

In  Fairy-land,  whose  streets  and  tow'rs 

Are  made  of  gems  and  light  and  flow'rs  1 

Where  is  the  lor'd  Sultana  ?  where. 

When  mirth  brings  out  the  young  and  fair. 

Does  she,  the  fidrest,  hide  her  brow. 

In  melancholy  stillness  now  ? 

Alas  1 — how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Disaenaion  between  hearts  that  love ! 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried. 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied  ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rough, 

Tet  in  a  sonny  hour  ftll  off^ 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity  I 

A  something,  light  as  air  —  a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken  — 
Oh !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken. 
And  ruder  words  will  soon  rush  in 
To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin ; 
And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 
They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day  ; 
And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  round  all  they  said ; 
Till  fkst  declining,  one  by  one. 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone, 
And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  clouds,  —  or  like  the  stream. 


'  In  the  Malay  language  the  same  word  lignifiet  women 


*  Tbe  capital  of  Shaduklam.    See  note',  p.  356. 

*  See  the  repreientatioa  of  the  Eastern  Cupid,  pinioned 
doeriy  round  with  wreaths  of  flowers,  in  PkarVt  Ceremonies 


*  **  AiDODg  the  birds  of  Tonquin  is  a  spodes  of  goldfinch, 
whkfa  sii^  so  melodiously  that  It  is  called  the  Celestial  Bird. 
lis  wings,  when  k  is  perdied,  appear  rariegated  with  beautiful 


That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  brow 
As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  sever. 

Yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  below. 
Breaks  into  floods,  that  part  for  ever. 

Oh,  you,  that  have  the  charge  of  Love, 

Keep  him  in  rosy  bondage  bound. 
As  in  the  Fields  of  Bliss  above 

He  sits,  with  flow'rets  fetter'd  round  ;  '  — 
Loose  not  a  tie  that  round  him  clings. 
Nor  ever  let  him  use  his  wings  ; 
For  ev'n  an  hour,  a  minute's  flight 
Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  their  light 
Like  that  celestial  bird,  —  whose  nest 

Is  found  beneath  far  Eastern  skies,  — 
Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  rest. 

Lose  all  their  glory  when  he  flies  !  ^ 

Some  difiTrence,  of  this  dangerous  kind,  — 
By  which,  though  light,  the  links  that  bind 
The  fondest  hearts  may  soon  be  riv'n ; 
Some  shadow  in  Love's  sunmier  heav'n. 
Which,  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first. 
May  yet  in  awful  thunder  burst ;  — 
Such  cloud  it  is,  that  now  hangs  over 
The  heart  of  the  Imperial  Lover, 
And  far  hath  banish'd  from  his  sight 
His  NouRMAHAL,  his  Haram's  Light  I 
Hence  is  it,  on  this  happy  night. 
When  Pleasure  through  the  fields  and  groves 
Has  let  loose  all  her  world  of  loves. 
And  every  heart  has  found  its  own, 
He  wanders,  joyless  and  alone, 
And  weary  as  that  bird  of  Thrace, 
Whose  pinion  knows  no  resting-place.  * 

In  vain  the  loveliest  cheeks  and  eyes 
This  Eden  of  the  Earth  supplies 

Come  crowding  round  —  the  cheeks  are  pale, 
The  eyes  are  dim  :  —  though  rich  the  spot 
With  every  flow'r  this  earth  has  got. 

What  is  it  to  the  nightingale, 
If  there  his  darling  rose  is  not  ?  ^ 
In  vain  the  Valley's  smiling  throng 
Worship  him,  as  he  moves  along  ; 
He  heeds  themllot  —  one  smile  of  hers 
Is  worth  a  world  of  worshippers. 


colours,  but  when  it  flies  they  lose  all  their  splendour.'*  -. 
Grosier. 

'  "  As  these  birds  on  the  Bosphorus  are  nerer  known  to 
rest,  they  are  called  by  the  French  '  Ics  Ames  damn^.'  "  — 
DaUowity. 

*  "  You  may  place  a  hundred  bandfuls  of  fragrant  herbs 
and  flowers  before  the  nightingale,  yet  he  wishes  not,  in  his 
constant  heart,  for  more  than  the  sweet  breath  of  his  t>eloTed 
rose." — Jami. 
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Ther  but  the  Star  s  adorers  are, 

She  U  the  HeaT*n  that  lights  the  Star ! 

KeDce  U  it,  too,  that  NorRMAHAL, 

Amid  the  luxurii.'S  of  this  hour 
Far  from  the  joyous  festival. 

Sits  in  her  own  seijuester'd  bow'r. 
With  DO  one  near,  to  soothe  or  aid. 
But  that  inspir'd  and  wondrous  maid, 
NANorNA,  the  Enchantress ;  —  one. 
iVer  whom  his  race  the  jrolden  sim 
For  unremc-niber'd  vears  hds  run, 
k'et  never  saw  her  blix)niing  brow 
k'ounger  or  fairer  than  'lis  now. 
Say,  rather,  —  as  the  west  wind's  sigli 
Freshens  the  flow'r  it  passes  by.  — 
rime's  wing  but  seem'd.  in  stealing  o'er. 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before, 
fet  on  her  smiles  a  sadness  hung, 
\nd  when,  as  oft,  she  sp(.>ke  or  sung 
.>f  other  worlds,  there  came  a  light 
Frvm  her  dark  eyes  so  strangely  bright, 
That  all  bt>liev'd  nor  man  nor  earth 
^Vere  conscious  of  Namouxa*s  birth ! 

\11  spells  and  talismans  she  knew, 

Fri>m  the  great  Mantra  '.  which  around 
The  Air's  sublimer  Spirits  drew. 

To  the  p^ld  gems^  of  Afric.  bound 
.'pvm  the  wand'ring  Arab's  arm. 
To  keep  him  frv^m  the  Siliim's  •  harm, 
^nd  she  had  pledjr'd  her  p'>w'rful  art,  — 
^Ii>dg*d  it  with  all  the  zeal  and  heart 
>t*one  who  knew,  though  high  her  sphere. 
yhM  'twas  to  lose  a  love  so  dear,  — 
To  tind  some  spell  that  should  recall 
ler  Seliurs-*  smile  to  Nourmaiial! 

Twas  midnight — through  the  lattice,  wreath*^■. 
Viih  woodbine,  many  a  jHrrfunie  breath'd 
'n^m  plants  that  wake  when  others  sleep, 
'rv^m  timid  jasmine  bud's  that  keep 
'heir  odour  to  themselves  all  day, 
tut,  when  the  sun-light  dies  away, 

'  H«  L5  said  tn  hare  found  the  ffrrat  Mamtra.  fpell  or 
man.  through  vhich  he  rulrrt  over  tho  plcmiiit*  and  f pints 
t  JfnufninatioQi."—  l\'ttf»rtl. 

•  The  pJid  j^wHi  nf  Jinni*»,  whirh  arc  called  by  the 
s  EI  H«Tvi.  from  the  lupposoU  chnrm  they  contain."  — 
nm. 

•  A  deui.-»n,  »uppo»«l  to  haunt  wooiM,  Ac.  in  a  human 
I'."  —  Ru-Jkarfftom. 

rbe  name  of  Jehan-Giiire  before  hi«  acccfsion  to  the 
ie. 

•  Hraiasairara,  or  the  Sm  of  (^iihl,  with  flowers  of  the 
ite»t  p>H  r<»!n«r."  _  .Sir  H'.  Jnmrr 

'  ThU  tree  (the  NAfiareM-  ioitdelightftal 


(t 
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Let  the  delicious  secret  oat 
To  every  breeze  that  roams  about ;  — 
When  thos  Naxocxa  :  —  **  'Tis  the  hov 
"  That  scatters  spells  on  herb  and  flowV 
**  And  garlands  might  be  gathered  now, 
'*  That,  twin*d  around  the  sleeper's  bnm 

Would  make  him  dream  of  such  deligl 

Such  miracles  and  dazzling  sights, 
**  As  Genii  of  the  Sun  behold, 
"At  evening,  from  their  tents  of  gold 
'*  Tiwn  the*  horizon  —  where  they  play 
**  Till  twilight  comes,  and,  ray  by  ray, 
"  Their  snnny  mansions  melt  away. 
"  Now,  too,  a  chaplet  might  be  wreathed 
**  Of  buds  o'er  which  the  moon  has  breai 
**  Which  worn  by  her,  whose  love  has  st 

"  Might  bring  some  Peri  from  the  ski 
"  Some  sprite,  whose  very  soul  is  made 

**  Of  flowerets*  breaths  and  lovers'  sigh 

"  And  who  might  tell " 

Tormcfi 
Cried  XouRMAHiJ.  impatiently,  — 
**  Oh !  twine  that  wreath  for  me  to-night 
Then,  rapidly,  with  foot  as  light 
As  the  yoong  mnsk-roe^s,  oat  die  ilev. 
To  cull  each  shining  leaf  that  grew 
Beneath  the  moonlight's  hallowing  beam 
For  this  enchanted  Wreath  of  Drams. 
Anemones  and  Seas  of  Gold,  ^ 

And  new-blown  lilies  of  the  river. 
And  those  sweet  flow'rets,  that  unfold 

Their  buds  on  Camaoeva's  quiver  ;•- 
The  tube-rose,  with  her  silv'ry  light. 

That  in  the  Gardens  of  31day 
Is  call'd  the  Mistress  of  the  Night,  7 
So  like  a  bride,  scented  and  bright. 

She  comes  out  when  the  sun's  away;— 
Amaranths,  such  as  crown  the  maids 
That  wander  through  Za3ca.ea*s  shades  :< 
And  the  white  moon -flow'r,  as  it  shows, 
On  Serexdib's  high  crags,  to  those 
Who  near  the  isle  at  evening  sail. 
Scenting  her  dove-trees  in  the  gale; 
In  short,  all  flow*rets-and  aU  plnda, 

From  the  divine  Amrita  tree, ' 


01  earth,  and  the  delidous  odour  oT  its 
then  a  place  in  the  qudTcr  of  Caaiadova. 
—  Str  ly.Jon^s. 

"  The  Malayans  ityleChetiibe'40oe( 
Sandal  Malam,  or  the  Slistms  oT  Iho  Nlgta. 

"  The  people  of  the  Batta  coqatry  Id 
Zainara  it  one  of  Che  ancient  aanco),  ** 
war.  lead  an  idle,  Inactire  Ufe.  ] 
a  kind  of  flute,  crowned  with  gartmAi  of 
which  the  globe-amarantboa,  a  nalifv  of  Iko 
preTaili."  —  Mandnt, 

»  The  bu-itest  and  riehtit  sort  (of  Iks 
^iple)  ti  caUcd  AiBiHi,  or 


/ 
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That  blesses  heaven's  inhabitants 

With  fruits  of  immortality, 
Down  to  the  basil  toft  \  that  waves, 
Its  fragrant  blossom  over  graves, 

And  to  the  humble  rosemary, 
Whose  sweets  so  thanklessly  are  shed 
To  scent  the  desert  >  and  the  dead :  — 
All  in  that  garden  bloom,  and  all 
Are  gathered  by  young  Nourmahal, 
Who  heaps  her  baskets  with  the  flow*rs 

And  leaves,  till  they  can  hold  no  more  ; 
Then  to  Namouna  flies,  and  show*rs 

Upon  her  hip  the  shining  store. 

With  what  delight  the*  Enchantress  views 

So  many  buds,  bath*d  with  the  dews 

And  b^ms  of  that  bless*d  hour ! —  her  glance 

Spoke  something,  past  all  mortal  pleasures. 
As,  in  a  kind  of  holy  trance, 

She  hung  above  those  fragrant  treasures. 
Bending  to  drink  their  balmy  airs. 
As  if  she  mix*d  her  soul  with  theirs. 
And  'twas,  indeed,  the  perfume  shed 
From  flow*rs  and  scented  flame,  that  fed 
Her  charmed  life  —  for  none  had  e*er 
Beheld  her  taste  of  mortal  fare. 
Nor  ever  in  aught  earthly  dip. 
But  the  mom's  dew,  her  roseate  lip. 
Fill'd  with  the  cool,  inspiring  smell. 
The*  Enchantress  now  begins  her  spell. 
Thus  singing  as  she  winds  and  weaves 
In  mystic  form  the  glittering  leaves  :  — 

I  know  where  the  winged  visions  dwell 

That  around  the  night-bed  play  ; 
I  know  each  herb  and  flowYct's  bell, 
Where  they  hide  their  wings  by  day. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flow'rs  will  fade. 

The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 
To  visit  the  bashful  maid, 

THKt  apply  tbe  lame  word  to  a  ccleitial  tree,  bearing  ain- 
Irorial  fruit.*'— 5n-  fV.  Jonct. 

1  Sweet  bazil,  called  Ilayhan  in  Persia,  and  generally  found 
li  dmrchyarda. 

"  Tbe  women  In  Egypt  go,  at  least  two  days  in  the  weeli, 
to  pray  and  weep  at  the  sepulchres  of  the  dead ;  and  the 
then  It  to  throw  upon  the  tf)m1>s  a  sort  of  herb  which 
I  Arabf  call  rOutn^  and  which  is  our  sweet  basil.  —  MaiUet, 
1.10. 

*  **  In  the  Great  Desert  are  found  many  stalks  of  lavender 
Bd  rosemary.**  —  Aiiat.  Res. 

*  **  Tb«  afanond-tree,  with  white  flowers,  blossoms  on  the 
branchet.*'  —  HoMulquitt. 

*  An  herb  on  Mount  Libanus,  which  is  said  to  communicate 
I  frilov  gtrfden  hue  to  the  teeth  of  the  goats  and  other  animals 

t  grate  upon  It. 
JWrtdIr  thinks  this  may  be  the  herb  which  the  Eastern 
look  to  as  a  means  of  making  gold.    **  Most  of 


Steals  from  the  jasmine  flower,  that  sighs 

Its  soul,  like  her,  in  the  shade. 
The  dream  of  a  future,  happier  hour. 

That  alights  on  misery's  brow. 
Springs  out  of  the  silv'ry  almond-flow *r. 
That  blooms  on  a  leafless  bough.) 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  wilt  fade. 

The  visions,  that  oft  to  worldly  eyes 

The  glitter  of  mines  unfold. 
Inhabit  the  mountain-herb  -*,  that  dyes 

The  tooth  of  the  fawn  like  gold. 
The  phantom  shapes — oh  touch  not  them  — 

That  appal  the  murd*rcr*s  sight. 
Lurk  in  the  fleshly  mandrake's  stem. 

That  shrieks,  when  pluck*d  at  night ! 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fbde. 

The  dream  of  the  i^jur'd,  patient  mind. 
That  smiles  with  the  wrongs  of  men, 
Is  found  in  the  bruis'd  and  wounded  rind 
Of  the  cinnamon,  sweetest  then. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

No  sooner  was  the  flow*ry  crown 

Plac'd  on  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down. 

Gently  as  nights  of  summer  fall, 

Upon  the  lids  of  Nourmahal  ;  — 

And,  suddenly,  a  tuneful  breeze. 

As  full  of  small,  rich  harmonies 

As  ever  wind,  that  o'er  the  tents 

Of  AzAB*  blew,  was  full  of  scents. 

Steals  on  her  ear,  and  floats  and  swells. 

Like  the  first  air  of  morning  creeping 
Into  those  wreathy,  Red  Sea  shells. 

Where  Ix)ve  himself,  of  old,  lay  sleeping ;  * 

those  alchymical  enthusiasts  think  thcmsrWos  sure  of  success, 
if  they  couhl  but  fjod  out  the  herb,  which  giM*  thetiieth  and 
gives  a  yellow  colour  to  the  flesh  of  th<*  sheep  that  eat  it. 
Even  the  oil  of  this  plant  must  be  of  a  golden  colour.  It  is 
called  IlatchfMchat  rd  dab." 

Father  Jerome  Dandini.  however,  psserts  tliat  the  ttH>th  of 
the  goatH  at  Mount  Lil):muf)  are  r>f  a  Miittrr  colour  ;  nw\  add*, 
**  this  confirms  to  me  that  which  I  <tbMTve<t  in  Candia :  to  »it, 
that  the  animals  that  live  on  Mount  Ida  eat  a  certain  iierl), 
which  renders  their  te<>th  of  a  goldtrn  ojlour ;  which,  acordini; 
to  my  judjnment,  cannot  otlwrwlfce  pr«»cec<l  than  fr«»m  the 
mln<Mi  which  are  under  ground."— /Jan/Z/n/,  Voyage  to  Mrnrnt 
LilNinuk. 

>  The  myrrh  coimtry, 

•  **  This  ideafof  deities  livinir  in  shelU)  was  wA.  unknown 
to  the  Gro<«k»,  who  represent  the  young  Nerite*,  <#nn  of  the 
Cupids,  as  living  In  shells  on  the  shores  <if  tlie  Ked  Kea."  — 
rri(ford. 
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MOORE'S  WORK& 


And  DOW  a  Spirit  form'd,  'twould  seem. 
Of  music  and  of  light, — so  fair. 
So  briUiantlr  his  ftratures  beam. 

And  such  a  iwund  is  in  the  air 
(K  sweetness  when  he  waves  his  wings, — 
Hovers  around  her,  and  thus  sings : 

From  (^hindara's  ^  warbling  fount  I  come, 

Call'd  by  that  moonlight  garland's  sp«ll ; 
From  C'hindara's  fount,  my  fairy  home. 

Where  in  music,  mom  and  night,  1  dwell. 
^\liere  lutes  in  the  air  are  heard  about. 

And  voices  are  singing  the  whole  day  long, 
And  every  sigh  the  heart  breathes  out 

Is  tum*d.  as  it  leaves  the  lips,  to  song! 
Hither  I  come 
From  mv  fairy  home, 

mm  ' 

And  if  there^s  a  magic  in  Music's  strain, 

I  swear  by  the  breath 

Of  that  moonlight  wreath. 
Thy  Lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

For  mine  is  the  lay  that  lightly  floats, 
And  mine  are  the  munnVing,  dying  notes. 
That  fall  as  soft  as  snow  on  the  sea. 
And  melt  in  the  heart  as  instantly  :  — 
And  the  passionate  strain  tluit,  deeply  going, 

Refines  the  bosom  it  trembles  through. 
As  the  musk-wind,  over  the  water  blowing. 

Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too. 

Mine  is  the  chann,  whose  mystic  sway 
The  Spirits  of  past  Delight  obey  ;  — 
Ijet  but  the  tuneful  talisman  sound. 
And  they  come,  like  Geuii,  hov'ring  round. 
And  mine  is  the  gentle  song  that  lufars 

Fn)ui  soul  to  soul,  the  wishes  of  love, 
As  a  bird,  that  wafts  through  genial  airs 

The  cinnamon-seed  from  grove  to  grove.^ 


"  A  fabulous  fountatn,  where  instnimcnU  are  taid  to  be 
latantly  playing."  —  Richardion. 

'■  **  Thf  Pompadour  piftoun  is  Hip  Hpccies,  which,  by  carry- 
(  the  fruit  of  the  cinnamon  to  diflLTcnt  places,  is  a  great 
seminator  of  this  valuaMc  tri'c."->  Set;  Brotcn\  Ilhutr., 
lb.  lU. 

'  "  WhcneTcr  our  pleasure  arises  from  a  succession  of 
mds,  It  is  a  perception  of  a  complicated  nature,  made  up 
a  tenMtkm  of  the  present  sound  or  note,  and  an  idea  or 
nembrancc  of  the  foregoing,  while  their  mixture  and  (x>ii- 
rrcncf>  produce  such  a  mysterious  delight,  as  iitfither  could 
vv  produced  alone.  And  it  is  often  heighten(^d  by  an  anti- 
ation  of  the  succeeding  notes.  Thus  Sense,  Memory,  and 
agination,  arc  conjunctively  employed."  —  Gerrard  on 
sto. 

This  is  exactly  the  Epicurean  theory  of  Pleasure,  as  ex- 
ined  by  Cicero :  ->  "  Quocirca  corpus  gaudere  tamdiu,  dum 
esentcm  sentlret  Toluptatem :  animum  et  pra*sentcm  per- 
ere  pariter  cum  corpora  et  prospicere  Tenientem,  nee  prs- 
Itam  praterfluere  sinere.'* 


Tis  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  meesare 
The  past,  the  preaent,  and  ftitiire  of  pleaaa 
When  Memory  links  the  tone  that  is  gone 

With  the  blissftd  tone  that*s  still  in  the  e 
And  Hope  from  a  heavenly  note  flies  on 

To  a  note  more  heavenly  still  that  is  ncs 

The  warrior*s  heart,  when  tonch*d  by  me» 
Can  as  downy  soft  and  as  yielding  be 
As  his  own  white  plome,  that  high  amid  d< 
Through  the  field  has  shone — yet  movei 

breath! 
And,  oh,  how  the  eyes  of  Beauty  glisten. 

When  Music  has  reach'd  her  inward  soal 
Like  the  silent  stars,  that  wink  and  listen 
While  Heaven*s  eternal  melodies  roIL 
So,  hither  I  come 
From  my  fiiiry  home, 
And  if  there's  a  magic  in  Masic*s  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath. 
Thy  loyer  shall  sigh  at  thy  fSeet  agaio. 

'Tis  dawn — at  least  that  earlier  dawn. 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  withdrawn,* 
As  if  the  mom  had  wak'd,  and  then 
Shut  close  her  lids  of  li^t  again. 
And  NouBMAKAL  is  up,  and  trying 

The  wonders  of  her  lute,  whose  Mriogi 
Oh,  bliss  I  —  now  murmur  like  the  sigfalDj 

From  that  ambrosial  Spirit's  wings. 
And  then,  her  yoice — 'tis  more  than  hia 

Never,  till  now,  had  it  been  given 
To  lips  of  any  mortal  woman 

To  utter  notes  so  fresh  from  heaven; 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  angel  sighs, 

When  angel  sighs  are  most  divine. — 
*'  Oh  !  let  it  last  tUl  night,"  she  cries, 

"  And  he  is  more  than  ever  mine." 


Madame  d«  Stael  account*  upon  the  \ 
gratification  we  derive  from  rkgme  :  — **  BUe  «t  Vim 
Temperance  ot  du  sonreolr.  Ud  ion  noM  UtdMnroi 
doit  lui  r^|x)ndre,  et  quand  le  MCQiid  ntaatit  Ubohs 
celui  qui  vient  de  nous  Mtappn.** 

*  "  The  Persianf  hare  two  momlngi,  tbt  IO0M 1 
and  the  Soobhi  Sadig.  tbe  fisUe  sod  the  rail  d^iiwt 
account  for  this  phcnomenoD  la  a  mott  whiMlGd  ■ 
Tliey  say  that  as  the  lun  riMa  Dram  bridnd  Ite  Md 
(Mount  Caucasus),  It  paasei  a  hoU  ptriiBcfd  flioq 
mountain,  and  that  darting  bi  nji  throng  II,  It  b  tti 
of  the  Soobhi  Kailm.  or  thia  tempoiary  — — naai  i 
break.  As  it  ascends,  the  euth  is 
until  the  sun  rises  above  the : 
Soobhi  Sadig.  or  real  morning.  **«.&atf  WmHi^.  Ill 
Milton  may  allude  to  thia,  when  Im  ■^s,— > 

"Ere  the  blabbliiff  Eaftera 
The  nice  mom  on  tiM  IndliD 
From  her  cabin'd  lonp-hato 
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irly  she  renews  the  lay» 

ifol  lest  its  heaVnly  sweetness 

ere  the  evening,  fiide  away, — 

things  so  heaVnly  have    such   fleet- 

essl 

from  filing,  it  but  grows 

diviner  as  it  flows ; 

;  she  dwells  on  every  string, 

toun  again  each  sound  along, 

lo,  lost  and  languishing, 

e  with  her  own  wondrous  song. 

suing,  (trusting  that  his  soul 
be  from  haunting  love  releas'd 
1,  by  music,  and  the  bowl,) 
Imperial  Seum  held  a  feast 
agnificent  Shalimar  : —  i 
i  Saloons,  when  the  first  star 
ng  o*er  the  waters  trembled, 
ley's  loveliest  all  assembled ; 
)right  creatures  that,  like  dreams, 
rough  its  foliage,  and  drink  beams 
y  fnmi  its  founts  and  streams  ;> 
those  wand*ring  minstrel-maids, 
▼e — how  can  they  leave  ? — the  shades 
[ear  Valley,  and  are  found 
g  in  gardens  of  the  South' 
mgs,  that  ne'er  so  sweetly  sound 
an  a  young  Cashmerian's  mouth. 

30,  the  Haram's  inmates  smile ;  — 

from  the  West,  with  sim-bright  hair, 

n  the  Garden  of  the  Nile, 

te  as  the  roses  there; — * 

n  of  Love  from  Cyprus*  rocks, 

phian  diamonds  in  their  locks ; — ^ 


centre  of  the  plain,  as  it  approaches  the  Lake, 
Ihi  Emperors,  I  believe  Shah  Jehan,  constructed 
tlen  called  the  Shalimar,  which  is  abundantly 
hiit-trees  and  flowering  shrubs.  Some  of  the 
b  intersect  the  plain  are  led  Into  a  canal  at  the 
irden,  and  flowing  through  its  centre,  or  occa- 
rn  into  a  Tariety  of  water-works,  compose  the 
of  the  Shalimar.  To  decorate  this  spot  the 
«  of  India  have  displayed  an  equal  magnificence 
xdally  Jehan  Gheer,  who,  with  the  enchanting 
nade  Kashmire  his  usual  residence  during  the 
hs.  On  arches  thrown  over  the  canal  are  erected, 
ncet,  four  or  fire  suites  of  apartments,  each  con- 
loon,  with  four  rooms  at  the  angles,  where  the 
e  court  attend,  and  the  servants  prepare  sherbets, 
*  hookah.  The  trtane  of  the  doors  of  the  prin- 
composed  of  pieces  of  a  stone  of  a  black  colour, 
yellow  lines,  and  of  a  closer  grain  and  higher 
lorphyry.  They  were  taken,  it  is  said,  from  a 
e,  by  one  of  the  Mogul  princes,  aud  are  esteemed 
."  _  Forster. 

ers  of  Cachemir  are  the  more  renowned  from  its 
d  that  the  Cachemirians  are  indebted  for  their 
a."  —  AUYadi. 


Light  Peri  forms,  such  as  they  are 
On  the  gold  meads  of  Candahab  ;  < 
And  they,  before  whose  sleepy  eyes. 

In  their  own  bright  Rathaian  bow'rs, 
Sparkle  such  rainbow  butterflies. 

That  they  might  fismcy  the  rich  flow'rs, 
That  round  them  in  the  sun  lay  sighing, 
Had  been  by  magic  all  set  flying.? 

Every  thing  young,  every  thing  fiiir 
From  East  and  West  is  blushing  there. 
Except — except — oh,  Nourhahal  ! 
Thou  loveliest,  dearest  of  them  all. 
The  one,  whose  smile  shone  out  alone. 
Amidst  a  world  the  only  one ; 
Whose  light,  among  so  many  lights. 
Was  like  that  star  on  starry  nights, 
The  seaman  singles  from  the  sky. 
To  steer  his  bark  for  ever  by  I 
Thou  wert  not  there — so  Seum  thought. 

And  every  thing  seem*d  drear  without  thee ; 
But,  ah  I  thou  wert.  thou  wert, — and  brought 

Thy  charm  of  song  all  firesh  about  thee. 
Mingling  unnoticed  with  a  band 
Of  lutanists  firom  many  a  land. 
And  veil'd  by  such  a  mask  as  shades 
The  features  of  young  Arab  nudds, — ^ 
A  mask  that  leaves  but  one  eye  free, 
To  do  its  best  in  witchery, — 
She  rov'd,  with  beating  heart,  around. 

And  waited,  trembling,  for  the  minute. 
When  she  might  try  if  still  the  sound 

Of  her  lov*d  lute  had  magic  in  it 

The  board  was  spread  with  fruits  and  wine ; 
With  grapes  of  gold,  like  those  that  shine 


'  *'  From  him  I  received  the  following  little  Gazxel,  or 
Love  Song,  the  notes  of  which  he  committed  to  paper  from 
the  voice  of  one  of  those  singing  girls  of  Cashmere,who  wander 
trom  that  delightful  valley  over  the  various  parts  of  India.*'— 
Persian  Miscelianiet. 

4  "  The  roses  of  the  Jinan  Nile,  or  Garden  of  the  Nile  (at- 
tached to  the  Kmperor  of  Marocco's  palace)  are  unequalled, 
and  mattresses  are  made  of  their  leaves  for  the  men  of  rank  to 
recline  upon.*'  —  Jaekion 

^  *'  On  the  side  of  a  mountain  near  Paphos  there  is  a 
cavern  which  produces  the  most  beautlfbl  rock-crystal.  On 
account  of  its  brilliancy  it  has  been  called  the  Paphian  dia- 
mond." —  Mariti. 

*  "  There  is  a  part  of  Candahar,  called  Pcria,  or  Fairy 
Land."  —  Thcvenot.  In  some  of  those  countries  to  the  north 
of  India,  vegetable  gold  is  supposed  to  be  produced. 

7  "  These  arc  the  butterflies  which  are  called  in  the  Chinese 
language  Flying  Leaves.  Some  of  them  have  such  shining 
colours,  and  are  so  variegated,  that  they  may  be  called  flying 
flowers ;  and  indeed  they  are  always  produced  in  the  flinest 
flower-gardens."  —  Dimit. 

**  "  The  Arabian  women  wear  black  masks  with  little  clasps 
prettily  ordered. "— Carreri.  Niebuhr  mentions  their  showing 
but  one  eye  in  conversation. 
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On  Casbin*8  hills  * ; — pomegranates  fhll 

Of  melting  sweetness,  and  the  pears, 
And  sunniest  apples^  that  Caubul 

In  all  its  thousand  gardens  ^  bears ;  — 
Plantains,  the  golden  and  the  green, 
Malayans  nectar'd  mangusteen ;  ^ 
Prunes  of  Bokhara,  and  sweet  nuts 

From  the  far  groves  of  Samarcand, 
And  Basra  dates,  and  apricots, 

Seed  of  the  Sun  *,  from  Iran*s  land ; — 
With  rich  conserve  of  Visna  cherries,® 
Of  orange  flowers,  and  of  those  berries 
That,  wild  and  fresh,  the  young  gazelles 
Feed  on  in  £rac*s  rocky  dells.7 
All  these  in  richest  vases  smile. 

In  baskets  of  pure  santal-wood. 
And  urns  of  porcelain  from  that  isle*^ 

Sunk  underneath  the  Indian  flood. 
Whence  oft  the  lucky  diver  brings 
Vases  to  grace  the  halls  of  kings. 
Wines,  too,  of  every  clime  and  hue. 
Around  their  liquid  lustre  threw ; 
Amber  RosoUi^, — the  bright  dew 
From  vineyards  of  the  Green-Sea  gushing;*'' 
And  Shiraz  wine,  that  richly  ran 

As  if  that  jewel,  large  and  rare. 
The  ruby  for  which  Kublai-Khan 
Offer'd  a  city's  wealth  » ',  was  blushing. 

Melted  within  the  goblets  there ! 

And  amply  Selim  quaffs  of  each. 

And  seems  resolv'd  the  flood  shall  reach 

His  inward  heart,  —  shedding  around 

A  genial  deluge,  as  they  run. 
That  soon  shall  leave  no  spot  undrown'd, 

For  Love  to  rest  his  wings  upon. 
He  little  knew  how  well  the  boy 

Can  float  upon  a  goblet's  streams. 


*  "  The  golden  grapes  of  Casbin."  —  Description  of  Persia. 

*  "  The  fruits  exported  from  Cabul  are  apples,  pears, 
pomegranates,"  «cc Elphmttone. 

*  **  We  sat  down  under  a  tree,  listened  to  the  birds,  and 
talked  with  the  son  of  our  Mehmaundar  about  our  country  and 
Caubul.of  which  he  gave  an  enchanting  account :  that  city  and 
it«  100.000  gardens,"  &c.  —  Id. 

■•  *'  The  mangusteen,  the  most  delicate  fruit  in  the  world ; 
the  pride  of  the  Malay  islands."  —  Marsden. 

*  "  A  delicious  kind  of  apricot,  called  by  the  Persians  tokm. 
ek-shems,  signifying  sun's  seed."  —  Descriptitm  qf  Persia. 

*  "  Swectmeutx,  In  a  crystal  cup,  consisting  of  rose-leaves 
in  conserve,  with  lemon  of  Visna  cherry,  orange  flowers,"  &c. 
—  Russet. 

f  "  Antelopes  cropping  the  fresh  berries  of  Erac." —  The 
Moallakat,  Poem  of  Tarafa. 

*  "  Mauri-ga-Sima.  an  island  near  Formosa,  supposed  to 
have  been  sunk  in  the  tea  for  the  crimes  of  its  inhabitants. 
The  vessels  which  the  fishermen  and  divers  bring  up  from 
it  are  sold  at  an  immense  price  in  China  and  Jai>an."—  See 
Kentpfcr. 


Lighting  them  with  his  smile  of  joy ; — 
As  bards  have  seen  him  in  their  dreamii 

Down  the  blue  Ganges  laughing  glide 
Upon  a  rosy  lotus  wreath,  »* 

Catching  new  lustre  from  the  tide 
That  with  his  image  shone  beneath. 

But  what  are  cnps,  without  the  aid 

Of  song  to  speed  them  as  they  flow  ? 
And  see — a  lovely  Georgian  maid. 

With  all  the  bloom,  the  f^-eshen'd  glow 
Of  her  own  country  maidens*  looks. 
When  warm  they  rise  from  Tefus'  brooki ;'' 
And  with  an  eye,  whose  restless  ray. 

Full,  floating,  dark — oh,  he,  who  knows 
His  heart  is  weak,  of  Heav'n  should  pray 
To  guard  him  fr'om  such  eyes  as  those  !— 
With  a  voluptuous  wildness  flings 
Her  snowy  hand  across  the  strings 
Of  a  syrinda  ^%  and  thus  sings :  — 

Come  hither,  come  hither — by  night  and  \fj  dty 
We  linger  in  pleasures  that  never  are  gone; 

Like  the  waves  of  the  summer,  as  one  dies  away. 
Another  as  sweet  and  as  shining  ccMoes  oo. 

And  the  love  that  is  o*er,  in  expiring,  gives  iMk 
To  a  new  one  as  warm,  as  onequall'd  in  Uifl; 

And,  oh  I  if  there  be  an  Elysinm  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  is  this,  i^ 

Here  maidens  are  sighing,  and  fragrant  their  iigi 
As  the  flowV  of  the  Amra  just  op'd  by  a  bee ; ' 

And  precious  their  tears  as  that  rain  from  the  sky,' 
Which  turns  into  pearls  as  it  falls  in  the  sex 

Oh !  think  what  the  kiss  and  the  smile  must  be  wort! 
^Vhen  the  sigh  and  the  tear  are  so  perfect  in  U» 

And  own  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  is  this. 


»  Persian  Tales. 

>o  The  white  wine  of  Klshma. 

11  "  The  king  of  Zeilan  is  said  to  hare  the  very  flnfst  ni^ 
that  was  ever  seen.  Kublai-Khan  sent  and  offered  the  nJta 
of  a  city  for  it,  but  the  King  answered  he  would  not  give  i 
for  the  treasure  of  the  world." —  Marco  Polo. 

>3  The  Indians  feign  that  Cupid  waa  first  seen  floatini;  dovi 
the  Ganges  on  the  Nymphiea  Nelumbo See  Panumt. 

>3  Tcflis  is  celebrated  for  its  natural  warm  baths. See  Eh 

Haukal. 

"^  "  The  Indian  Syrinda,  or  guitar.**  —  Symm. 

15  ••  Around  the  exterior  of  theDewan  Kbafs  (abuildioita 
Shah  Allum's)  in  the  cornice  are  the  following  lines  in  kctrr 
of  gold  upon  a  ground  of  white  marble  —  *  IJihert  ieapf* 
disc  upon  earthy  it  is  this,  it  is  tMit.'  "  Francklin. 

>*  "  Delightful  are  the  flower*  of  the  Amra  tr«>e«  <»  tb 
■nountain-tops,  while  the  murmuring  bees  pursue  their  rolup 
tuous  toil.'*  —  Song  qf  Jayadews. 

>7  "  The  Nisan  or  drops  of  spring  rain,  which  they  belirv 
to  produce  pearls  if  they  fall  into  sheila.**— i?«A«r«(fMS. 
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8  the  nectar,  that,  hallow'd  by  love, 
r  down  those  angels  of  old  from  their 


I  of  this  earth  ^  left  the  foontuns  above, 
t  heaY*n's  stars  for  the  eyes  we  have 

frith  the  odoor  oar  goblet  gives  forth, 
it  the  sweets  of  his  Eden  would  miss? 
tiere  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  is  this. 

rian's  song  was  scarcely  mate, 
le  same  measure,  sound  for  sound, 
it  up  by  another  lute, 
iivinely  breath'd  around, 
9od  hnsh'd  and  wondering, 
a*d  and  look'd  into  the  air, 
thought  to  see  the  wing, 
FiL*,  the  Angel,  there ;  — 
Uy  on  ev*ry  soul 
IT,  enchanted  measure  stole, 
a  voice,  sweet  as  the  note 
harm*d  lute,  was  heard  to  float 
chords,  and  so  entwine 
Is  with  theirs,  that  none  knew  whether 
or  lute  was  most  divine, 
rously  they  went  together : — 

B  beyond  all  that  the  minstrel  has  told, 
,  that  are  linked  in  one  heavenly  tie, 
ever  changing,  and  brow  never  cold, 
*ough  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die! 
a  passion  so  sacred  is  worth 
s  of  heartless  and  wandVing  bliss ; 
:here  be  an  Elysium  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  is  this. 

the  air,  'twas  not  the  words, 

mp  magic  in  the  chords 

'.  lips,  that  gave  such  pow'r 

knew  not  till  that  hour. 

hundred  voices  said, 

mask'd  Arabian  maid  I " 

IM,  who  had  felt  the  strain 

any,  and  had  lain 

ites  rapt,  as  in  a  trance, 

e  fairy  sounds  were  o'er, 

>uch*d  for  utterance, 

tion'd  with  his  hand  for  more  :  — 

desert,  fly  with  me, 
tents  are  rude  for  thee  ; 


jnt  of  the  ihare  which  wine  hiid  in  the  fall  of 

Variti. 

>f  Muiic.    See  note  ',  p.  380. 


But,  oh  !  the  choice  what  heart  can  doubt. 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  without  ? 

Our  rocks  are  rough,  but  smiling  there 
The'  acacia  waves  her  yellow  hair, 
Ix>nely  and  sweet,  nor  lov'd  the  less 
For  flowering  in  a  wilderness. 

Our  sands  are  bare,  but  down  their  slope 
The  silv'ry-footed  antelope 
As  gracefully  and  gaily  springs 
As  o'er  the  marble  courts  of  kings. 

Then  come — thy  Arab  maid  will  be 
The  lov'd  and  lone  acacia-tree. 
The  antelope,  whose  feet  shall  bless 
With  their  light  sound  thy  loneliness. 

Oh  I  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 
An  instant  sunshine  through  the  heart, — 
As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought ; 

As  if  the  very  lips  and  eyes. 
Predestined  to  have  all  our  sighs. 
And  never  be  forgot  again. 
Sparkled  and  spoke  before  as  then  1 

So  came  thy  ev'ry  glance  and  tone 
When  first  on  me  they  breath'd  and  shone ; 
New,  as  if  brought  from  other  spheres. 
Yet  welcome  as  if  lov'd  for  years. 

Then  fly  with  me,  —  if  thou  hast  known 
No  other  flame,  nor  falsely  thrown 
A  gem  away,  that  thou  hadst  sworn 
Should  ever  in  thy  heart  be  worn. 

Come,  if  the  love  thou  hast  for  me, 
Is  pure  and  fresh  as  mine  for  thee, — 
Fresh  as  the  fountain  under  ground. 
When  first  'tis  by  the  lapwing  found. ' 

But  if  for  me  thou  dost  forsake 
Some  other  maid,  and  rudely  break 
Her  worshipped  image  from  its  base. 
To  give  to  me  the  ruin'd  place  ;  — 

Then,  fare  thee  well  —  I'd  rather  make 
My  bower  upon  some  icy  lake 
When  thawing  suns  begin  to  shine. 
Than  trust  to  love  so  false  as  thine  ! 


3  The  Hudhud,  or  Lapwing,  is  supposed  to  have  the  power 
of  discovering  water  under  ground. 
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There  «u  a  patboa  in  [hit  \a,j. 

Thai,  ct'a  vithoal  encbaiilinent'a  ait. 
Would  iriGlaatl;  have  found  iu  way 

Xirvji  into  Selih's  buniing  heut ; 
Bui.  bivuhing.  as  it  did,  a  loue 
To  eitthly  lulea  and  lipi  unknown ; 
Will  every  chord  fresh  from  ihe  touch 
Of  Music's  Spirit,— twas  ton  much  •. 
SUtrling,  he  dasb'd  aiinj  the  cup, — 

Which,  all  the  lime  of  lliis  sweet  air, 
His  hand  had  held,  uatasted,  up, 

As  if  'twere  fiit'd  by  magic  there, — 
And  □aming  her,  so  loDg  uunam'd. 
So  long  UDieea,  wtldl;  ezclalm'd, 

"  Ub  NOURMUIAI.]    Ob  NonSJHAlIAL  1 

"  Hadst  Iboa  but  song  this  vilcbing  stnun, 
"  I  could  forget — forgive  thee  nil, 
"  And  never  leave  those  eyes  again." 

The  mask  il  off — the  charm  is  wrougbt — 
And  Skux  to  his  hpart  has  caught. 
In  blushes,  more  than  ever  bright. 
Ills  NonaHAHAi,  his  Horaiu's  Light! 
And  Ytell  do  vonisb'd  frowns  enlumce 
The  chann  of  every  brighteu'd  glance  ; 
And  dearer  seems  each  dawning  smile 
Fur  hsTing  lust  ils  light  awhile : 
And,  happier  now  for  all  her  sighi. 

As  on  Ilia  arm  her  head  reposes. 
She  whiiipers  bi^^  with  laughing  ejes, 

■■  Bemember,  love,  the  Fcnsl  of  Hoses  1" 


Faui^drbn,  at  the  conclusion  of  this  light  rhap- 
sody, took  occasion  in  aum  up  his  opinion  of  the 
yonng  Cashmerian's  poetry,  —  of  which,  he  trusted, 
they  bod  that  evening  heard  the  last.  Having 
recapitubted  the  epithets,  "frivolous"  — "  inluir- 
monioua"  —  ^^nonsensical,"  he  proceeded  to  nay 
thai,  viewing  it  b  the  most  favourable  light,  it 
resembled  one  oMhtiee  Maldivian  boats,  Ui  which 
the  Princess  had  alluded  in  the  relation  of  her 
drwm ', — a  sligbi,  gilded  thing,  sent  adrift  with- 
out rudder  or  ballast,  and  with  nocbiag  bat  vapid 
sweets  and  bdcd  Bowers  on  board.  The  profnsion, 
indeed,  of  flowers  and  birds,  which  ibis  poet  had 
ready  on  aJI  occasions, — nol  to  uicnlion  dews, 
gems.  Jtc. — was  a  most  oppressive  kind  of  opu- 
lence U  his  hearers :  and  had  the  unlucky  eflecl 

>  S»p.»l. 

•  ■'  The  CblniH  bud  (Omierljr  ibi  on  at  palallnn  ° 

<>iil7  porceiitllile  wlicn  tiK  laul  nu  rull  of  lome  II 
Tbrr  cill  Ihli  iptclet  Kta-liln,  Ihnl  li.«r<  i>  pU  M  J 


of  giving  to  his  style  all  the  glitter  of  ihe  flowei- 
gaiden  without  its  method,  and  all  the  flatter  4 
the  aviaij  without  its  song.  In  addition  to  lUk 
he  chose  his  subjeda  badly,  and  was  always  am 
inspired  by  the  worst  parts  of  them-  The  ehuw 
of  paganism,  the  merit*  of  rcbellioti. — these  wm 
the  themes  honoured  with  his  psrticakar  rote 
siosm  ;  and,  in  the  poem  just  rvclted.  one  of  Ui 
most  poktable  passages  was  in  praise  of  M 
beverage  of  the  Unfiithfiil,  wiae; — "bnng^  f«> 
hups,"  laid  he.  relaxing  into  a  smile,  as  coaadsH 
of  his  own  character  in  the  Hanm  on  this  (oab 
"one  of  those  bards,  whose  buicy  owes  all  it 
illumination  to  the  grape,  like  that  painted  potet- 
hiin^,  so  curioos  and  so  rare,  whose  images  lit 
only  visible  when  liqnor  is  poured  into  if."  [ipM 
Ihe  whole,  It  was  bis  opinion,  fh>m  Ihe  speciBoi 
which  they  had  hesrd,  and  which,  he  begged  B 
say,  were  the  most  tiresome  part  of  the  joonrt, 
that  —  whatever  other  merits  this  wdl^drtsd 
young  gcntlenion  might  possess — poetry  w»  t; 
no  means  his  proper  avocation:  "aDd  indeA' 
concluded  the  critic,  "  from  iua  foudiua  St 
Sowers  and  for  birds,  I  would  VEnture  to  sukM 
that  B  florist  or  a  bird-cstcher  is  a  modi  bni 
suitable  calling  for  him  thtm  a  pocL" 

They  had  now  begun  to  ascend  thatr  bMRi 
mountains,  which  separate  Cashmere  from  Af  Ml 
oF  India ;  and,  as  the  heats  were  inlnler^4e.  ai 
Ihe  time  of  Lbeir  encampments  limited  to  ikr  hi 
hours  necessary  for  retresbmeDt  and  rrpwe.  lb'*' 
was  an  end  to  all  their  delighlAiJ  evenings,  tti 
L\LL*  RooKH  saw  no  more  of  FEn^Boai.  An 
DOW  fell  that  her  short  dream  xf  hoppinMS  ra 
over,  and  thai  she  had  nothing  bnt  ihe  rccoUocliBS 
of  its  few  blissful  hours,  like  Ihe  one  drsn^  (/ 
sweet  wat*r  tlmt  serves  the  camel  across  ibi:  tU- 
demess,  to  be  ber  heart's  refi^hmenl  during  th 
drear;  waste  of  life  thai  was  tiefore  her.  Tit 
blight  that  had  &Uen  upon  her  splrils  snos  tiaai 
ay  to  ber  cheek,  and  her  ladies  ssw  wilk 
t — thongh  not  wilhoDtsame  (uspidm  uflW 
cause — that  the  beauty  of  their  rolslress,  if  wtiiei 
they  were  almost  as  pniud  as  of  their  nwti.  *• 
fhst  vanishing  away  at  the  very  mnnivnl  of  all  *la 
she  hod  most  need  of  it.  What  must  ibe  Ki»f  «f 
Bucharia  (eel.  when,  inalead  of  the  livrly  »J 
beiuufiil  LiU-i^  RooKa.  whom  the  poets  of  DeDt 
had  described  as  more  perfect  thou  the  dJiini* 
^  in  the  house  of  Aior),  he  should  nain  > 
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pale  and  manimate  Tlctim,  upon  whose  cheek 
neither  health  nor  pleasure  bloomed,  and  from 
whose  eyes  Lore  had  fled, — to  hide  himself  in  her 
lieart? 

If  any  thing  conld  have  charmed  away  the 
melancholy  of  her  spirits,  it  would  haye  been  the 
fresh  airs  and  enchanting  scenery  of  that  Valley, 
which  the  Persians  so  justly  called  the  Unequalled.  * 
But  neither  the  coolness  of  its  atmosphere,  so 
faiznrioas  alter  toiling  up  those  bare  and  burning 
■KMintuns, — neither  the  splendour  of  the  minarets 
and  pagndas,  that  shone  out  from  the  depth  of  its 
woods*  nor  the  grottos,  hermitages,  and  miraculous 
ioiuitainB*,  which  make  every  spot  of  that  region 
hdy  ground, — neither  the  countless  waterfalls, 
tibat  rosh  into  the  Valley  from  all  those  high  and 
romantic  mountains  that  encircle  it,  nor  the  fair 
eitj  on  the  Lake,  whose  houses,  roofed  with 
Bowen^  appeared  at  a  distance  like  one  vast  and 
Tiriegmted  parterre ; — not  all  these  wonders  and 
^brics  of  the  most  lovely  country  under  the  sun 
eoold  steal  her  heart  for  a  minute  from  those  sad 
thoDi^ts,  which  but  darkened,  and  grew  bitterer 
every  step  she  advanced. 

The  gay  pomps  and  processions  that  met  her 
■pon  her  entrance  into  the  Valley,  and  the  mag- 
«***^f"*^  with  which  the  roads  all  along  were 
decorated,  did  honour  to  the  taste  and  gallantry  of ' 
Ae  yoong  King.    It  was  night  when  they  ap-  I 
proached  the  city,  and,  for  the  last  two  miles,  they  ' 
hid  passed  under  arches,  thrown  from  hedge  to  ' 
hedge,  festooned  with  only  those  rarest  roses  from  ; 
which  the  Attar  Gul,  more  precious  than  gold,  is  i 
iBstiUcd,  and  illuminated  in  rich  and  fanciful  forms  ; 
with  lanterns  of  the  triple-coloured  tortoise-shell 
of  Pegn.^    Sometimes,  from  a  dark  wood  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  a  display  of  fire-works  would 


I  Kadunlre  be  Nazeer.  —  Forster. 

*  The  pardoiiable  iapert4ition  of  the  sequestered  inhabit- 

■Btt  hat  multiplied  the  places  of  worship  of  Mahadeo,  of 

Beseban.  and  of  Brama.    All  Cashmere  is  huly  land,  and 

)    Blraailoas  fountains  abound."  —  Mqfor  RennrPt  Memoirs  of 

a  Kap  of  Hindostan. 

Jeban-Gulre  mentions  "a  fountain  in  Cashmere  called  Tir- 
aaeh.  which  signifies  a  snake ;  prot>ably  because  some  large 
■lake  had  fonnerljr  beim  seen  there."—**  During  the  lifi'timo 
I  of  Bjr  Cstber,  I  went  twice  to  this  fountain,  which  is  about 
tVMitjr  COM  from  the  city  of  Cashmere.  The  Tcstiges  of 
Haces  of  worship  and  sanctity  are  to  be  traced  without  numbiT 
aaiMigst  the  ruins  and  the  cares,  which  are  interspcrsinl  in 
its  neighbourhood.** — Tocnek  Jehattgeery. — Vide  Aiiat.  Misc., 
wilU. 

There  is  another  account  of  Cashmere  by  Abul-Fazil,  tlie 

Wbor  of  the  Ajln- Acbaree,  **  who,**  says  Mqfor  Rennfl, "  ap- 

Vevs  to  hare  caught  some  of  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Yalley,  by 

Us  dncriptlon  of  the  holy  places  in  it.*' 

'  **  On  a  landing  roof  of  wood  is  laid  a  corering  of  fine 


break  out,  so  sudden  and  so  brilliant,  that  a 
Brahmin  might  fancy  he  beheld  that  grove,  in 
whose  purple  shade  the  God  of  Battles  was  bom, 
bursting  into  a  flame  at  the  moment  of  his  birth ; 
— while,  at  other  times,  a  quick  and  playful  irra- 
diation continued  to  brighten  all  the  fields  and 
gardens  by  which  they  passed,  forming  a  line  of 
dancing  lights  along  the  horizon  ;  like  the  meteors 
of  the  north  as  they  are  seen  by  those  hunters  ^ 
who  pursue  the  white  and  blue  foxes  on  the  con- 
fines of  the  Icy  Sea. 

These  arches  and  fire-works  delighted  the  Ladies 
of  the  Princess  exceedingly ;  and  with  their  usual 
good  logic,  they  deduced  from  his  taste  for  illu- 
minations, that  the  King  of  Bucharia  would  make 
the  most  exemplary  husband  imaginable.  Nor, 
indeed,  could  Laixa  Rookh  herself  help  feeling 
the  kindness  and  splendour  with  which  the  young 
bridegroom  welcomed  her ; — but  she  also  felt  how 
painful  is  the  gratitude,  which  kindness  from  those 
we  cannot  love  excites ;  and  that  their  best  blan- 
dishments come  over  the  heart  with  all  that  chill- 
ing and  deadly  sweetness,  which  we  can  £uicy  in 
the  cold,  odoriferous  wind  ^  that  is  to  blow  over 
this  earth  in  the  last  days. 

The  marriage  was  fixed  for  the  morning  after 
her  arrival,  when  she  was,  for  the  first  time,  to 
be  presented  to  the  monarch  in  that  Imperial 
Palace  beyond  the  lake,  called  the  Shalimar. 
Though  never  before  had  a  night  of  more  wakeful 
and  anxious  thought  been  passed  in  the  Happy 
Valley,  yet,  wlien  she  rose  in  the  morning,  and 
her  Ladies  came  around  her,  to  assist  in  the  ad- 
justment of  the  bridal  ornaments,  they  thought 
they  had  never  seen  her  look  half  so  beautiful. 
What  she  had  lost  of  the  bloom  and  radiancy  of 
her  charms  was  more  than  made  up  by  that  intel- 


earth,  which  shelters  the  buildmg  from  tne  great  quantity  of 
snow  that  falls  in  the  winter  season.  This  fence  communis 
cates  an  equal  warmth  in  wintiT,  as  a  refreshing  coolness  in 
the  summer  season,  when  the  tops  of  the  houses,  which  arc 
planted  with  a  variety  of  flowers,  exhibit  at  a  distance  the 
spacious  view  of  a  beautifuUy-checqucrcd  parterre.**  — 
Fortter. 

*  *'  Two  hundred  slaves  thorc  are,  who  have  no  othitr  office 
than  to  hunt  the  woods  and  marshes  for  trlplc-coldurrd  tor* 
toises  for  the  King's  Vlvary.  Of  the  fciiells  of  these  also  lan- 
terns arc  made.** —  Vinct'tit  Ic  Blanc'*  Travels. 

>  For  a  description  of  the  .Aurora  Bureolis  as  it  appears  to 
these  huntcrn.  vide  Erta/i-iujhidia. 

•  This  wmd,  which  i*  to  blow  from  .*iyria  I)ama«cena,  Is. 
according  to  the  Mahotnetaiis,  one  uf  the  signs  of  the  I.att 
Day's  approach. 

Another  of  the  signs  is,  "  Great  distress  in  the  world,  so 
that  a  man  when  ho  passes  by  another's  grave  shall  say. 
Would  to  Cod  I  were  in  his  place  1 "  —  Saic**  Prcliminary 
Discoursc. 


li>claal  cKpreasiau,  Hut  «anl  beftmiag  forili  from 
the  ejes,  which  ig  worth  aU  the  rest  of  loveliness. 
Whi'D  Ihcy  had  tinged  her  fingerE  with  the  Henna 
lesC  nod  placed  upon  her  brow  a  Bmall  coronet  of 
jewels,  of  the  shape  worn  b;  the  ancient  Queens 
if  Biicharia,  thej  flung  over  her  head  the  nae- 
;oloured  bridal  veil,  and  she  proceeded  to  the 
barge  that  was  to  coavef  her  across  the  hike  ; — 
first  kissing,  with  a  moumM  look,  the  little  amulet 
omelion,  which  her  &ther  at  parting  had  hung 
oboat  licr  Deck. 

The  morning  was  as  tVesh  and  &ir  as  the  maid 
3a  whose  nuptials  it  rose,  and  the  shining  lake 
all  covered  with  boots,  the  minstrels  playing  upon 
tho  shares  of  the  iehmds.  and  the  crowded  snnuner- 
honsea  an  the  green  hills  around,  vilh  shawls 
Rod  banoers  waving  from  their  roofs,  prescDted 
such  a  picture  of  Hnimaled  rejoicing,  as  only  she 
who  was  the  abject  of  it  all,  did  not  feel  with 
transport.  To  Lalla  Rookh  alone  it  was  a 
mclaneholj  pageant )  nor  could  she  have  even 
borne  to  look  npan  the  icpne,  were  it  not  for  b 
hope  Ihat,  among  the  crowds  around,  she  might 

ice  more  perhaps  catch  a  glimpse  of  Febamorz. 

a  much  was  her  imagination  haunted  b;  this 
thought,  that  there  vras  scarcely  an  islet  or  bout 
she  passed  on  the  nay,  U  which  her  heartdid  not 
ler  with  the  momentary  fancy  that  he  was 
there.  Happy,  in  her  eyes,  the  humblest  slave 
upon  whom  the  light  of  hii  dear  looks  felll  —  In 
the  barge  immediately  after  the  princess  sat  Ftu- 
LADRRN,  with  his  silken  curtains  thrown  widely 
apart,  that  alt  might  have  the  benfit  of  hi^  august 
presence,  and  with  his  head  faU  of  the  speech  he 
tt  to  deliver  to  the  King,  "concerning  Feba- 
>R£,  and  literature,  and  the  Chabok,  as  connect- 
ed therewith." 

They  now  had  entered  the  canal  which  leads  from 
the  Lake  to  the  splendid  domes  and  saloons  of 
the  Sbolimor,  and  went  gliding  on  through  the 
gudeos  that  ascended  from  each  bank,  full  of 
flowering  shrabB  thai  mode  the  air  all  perlnme 
while  from  the  middle  of  the  csnol  rose  jels  of 
water,  smooth  and  unbroken,  to  such  a  dazzling 
height,  that  they  stood  Uke  tall  pillara  of  diamond 


r>b«  U.    TMr  HT  tM  It  ■■•  I"  ' 
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in  the  sunshine.  After  sailing  anda  the  iiiha 
of  vBrions  soIdoqs,  they  at  length  aniied  M  At 
last  and  most  magniUccnl,  where  the  imnaKk 
awaited  the  coBiing  of  his  bride ;  and  sack  ni 
the  agitation  ofncr  heart  and  frame,  thai  it  ■•• 
with  difficulty  she  could  walk  up  the  marble  orfs 
which  were  covered  with  cloth  of  gold  fur  brr 
ascent  trota  the  barge-  At  the  end  of  the  kill 
stood  two  thrones,  as  precious  as  Ihe  CVralMi 
Throne  of  Coolburga ',  on  one  of  nhicluAl  Aims. 
tbeyoulMul  KingofBneharia.indoathcothitaat 
in  a  few  minules.  to  be  phu^d  the  most  bcaoliN 
Princc&s  in  ihe  world.  Immediately  upon  lb>  M- 
trance  of  Laixa  Rookh  into  the  saloon.  Ihe  >•■ 
narch  descended  from  his  Ihrune  to  mert  Im) 
but  scarcely  had  he  lime  to  take  her  hand  la  Uk 
when  she  screamed  with  Eurprise,  and  tuBtri  SI 
Ms  feet  It  was  Fi;liAMoaz  himself  thai  sttel 
before  her  t —  Feradobe  was,  binsell^  the  Soi»- 
teign  of  Bucharia.  who  iu  (his  disguise  had  ■roa' 
ponied  his  young  bride  fiom  Delhi,  and.  hatia^ 
won  her  love  as  an  humble  minstrel,  now  nsflf 
deserved  to  enjoy  it  as  a  King. 

The  consternation  of  Fuu^adekr  u  i^i  4( 
rery  was,  for  the  n 
change  of  opinion  is  a 
courts  for  this  experienced  oonttkr  not  UH 
learned  to  avail  himself  of  it.  UiacritictBns'nn 
all.  of  course,  recanted  inslantly  :  he  was  scimI 
with  an  admiration  of  the  Kinj^  vcrws.  «■  0- 
boundvd  as,  he  begged  him  to  belifTe.  il  *as  dii- 
interested ;  and  the  following  vreck  a*  hhn  j> 
possession  of  on  addiliooitl  place,  swnmg  bj  ill 
the  Saints  of  Islam  that  never  had  tlicre  t^mi 
so  great  a  poet  as  Ihe  Monarch  ALHtta,  sat 
ready  to  preEcrib«  his  fhvonrti*  np 


Of  the  happiness  of  the  King  and  Qom  tfr 
Biulmria,  after  such  a  bvgiuning,  (hrrr  on  )*  1 
but  little  doubt  1  aud,  sinong  the  \ratt  nV  I 
toms,  il  is  recorded  of  Lali.a  RooKn,  thu.  (bA>  i 
day  of  her  death,  in  memory  of  iheJr  d»lii!uW  ' 
journey,  she  never  called  the  King  by  laj  ^^  | 
name  than  Pebahorz. 
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dirge  we  sang  o'er  him  no  censure  was 
beard, 

nbitter'd  and  free  did  the  tear-drop  de- 
scend; 

got,  in  that  hour,  how  the  statesman  had 
err'd, 
wept  for  the  husband,  the  fiither,  and  friend. 

>nd  was  the  meed  his  integrity  won, 
gen'rous  indeed  were  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
in  grief,  we  forgot  all  the  ill  he  bad  done, 
though  wrong'd  by  him,  living,  bewail'd 
liim,  when  dead. 

ow,  if  one  harsher  emotion  intrude, 
:o  wish  he  had  chosen  some  lowlier  state, 
own  what  he  was — and,  content  to  be  good, 
ne'er,  for  our  ruin,  aspir'd  to  be  great. 

through  their  own  little  orbit  to  move, 
'ears  might  have  roll'd  inoffensive  away ; 
Idren  might  still  have  been  bless'd  with 
lis  love, 

England  would  ne'er  have  been  curs'd  with 
lis  sway. 


>  the  Editor  of  tJie  Morning  Chronicle. 

r  to  explain  the  following  Fragment,  it  is 
7  to  refer  your  readers  to  a  late  florid  de- 
1  of  the  Pavilion  at  Krighton,  in  the  apart- 
f  which,  we  are  told,  "  Fum,  The  Chinese 
Ihtyalty"  is  a  principal  ornament. 

I  am.  Sir,  yours,  &c. 

Mpm. 

AND  HUM,  THE  TWO  BIRDS  OF 
ROYALTY. 

jT  the  Chinese  Bird  of  Royalty,  Fum, 
tcosted  our  own  Bird  of  Royalty,  Hum, 


In  that  Palace  or  China-shop  (Brighton,  which  is 

it?) 
Where  Fum  had  just  come  to  pay  Hum  a  short 

visit — 
Near  akin  are  these  Birds,  though  they  differ  in 

nation 
(The  breed  of  the  Hums  is  as  old  as  creation) ; 
Both,  full-craw'd  Legitimates — both,  birds  of  prey. 
Both,  cackling  and  ravenous  creatures,  half  way 
'Twixt  the    goose  and   the  vulture,  like  Lord 

C — 8TL OH. 

While  Fum  deals  in  Mandarins,  Bonzes,  Bohea, 
Peers,  Bishops,  and  Punch,  Hum,  are  sacred  to 

thee! 
So  congenial  their  tastes,  that,  when  Fum  first  did 

light  on 
The  floor   of  that   grand  China-warehouse  at 

Brighton, 
The  lanterns,  and  dragons,  and  things  round  the 

dome 
Were  so  like  what  he  left,  "Gad,"  says  Fum, 

"I'm  at  home."— 
And  when,  turning,  he  saw  Bishop  L -oe, 

"  Zooks,  it  is," 
Quoth  the  Bird,  "Yes — I  know  him — a  Bonze, 

by  his  phyz — 
"  And  that  jolly  old  idol  he  kneels  to  so  low 
"  Can  be  none  but  our  round-about  godhead,  fat 

Fol" 
It  chanc'd  at  this  moment,  the'  Episcopal  Prig 
Was  imploring  the  P e  to  dispense  with  his 

wig,  > 
Which  the  Bird,  overhearing,  flew  high  o'er  his 

head. 
And  some  Tonrr-like  marks  of  his  patronage  shed, 
^\'hich  so  dimm'd  the  poor  Dandy's  idolatrous  eye. 
That,  while  Fum  cried  "Oh  Fol"  all  the  court 

cried  "  Oh  fie !  " 

But,  a  tnice  to  digression; — these  Birds  of  a 
feather 

Thus  talk'd,  t'other  night,  on  State  matters  to- 
gether ; 


'  In  conw'quonce  of  an  old  promise,  that  ho  »hon!d  be 
allowed  to  wear  his  own  hair,  whenever  he  might  be  cleTatoti 
to  a  Bishopric  by  his  K 1  11 >s. 
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(The  P E  just  in  bed,  or  aboat  to  depart  for*t, 

His  legs  full  of  gout,    and    his    arms  Aill    of 

H — RTF — ^D,) 

**  I  say,  Hum,**  says  Fum — Fum,  of  coarse,  spoke 

Chinese, 
But,  bless  you,  that's  nothing—  at  Brighton  one 

sees 
Foreign  lingoes  and  Bishops  translated  with  ease — 
**  I  say,  HuK,  how  fares  it  with  Royalty  now  ? 
**  Is  it  up?  is  it  prime  f  is  it  spooney — or  how  ?  ** 
(The  Bird  had  just  taken  a  flash-man's  degree 
Under  B — rr — m — re,  Y th,  and  young 

Master  L ^e) 

*'  As  for  us  in  Pekin  "-^^here,  a  devil  of  a  din 
From  the  bed-chamber  came,  where  that  long 

Mandarin, 
C — stl ^gh  (whom  Fum  calls  the  Confucius  of 

Prose), 
Was  rehearsing  a  speech  upon  Europe's  repose 
To  the  deep,  double  bass  of  the  fat  Idol's  nose. 

(Abto   bene — his    Lordship    and    L — ▼— rp — l 

come. 
In  collateral  lines,  from  the  old  Mother  Hum, 

C — BTL  OH     a     HUM-bug  —  L — ^V  — RP — L     a 

HuM-drum.) 
The  Speech  being  finish'd,  out  rush'd  C — stl — gh. 
Saddled  Hum  in  a  hurry,  and,  whip,  spur,  away. 
Through  the  regions  of  air,  like  a  Snip  on  his 

hobby. 
Ne'er  paus'd,  till  he  lighted  in  St  Stephen's  lobby. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SH— R— D— N. 

Principibiu  placuiste  viris  I  —  Horat. 

Yes,  grief  will  have  way — but  the  fast  falling  tear 
Shall  be  mingled  with  deep  execrations  on  those, 

Who  could  bask  in  that  Spirit's  meridian  career. 
And  yet  leave  it  thus  lonely  and  dark  at  its 
close: — 

Whose  vanity  flew  round  him,  only  while  fed 
By  the  odour    his  fame   in  its  summer-time 
gave; — 
Whose  vanity  now,  with  quick  scent  for  the  dead. 
Like  the  Ghole  of  the  East,  comes  to  feed  at  his 
grave. 

Oh  I  it  sickens  the  heart  to  see  bosoms  so  hollow, 
And  spirits  so  mean  in  the  great  and  high-bom  ; 


To  think  what  a  long  line  of  titles  may  follow 
The  relics  of  him  who  died — friendleti  andlonl 

How  proud  they  can  press  to  the  fon'ral  amy 
Of  one,  whom  they  shnnn'd  in  hia  sicknea  mi 
sorrow:  — 
How  bailifEs  may  seize  his  last  blanket,  to-day, 
Whose  pall  shall  be  held  np  by  nobles  to* 
morrow! 

And  Thou,  too,  whose  life,  a  sick  epicure's  d^ea^ 
Incoherent  and  gross,  even  groner  bad  pasi'd, 
Were  it  not  for    that  cordial  and  sool-giviif 
beam, 
Which  his  friendship  and  wit  o'er  thy  nodiiag- 
ness  cast: — 

No,  not  for  tne  wealth  of  the  land,  that  sopplitt 
thee 
With  millions  to  heap  upon  Foppery's  shrine  ;— 
No,  not  for  the  riches  of  all  who  despise  ^uee. 
Though  this  would  make  Europe's  whole  ofia- 
lence  mine ; — 

Would  I  suffer  what — ev*n  in  the  heart  that  thoi 
hast — 
All  mean  as  it   is— must   have   conseiooily 
bum'd. 
When  the  pittance,  which  shame  had  wrong  from 
thee  at  last. 
And  which  found  all  his  wants  at  an  end,  wn 
retum'd ; » 

"  Was  this  then  the  fete,"— future  ages  will  say. 
When  some  names  shall  live  but  in  history's  enne ; 

When  Truth  will  be  heard,  and  these  Lofdi  of 
a  day 
Be  forgotten  as  fools,  or  remember'd  as  worse;— 

**  Was  this  then  the  fete  of  that  high-gifted  owd, 
"  The  pride  of  the  palace,  the  bow  Y  and  the  hall, 

"  The  orator, — dramatist, — minstrel, — who  fu 
**  Through  each  mode  of  the  lyre,  and  was 
master  of  all; — 

'*  Whose  mind  was  an  essence,  compoonded  with 
art 
"  From  the  finest  and  best  of  all  other  men's 
pow'rs :  — 
"  Who  rul'd,  like  a  wizard,  the  world  of  the  heart, 
"  And  could  call  up  its  sunshine,  or  bringdown 
its  show'rs ;  — 


I  The  sum   wu  two  himdrtd  pounds <^tred  wlwo 

Sh — r — d — n  could  no  longer  take  any  nutenanoe,  and  di^ 
dined,  for  him,  by  his  fiiendf. 
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"  Whote  humour,  at  gay  as  the  fire-fly's  light, 
**  Plaj'd  round  every  sahject,  and  shone  as  it 
pUy'd;— 

*  Whose  wH,  in  the  comhat,  as  gentle  as  bright, 

**  Ne'ercarriedaheart-stainaway  on  its  blade; — 

"  Whose  elocjoenee — brightening  whatever  it  tried, 
**  ¥rhether  reason  or  fancy,  the  gay  or  the 
grave,— 

*  Was  as  rapid,  as  deep,  and  as  brilliant  a  tide, 
*  As  ever  bore  Freedom  aloft  on  its  wave ! " 

Tci — siichwastheman,and8owretchedhisfate ; — 
AndthnSfSOoner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve, 

Who  waste  thetr  mom's  dew  in  the  beams  of  the 
Great, 
And  expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve. 

b  the  woods  of  the  North  there  are  insects  that 
prey 
On  the  brain  of  the  elk  till  his  very  last  sigh ;  ^ 
Oh,  Oenins!  thy  patrons,  more  cruel  than  they, 
First  feed  on  thy  brains,  and  then  leave  thee  to 
die! 


EPISTLE 

rioM 

TOM  CRIB  TO  BIO  BEN< 

lOMB  rOUL  PLAY  IN  A  LATB  TRANSACTION.' 

**  Ahi,  mio  Ben  I  *'— Metastasio.^ 

What  !  Bkn,  my  old  hero,  is  this  your  renown  ? 
Is  this  the  new  go? — kick  a  man  when  he's  down  ! 
When  the  foe  has  knocked  under,  to  tread  on  him 

then— 
%  te  fist  of  my  fiither,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben  I 
"  Fool !  fool  P  all  the  lads  of  the  Fancy  exclaim  — 
Ckablet  Shock  is  electrified — Belcher  spits 

flame  — 
Aad    MoLTHBUX — ay,    even    Blacky^    cries 

«*  shame  I" 


>  Hatnralkti  haTC  obcerred  that,  upon  dissecting  an  elk, 
was  foitnd  in  its  head  some  large  flies,  with  its  brain 
•ten  mwaj  by  them.  —  History  qf  Poland. 

•  A  nldtnanie  gfren,  at  this  time,  to  the  Pr— ce  R—g~t. 

*  WiiOen  toon  after  Bonaparte's  transportation  to  St. 


was  **  assisted  *'  to  this  Motto  by  Mr. 


Time  was,  when   John  Bull  little  difference 

spied 
'Twixt  the  foe  at  his  feet,  and  the  friend  at  his  side : 
When  he  found  (such  his  humour  in  fighting  and 

eating) 
His  foe,  like  his  beef-steak,  the  sweeter  for  beating. 
But  this  comes.  Master  Ben,  of  your  curst  foreign 

notions. 
Your  trinkets,  wigs,  thingumbobs,  gold  lace  and 

lotions; 
Tour  Noyeaus,  Cura9oas,  and  the  Devil  knows 

what— 
(One  swig  of  Blue  Ruin  *  is  worth  the  whole  lot!) 
Your  great  and  small  crosses — (my  eyes,  what  a 

brood  I 
A  ci-OM-buttock  from  me  would  do  some  of  them 

good!) 
Which  have  spoilt  you,  till  hardly  a  drop,  my  old 

porpoise, 
Of  pure  English  claret  is  left  in  your  corpus; 
And  (as  Jim  says)  the  only  one  trick,  good  or  bad. 
Of  the  Fancy  you're  up  to,  vsfihbing,  my  lad. 
Hence  it  comes, — Boxiana,  disgrace  to  thy  page !  — 
Having  fioor'd,  by  good  luck,  the  first  swell  of  the 

age, 
Having  conquered  the  prtfiie  one,  that  mUTd  us  all 

round, 
Tou  kick'd  him,  old  Ben,  ^  he  gasp*d  on  the 

ground  I 
Ay — just  at  the  time  to  show  spunk,  if  you'd  got 

any — 
Kick'd  him,  and  jaw'd  him,  and  lag^d''  him  to 

Botany! 
Oh,  shade  of  the  Cheesemonger  !^  you,  who,  alas, 
Doubled  up,  by  the  dozen,  those  Mounseers  in  brass. 
On  thatgreatday  of  milling,  when  blood  lay  in  lakes, 
When  Kings  held  the  bottle,  and  Europe  the  stakes. 
Look  down  upon  Ben — see  him,  t/tin^At// all  o'er, 
Insult  the  fall'n  foe,  that  can  harm  him  no  more! 
Out,  cowardly  spooney! — again  and  again, 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben. 
To  show  the  white  feather  is  many  men's  doom, 
But,  whatof  onefeather  ? — Ben  shows  a  whole  Plume. 


Jackson,  who,  it  is  well  known,  keeps  the  most  learned  com- 
pany going. 

s  Names  and  nicknames  of  celebrated  pugilists  at  that 
time. 

«  Gin.  7  Transported. 

8  A  Life  Guardsman,  one  ottke  Fatuy,  who  distlngtiithe<t 
himself,  and  was  killed  in  the  memorable  s«Mo  at  Waterloo. 
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Le  Leggl  detla  Maichera  richiedono  che  una  persona  maicherata  non  sla  ulutala  per  nome  da  vno  dw  la 
malgrado  it  luo  traTettimento.  —  Castigliomb. 


PREFACE 

In  what  manner  the  following  Epistles  came  into 
my  hands,  it  is  not  necessary  for  the  public  to 
know.  It  will  be  seen  by  Mr.  Fudge's  Second 
Letter,  that  he  is  one  of  those  gentlemen  whose 
Secret  Services  in  Ireland,  under  the  mild  ministry 

of  my  Lord  C oh,  have  been  so  amply  and 

gratefully  remunerated.  Like  his  friend  and  as- 
sociate, Thomas  Reynolds,  Esq.,  he  had  retired 
upon  the  reward  of  his  honest  industry  ;  but  has 
lately  been  induced  to  appear  again  in  active  life, 
and  superintend  the  training  of  that  Delatorian 
Cohort^  which  Lord  S — ^dh— th,  in  his  wisdom 
and  benevolence,  has  organized. 

Whether  Mr.  Fudge,  himself,  has  yet  made 
any  discoveries,  does  not  appear  from  the  follow- 
ing pages.  But  much  may  be  expected  from  a 
person  of  his  zeal  and  sagacity,  and,  indeed,  to 
him,  Lord  S — ^dm— th,  and  the  Greenland-bound 
ships,  the  eyes  of  all  lovers  of  discoveries  are  now 
most  anxiously  directed. 

I  regret  much  that  I  have  been  obliged  to-  omit 
Mr.  Bob  Fudge's  Third  Letter,  concluding  the 
adventures  of  his  Day  with  the  Dinner,  Opera, 
&c.  &c. ;  —  but,  in  consequence  of  some  remarks 
upon  Marinette's  thin  drapery,  which,  it  was 
thought,  might  give  offence  to  certain  well-mean- 
ing persons,  the  manuscript  was  sent  back  to 
Paris  for  his  revision,  and  had  not  returned  when 
the  last  sheet  was  put  to  press. 

It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  thought  presumptuous,  if 
I  take  this  opportunity  of  complaining  of  a  very 
serious  injustice  I  have  suffered  from  the  public. 
Dr.  King  wrote  a  treatise  to  prove  that  Bentley 
"was  not  the  author  of  his  own  book,"  and  a 
similar  absurdity  has  been  asserted  of  me,  in 
almost  all  the  best-informed  literary  circles.  With 
the  name  of  the  real  author  staring  them  in  the 
face,  they  have  yet  persisted  in  attributing  my 
works  to  other  people  ;  and  the  fame  of  the  Two- 
penny Post-Bag  —  such  as  it  is  —  having  hovered 


doubtfully  over  various  penoni,  has  tt  last  i 
upon  the  head  of  a  certain  little  gentkmiD 
wears  it,  I  understand,  as  oomplacently  si 
actually  belonged  to  him ;  withoateven  the  ho 
of  avowing,  with  his  own  &voarite  anthor,  (b 
excuse  the  pun) 


I  can  only  add,  that  if  any  l«dy  or  gentli 
curious  in  such  matters,  will  take  the  tnd 
calling  at  my  lodgings,  245.  Piccadilly,  I 
have  the  honour  of  assuring  them,  impropni 
sand,  that  I  am — his,  or  her. 

Very  obedient 

And  very  hmnble  Serrant, 

THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUW 

Apra  17. 181& 
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LETTER  L 


FROM  MISS  BIDDY  FUDGE  TO  XIS8  DOBOTHT 
OF  CLONKILTY,  IM  IREULND. 

An 

Dear  Doll,  while  the  tails  of  crar  hone 

plaiting. 

The  trunks  tying  on,  and  Papa,  at  the  dot 

Into  very  bad  French  is,  as  usual,  translatin 

His  English  resolve  not  to  give  a  wu  moi 

I  sit  down  to  write  you  a  line  —  only  think 

A  letter  from  France,  with  French  pens  and  I 

ink. 
How  delightful !  though,  would  yon  beUeve 

dear? 
I  have  seen  nothing  yet  very  inmderftil  hei^ 
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tare,  do  sentiment,  fiur  as  we'^e  come, 
rn«fields  and  trees  quite  as  doll  as  at  home ; 
or  the  post-boy,  his  boots  and  his  queue, 
ut  as  well  be  at  Clonkilty  with  you ! 
t  Dessein's,  did  I  take  fh)m  my  trunk 
ae  fellow,  Sterne,  and  fall  reading  **  The 
mk ; " 

d  I  think  of  his  charming  Dead  Ass, 
imber  the  crust  and  the  wallet  —  alas  1 
I  can  be  had  now  for  love  or  for  money, 
g.  Pa  says,  to  that  infidel  Bonet  ;) 
gh  one  little  Neddy  we  saw  in  our  drive 
nieal  Nampont,  the  beast  was  alive ! 

,  though,  at  Calais,  Papa  had  a  touch 
;e  on  the  pier,  which  affected  me  much, 
ht  of  that  spot,  where  our  darling  Dix- 
it 

It  of  his  own  dear  legitimate  f^  > 
out  so  exactly,  and — God  bless  the  mark ! 
,  Dolly,  worthy  so  Grand  a  Monarque)^ 
m*d,  **  Oh,  mon  Roi  I "  and,  with  tear- 
►pping  eye, 
axe  on  the  spot  —  while  some  Jacobin, 

b, 

ut  with  a  shrug,  (what  an  insolent  thing !) 

le  be  right  —  'tis  de  Englishman's  King  ; 

rot  pied  de  cochon  —  begar,  me  vil  say 

it  look  mosh  better,  if  tum'd  toder  way.** 

e  pillar,  too— Lord!  I  had  nearly  forgot — 

larming  idea !  —  rais'd  close  to  the  spot ; 

being  now,  (as  you've  heard,  I  suppose,) 

ombs  over  legs  ^,  and  raise  pillars  to  toes. 

that's  occurr'd  sentimental  as  yet ; 
leed,  some  little  flow'r-nymphs  we've  met, 
rb  one's  romance  with  pecuniary  views, 
low'rs  in  your  path,  and  then  —  bawling 

MOtUi 

picturesque  beggars,  whose  multitudes 

m 

iie  good  days  of  the  ancien  regime, 

ged  and  brisk,  you'll  be  happy  to  learn, 

lin  as  they  were  in  the  time  of  dear 

uRME. 

consists  (in  a  neat  Calais  job) 
ad  myself,  Mr.  Connor  and  Bob. 
mber  how  sheepish  Bob  look'd  at  Kil- 

dy. 

!  he's  quite  alter'd  —  they've  made  him 
^ndy; 


nrmormte  the  landing  of  Lools  le  D6sir£  fh>m 
I  ImpreMioD  of  hit  foot  ii  marked  oat  on  the  pier 


A  thing,  you  know,  whisker'd,  great-coated,  and 

hic'd. 
Like  an  hour-glass,  exceedingly  small  in  the  waist : 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creatures,  unknown  yet  to 

scholars. 
With  heads,  so  immovably  stuck  in  shirt-collars. 
That  seats,  like  our  music-stools,  soon  must  be 

found  them. 
To  twirl,  when  the  creatures  may  wish  to  look 

round  them. 
In  short,  dear,  **  a  Dandy  *'  describes  what  I  mean. 
And  Bob's  far  the  best  of  the  genus  I've  seen : 
An  improving  young  man,  fond  of  learning,  am- 
bitious. 
And  goes  now  to  Paris  to  study  French  dishes. 
Whose  names — think,  how  quick!  he  already 

knows  pat, 
A"  la  braisej  petite  pititj  and  —  what  d'ye  call  that 
They  inflict  on  potatoes  ? —  oh  !  maitre  d'hdtd — 
I  assure  you,  dear  Dollt,  he  knows  them  as  well 
As  if  nothing  else  all  his  life  he  had  eat. 
Though  a  bit  of  them  Bobbt  has  never  touch'd  yet; 
But  just  knows  the  names  of  French  dishes  and 

cooks. 
As  dear  Pa  knows  the  titles  of  authors  and  books. 

As  to  Pa,  what  d'ye  think  ? — ^mind,  it's  all  enire  koim. 
But  you  know,  love,  I  never  keep  secrets  from  you — 
Why,  he's  writing  a  book  —  what !  a  tale  ?  a  ro- 
mance? 
No,  ye  Gods,  would  it  were  !  —  but  his  Travels  in 

France  ; 
At  the  special  desire  (he  let  out  t'other  day) 
Of  bis  great  friend  and  patron,  my  Lord  C-stl-r-gh, 

'Who  said,  "  My  dear  Fudge  " I  forget  the 

exact  words. 
And,  it's  strange,  no  one  ever  remembers  my  Lord's ; 
But  'twas  something  to  say  that,  as  all  must  allow 
A  good  orthodox  work  is  much  wanting  just  now. 
To  expound  to  the  world  the  new — thingummie — 

science, 
Found  out  by  the — what's-its-name — Holy  Al- 
liance, 
And  prove  to  mankind  that  their  rights  are  but  folly. 
Their  freedom  a  joke,  (which  it  is,  you  know, 

Dolly,) 
" There's  none,"  said  his  Lordship,  "if  7  may  be 

judge. 
Half  so  fit  for  this  great  undertaking  as  Fudge  I" 

The  matter's  soon  settled  —  Pa  flies  to  the  Row 
{The  first  stage  your  tourists  now  usually  go). 


at  Calais,  and  a  pillar  with  an  Inscription  raised  opposite  to 
the  spot.  *  Cl-glt  la  Jambe  de,  ftc.  &c 
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ttles  all  for  his  quarto-^advertisements,  pnuses — 
irts  post  from  the  door,  with  his  tablets — French 

phrases  — 
5coTT*s  Visit,"  of  coarse  —  in  short,  ev*ry  thing 

he  has 
3  author  can  want,  except  words  and  ideas  :  — 
id,  lo !  the  first  thing,  in  the  spring  of  the  year, 
PiiFL.  Fudge  at  the  front  of  a  Quarto,  my  dear  I 

It,  bless  me,  my  paper's  near  out,  so  Fd  better 
-aw  fast  to  a  close:  —  this  exceeding  long  letter 
)u  owe  to  a  tlfjeintT  a  la  J'ourchette, 
hich  BoBBT  iroit/J  have,  and  is  hard  at  it  vet. — 
hat's  next  ?  oh,  the  tutor,  the  last  of  the  party, 
>ung  Connor  : — they  say  he*8  so  like  Bonaparte, 
s  nose   and   his   chin  —  which    Papa   rather 

dreads, 
I  the  Bourbons,  you  know,  are  suppressing  all 

heads 
lat  resemble  old  Nap*s,  and  who  knows  bat 

their  honours 
ly  think,  in  their  fright,  of  suppressing  poor 

Connor's  ? 
t  rctte  (as  we  say),  the  young  Iad*8  well  enough, 
ily  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and 

stuff; 
third  cousin  of  ours,  by  the  way — poor  as  Job 
[  Though  of  royal  descent  by  the  side  of  Mamma), 
id  for  charity  made  private  tutor  to  Bob  ;  — 
Entre  nous,  too,  a  Papist — how  liVral  of  Pa  ! 

is  is  all,  dear, — forgive  me  for  breaking  off  thus, 
t  Bod's  dcjeuncr's  done,  and  Papa's  in  a  fuss. 

B.F. 
?.S. 

w  provoking  of  Pa  I  he  will  not  let  me  stop 
t  to  run  in  and  rummage  some  milliner's  shop ; 
d  my  dihut  in  Paris,  I  blush  to  think  on  it, 
St  now,  Doll,  be  made  in  a  hideous  low  bonnet 
t  Paris,  dear  Paris  I  —  oh,  there  will  be  joy, 
d  romance,  and  high  bonnets,  and  Madame  Le 
RoiM 


LETTER  IL 


from  PHD.  FmiB,  ESQ.  TO  THE  IjOKD  TUOC 


k  cetebrated  matatua-maker  In  Pani. 
This  exccllmit  Imitation  of  the  noble  Lord's  style  shows 
deeplj  Mr.  Fudge  must  haye  studied  his  great  original. 
I  oratory,  Indeed,  abounds  with  such  startling  pecu- 
llt's.     Thus  the  eloquent  Counsellor  B  .  in  de- 

ling some  hypocritical  pretender  to  charity,  said,  *"  He 
his  hand  in  his  breeches«pockeC,  like  a  crocodile,  and," 
kc. 


AT  length,  my  Lord,  I  hare  the  hliis 
To  date  to  you  a  line  from  this 
**  Demoralii'd  "  metropolis ; 
^Vhe^e,  by  plebeians  low  and  ■canrj. 
The  throne  was  turned  quite  topay-tarry. 
And  Kingship,  tumbled  from  iti  seat, 
**  Stood  prostrate  "  at  the  people's  feet ; 
Where  (still  to  use  your  Lordahip*i  trapes) 
The  levd  of  obedienee  dopet 
Upward  and  downward,  as  the 
Othffdra  faction  Hdu  ike  beamf* 
Where  the  poor  Pidace  ehangea 

Quicker  than  a  snake  its  akin. 
And  Louis  is  roU'd  oat  on  easfeors. 

While  Bonst's  borne  on  shoulders  m :-' 
But  where,  in  every  change,  no  doobt, 

One  special  good  your  Lordship  trseOk— 

That  'tis  the  Kmga  alone  ton  oat, 

The  if mutov  still  keep  their  piMB. 
4 

How  oft,  dear  Yiseonnt  C  cm; 

IVe  thought  of  thee  npon  the  w^. 

As  in  my  job  (what  place  ooold  be 

More  apt  to  wake  a  thought  of  thee  ?)— 

Or,  oftener  far,  when  gravely  sitting 

Upon  my  dicky,  (as  is  fitting 

For  him  who  writes  a  Toor,  that  he 

May  more  of  men  and  manners  see,) 

IVc  thought  of  thee  and  of  thy  glories, 

Thou  guest  of  Kings,  and  King  of  Torieil 

Reflecting  how  thy  fame  has  grown 

And  spread,  beyond  man*s  nsnal  shsR; 
At  home,  abroad,  till  thou  art  known. 

Like  Migor  Semplb,  every  where  I 
And  marrlling  with  what  powen  of  1mA 
Your  Lordship,  having  speeeh'd  to  deill 
Some  hundreds  of  your  feUow-men, 
Next  speeeh'd  to  Sov*re]gns'  enii— i 
All  Sov'reigns  else  were  doM,  at  lart 
Speeeh'd  down  the  SovWgn'  ofBelflisL 
Oh !  mid  the  praises  and  the  trophki 
Thou  gain'st  from  Morosophs  and  Sofiui; 

»  The  title  of  the  chief  mgliCnto 
his  Lordship  (with  the  **  rtu 
buted  by  Ovid  to  that  ehattctliif  m 
the  pies)  dcliTered  imidrT  loof  sod 
on  his  return  fttun  the  CoMli 
Irish  dinners  that  hii  galtaBt 
the  health  of  **  The  b«t  cavdiy 
Regent  1** 
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the  tribatefl  to  thy  fame, 

't  one  thoa  shonld'st  be  chiefly  pleased  at — 

(land  giyes  her  snuff  thy  name, 

^ Ob's  the  thing  now  snecz'd  at ! 


I,  my  pen  I — a  truce  to  praising — 
^h  eVn  yonr  Lordship  will  allow 
me*8  temptations  are  amazing ; 
me  and  ink  run  short,  and  now, 
!  wouldst  say,  my  guide  and  teacher 
!8e  gay  metaphoric  firinges, 
mbark  into  the  feature 
iich  this  letter  chiefly  lunges ;) —  > 
ky  the  Book  that  is  to  prove — 
1^  (so  help  ye  Sprites  above, 
on  clouds,  as  grave  as  judges, 
g  the  labours  of  the  Fudges  !) 
)Te  that  all  the  world,  at  present, 
tate  extremely  pleasant ; 
rope — thanks  to  royal  swords 
lay'nets,  and  the  Duke  commanding — 
i  peace  which,  like  the  Lord's, 
;h  all  human  understanding : 
ance  prefers  her  go-cart  King 
ch  a  coward  scamp  as  Bonet  ; 
round,  with  each  a  leading-string, 
'  standeth  many  a  Royal  crony,^ 
the  chubby,  tott*ring  thing 
i  fUl,  if  left  there  loney-pcmey ; — 
iglind,  too,  the  more  her  debts, 
re  she  spends,  the  richer  gets ; 
t  the  Irish,  grateful  nation  ! 
mber  when  by  thee  reign*d  over, 
BS  thee  for  their  flagellation, 
ELOISA  did  her  lover ! — ^ 
»land,  left  for  Russia's  lunch 
the  side-board,  snug  reposes  : 
iaxony's  as  pleas'd  as  Punch, 
Norway  **  on  a  bed  of  roses ! " 
I  for  some  few  million  souls, 
{ferr'd  by  contract,  bless  the  clods ! 
rere  strangled — Spaniards,  Poles, 
Frenchmen  —  'twouldn't  make  much  odds, 
tpe's  goodly  Royal  ones, 
on  their  sacred  thrones ; 
DixA2n>  embroiders  gaily,  ^ 
•uiB  eats  his  salmi*,  daily ; 

itim  from  one  of  the  noble  Viscount's  Speeches  — 
w.  Sir,  I  must  embark  into  the  feature  on  which  this 
chieJijr  binges.'* 
er  Letters. 

ttld  be  an  edifjing  thing  to  write  a  history  of  the 
nusements  of  soTereigns,  tracing  them  down  from 
icking  of  Domitian,  the  mole-catching  of  Artabanus, 
mimicking  of  Parmenides,  the  horse-currying  of 
)  tbe  petticoat-embroidering  of  Ferdinand,  and  the 
pUjlog  of  tbe  P— «  R 1 


So  time  is  left  to  Emperor  Sandt 
To  be  half  Caesar  and  half  Dandy ; 

And  G OE  the  R — o — ^t  (who'd  forget 

That  doughtiest  chieftain  of  the  set?) 
Hath  wherewithal  for  trinkets  new. 

For  dragons,  after  Chinese  models. 
And  chambers  where  Duke  Ho  and  Soo, 

Might   come    and   nine    times    knock   their 
noddles! — 
All  this  my  Quarto  '11  prove  —  much  more 
Than  Quarto  ever  prov'd  before : 
In  reas'ning  with  the  Post  I'll  vie, 
My  facts  the  Courier  shall  supply, 
My  jokes  V — ns — ^t,  P—  le  my  sense. 
And  thou,  sweet  Lord,  my  eloquence ! 

My  Journal,  penn'd  by  fits  and  starts. 
On  Biddy's  back  or  Bobby's  shoulder, 

(My  son,  my  Lord,  a  youth  of  parts. 
Who  longs  to  be  a  small  place-holder,) 

Is — though  /say't,  that  shouldn't  say — 

Extremely  good ;  and,  by  the  way. 

One  extract  from  it — only  one  — 

To  show  its  spirit,  and  I've  done. 

"  Jul,  thirty-first—  Went,  after  snack, 
"  To  the  Cathedral  of  St  Denny ; 

**  Sigh'd  o'er  the  Kings  of  ages  back, 
**  And — gave  the  old  Concierge  a  penny. 

"  {Mem. — Must  see  Rheims,  much  fam'd,  'tis  said, 

**  For  making  Kings  and  gingerbread.) 

"  Was  shown  the  tomb  where  lay,  so  stately, 
A  little  Bourbon,  buried  lately, 
Thrice  high  and  puissant,  we  were  told, 

"  Though  only  twenty-four  hours  old  I  * 

"  Hear  this,  thought  I,  ye  Jacobins : 

"  Ye  Burdetts,  tremble  in  your  skins ! 

"  K  Royalty,  but  ag'd  a  day, 

**  Can  boast  such  high  and  puissant  sway, 

"  What  impious  hand  its  pow'r  would  fix, 

"  Full  fledg'd  and  wigg'd^  at  fifty-six ! " 

The  argument's  quite  new,  you  see. 
And  proves  exactly  Q.  E.  D. 
So  now,  with  duty  to  the  R — c — t, 
I  am,  dear  Lord, 

Your  most  obedient, 

P.F. 


Homer,  Od^st.3. 

^  So  described  on  the  coffin:  "  trds-haute  et  puissante 
Princesse,  ag^  d'un  jour." 

*  There  is  a  fulness  and  breadth  in  this  portrait  of  Royalty, 
which  reminds  us  of  what  Pliny  says,  in  speaiiing  of  Trajan's 
great  qualities :  —  "  nonne  longd  taUque  Principcm  osten- 
tant?" 
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mtd  BretettU,  Rue  RivolL 
Neat  lodgings — rather  dear  for  me ; 
Bat  Biddy  said  she  thought  'twould  look 
Genteeler  thus  to  date  my  Book ; 
And  Biddy's  right — besides,  it  curries 
Some  favour  with  our  friends  at  Murray's, 
Who  scorn  what  any  man  can  say, 
That  dates  from  Rue  St-Honore ! 


LETTER  ni. 


FROM  MR.  BOB  FUDGE  TO   RICHARD 


-,  ESQ. 


Oh  Dick !  you  may  talk  of  your  writing  and 

reading, 
Your  Logic  and  Greek,  but  there's  nothing  like 

feeding; 
And  this  is  the  place  for  it,  Dicky,  you  dog. 
Of  all  places  on  earth — the  head-quarters  of  Prog ! 
Talk  of  England — her  iam'd  Magna  Charta,  I 

swear,  is 
A  humbug,  a  flam,  to  the  Cartel  at  old  Vary's  ; 
And  as  for  your  Juries— k^Ao  would  not  set  o'er 

'cm 
A  Jury  of  Tasters',  with  woodcocks  before  'em  ? 
Give  Cartwright  his  Parliaments,  fresh  every 

year; 
But  those  friends  of  short  Commons  would  never 

do  here ; 
And,  let  Rohilly  speak  as  he  will  on  the  question. 
No  Digest  of  Law's  like  the  laws  of  digestion  ! 

By  the  by,  Dick,  /fatten — but  rCimporte  for  that, 
'Tis  the  mode  —  your  legitimates  always  get  fat 
There's  the  R— c — t,  there's  Louis — and  Boney 

tried  too, 
But,    though    somewhat    imperial    in    paunch, 

'twouldn't  do : — 


I  Se«  the  Quarterly  Review  for  May,  IRIG,  where  Mr. 
Ilobhouse  is  accused  of  having  written  his  booli  "  in  a  back 
street  of  the  French  capital." 

9  The  Bill  of  Fare.  —  Vdry,  a  well-known  Restaurateur. 

*  Mr.  Bob  alludes  particularly,  1  presume,  to  the  famous 
Jury  D6gu8tateur,  which  used  to  assemble  at  the  H6tcl  of  M. 
Grimod  de  la  Reynidre,  and  of  which  this  modem  Arches- 
tratos  has  given  an  account  in  his  Almanach  des  Gourmands, 
cinquidmc  ann^,  p.  78. 

*  The  (airy>land  of  cookery  and  gourmandite :  "  Pays,  oil 
le  ciel  ofSn  let  riandes  toutes  cuites,  et  oQ,  comme  on  parle. 
les  aloueites  tombent  toutet  roties.  Du  Latin,  coqudre."— 
Dwkat. 

»  The  process  by  which  the  liver  of  the  unfortunate  goose 
is  enlarged,  in  order  to  produce  that  richest  of  all  dainties, 


He  improy'd,  indeed,  much  in  this  pointy  when 

wed, 
But  he  ne'er  grew  right  royally  fitf  uilAc  head, 

Dick,  Dick,  what  a  place  if  this  PluisI — 

stay — 
As  my  raptures  may  bore  yon,  Fll  jut  akcid 

Day. 
As  we  pass  it,  myself  and  some  oomradcs  Pvei 
All  thorough-bred  GmosHes^  who  know  what 

what 

After  dreaming  some  hoars  of  the  land  cf  C 

caigne,4 
That  Elysium  of  all  that  vAfriimd  and  niee^ 
Where  for  hail  they  have  brni-bauM^  and  claret  i 

rain. 
And  the  skaiters  in  winter  show  off  on  em 

ice; 
Where  so  ready  all  nature  its  cookery  yMdi, 
Macaroni  an  parmetan  grows  in  the  fiddi ; 
Little  birds  fly  about  with  the  tine  pheanst  tai 
And  the  geese  are  all  bom  with  a  liver  oompluil 
I  rise — put  on  neck-doth — stiff,  tii^t,  at  can  be 
For  a  lad  who  goes  into  the  worid,  Ihcs,  like  me 
Should  have  his  neck  tied  up,  yon  know— then 

no  doubt  of  it — 
Almost  as  tight  as  some  bids  who gomAofiL 
With  whiskers  well  oil'd,  and  with  boots  d 

**  hold  up 
**  The  mirror  to  nature"— so  bright  yon  could  i 
Off  the  leather  like  china ;  with  coot,  too^  tl 

draws 
On  the  tailor,  who  suffers,  a  martyr's  applause ! 
With  head  bridled  up,  like  a  foor-in-hai^  leidi 
And  stays — devil's  in  them — too  tight  for 

feeder, 
I  strut  to  the  old  Cafe  Hardy,  which  yet 
Beats  the  field  at  a  d^euner  a  la  foMTchtite, 
There,  Dick,  what  a  breakfast  I  oh,  not  like  yo 

ghost 
Of  a  breakfast  in  England,  your  curst  tea  a 

toast ;  * 


WxefoiegraSt  of  which  such  renowned  ptflf(*  are  made  at  Stn 
bourg  and  Toulouse,  is  thus  described  in  the  Cemn  Gatb 
nomiqye :  —  "  On  d§plume  Testomac  de«  oies ;  od  attv 
ensuite  ce«  animaux  aux  chencts  d*une  cheminfe.  el  on  1 
nourrit  deTant  le  feu.  La  captlvite  et  U  rhaleur  doancnl 
cet  Tolatiles  une  maladie  b^patique,  qui  fkit  genflrr  le 
foie,"  &c.  p.  206. 

*  Is  Mr.  Bob  aware  that  his  contempt  for  le»  mders  hi 
liable  to  a  charge  of  atkeitm  T  Such,  at  least,  is  tke  opM( 
cited  in  Ckri$tiam.  Falstcr,  Jmtmilmt.  PAribf.— "Athea 
Interpretabatur  hominem  ad  habk  The  atrerMun.**  Be  vM 
not,  I  think,  hare  been  so  irreverent  to  tliLs  beverage 
scholars,  if  he  had  read  Prter  Petit"*  Poem  in  praise  of  Ti 
addressed  to  the  learned  Hmet-~or  the  Epigrapbe  vU 
Peckimiu  wrote  for  an  altar  bo  meuot  to  dedkif  tottris  hfl 
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.  ride-board,  yoQ  dog^  where  one's  eye  roves 

about, 
i  Tork's  in  the  Haram,  and  thence  singles  cat 
iiti  of  larks,  just  to  tone  up  the  throat, 
small  limbs  of  chiekens,  done  en  papiHote, 
erudite  cutlets,  drest  all  ways  but  plain, 
ne's  kidneys — imagine,  Dick — done  with 

champagne! 
,some  glasses  of  Beaune^  to  dilute — or,  may- 
hap, 
bertm  >,  which  you  know's  the  pet  tipple  of 

Nap, 
rhieh  Dad,  by  the  by,  that  legitimate  stickler, 
.  scruples  to  taste,  but  Pm  not  so  particular. — 
coffee  comes  next,  by  prescription :  and  then, 

DICK,'S 

offee*s  ne*er-fiuling  and  glorious  appendix, 
oka  had  but  such,  my  old  Grecian,  depend  on*t, 
^alknr  er'n  W — tk — ^ns',  for  sake  of  the  end 

00%) 
It  giaas  oi parfaH-amour,  which  one  sips 
•  if  bottled  yelvet^  tipp'd  over  one*8  lips. 
!epatt  benig  ended,  and  paid  for — (how  odd  I 
I  m  man*a  U8*d  to  paying,  there's  something  so 

qoeer  inH  I) — 
on  now  well  out,  and  the  girls  all  abroad, 
i  the  woiid  enough  air'd  for  us.  Nobs,  to 

ai^ear  in't, 
smge  up  the  Boulevards,  where — oh,  Dick, 

tlie  phyiies, 

om-oots,  we  meet — what  a  nation  of  quizzes ! 
toddles  along  some  old  figure  of  fun, 
a  coat  you  might  date  Anno  Domini  1. ; 
i  hat,  worsted  stockings,  and — noble  old  soul ! 
!  ribbon  and  cross  in  his  best  button-hole ; 
Kh  as  our  Pb        ce,  who  nor  reason  nor  fun 

dreads, 

B,  without  ev'n  a  court-martial,  on  hundreds.^ 
trips  a  griaetU,  with  a  fond,  roguish  eye, 
ET  eatable  things  these  grisettes  by  the  by) ; 
bere  an  old  demoiseUe,  almost  as  fond, 
Ik  that  has  stood  since  the  time  of  the  Fronde. 


B  Anacnootici  of  Peter  Franchu,  In  which  he  calli 

bUovinf  fMMafe  from  one  of  theie  Anacreontica  will, 
10  doobc.  be  gratifying  to  all  true  Theitu. 

Butt,  Btan  n  irmr^i, 
Er  x(f^*^  mv^ei 
Atitt  r»  H*r«f  'HCi|. 
It  fiM  %tmMtMtr9 
2s«fMf  (r  ftufftf4i0V, 
Tp  s«AAi7  wfi9tu€m4 
KmXmh  xHW*^  »m^m. 

ittj  b8  that  tmuUted :  — 


There  goes  a  French  Dandy— ah,  Dick  I  unlike 
some  ones 

We*ve  seen  about  White's — the  Mounseers  are 
but  rum  ones ; 

Such  hats  I — fit  for  monkeys — Fd  back  Mrs.  Dra- 
per 

To  cut  neater  weather-boards  out  of  brown  paper : 

And  coats — how  I  wish,  if  it  wouldn't  distress  'em. 

They'd  club  for  old  Br — mm — l,  from  Calais,  to 
dress  'em  I 

The  collar  sticks  out  from  the  neck  such  a  space. 
That  you'd  swear  'twas  the  plan  of  this  head- 
lopping  nation. 

To  leave  there  behind  them  a  snug  little  place 
For  the  head  to  drop  into,  on  decapitation. 

In  short,  what  with  mountebanks,  counts,  and  fri- 
seurs, 

ScmB  mxmimers  by  trade,  and  the  rest  amateurs — 

What  with  captains  in  new  jockey-boots  and  silk 
breeches. 
Old  dustmen  with  swinging  great  opera-hats. 

And  shoeblacks  reclining  by  statues  in  niches. 
There  never  was  seen  such  a  race  of  Jack 
Sprats ! 

From  the  Boulevards — but  hearken! — yes — as 

Fm  a  sinner. 
The  clock  is  just  strikmg  the  half-hour  to  dinner: 
So  no  more  at  present — short  time  for  adorning — 
My  Day  must  be  finish'd  some  other  fine  morn- 
ing. 
Now,  hey  for  old  Beauvtlliers'*  larder,  my  boy! 
And,  once  there^  if  the  Goddess  of  Beauty  and  Joy 
Were  to  write  "  Come  and  kiss  me,  dear  Bob  ! " 

I'd  not  budge — 
Not  a  step,  Dick,  as  sure  as  my  name  is 

R.  Fudge. 


Yes,  let  Hebe^  erer  young. 

High  in  hcav'n  her  nccUr  hold, 
And  to  Jove's  immortal  ttirong 

Pour  the  tide  in  cups  of  gold  — 
ru  not  envy  heaven's  Princes. 

While,  with  snowy  hands,  for  me, 
Katb  the  china  tea-cup  rinses. 

And  pours  out  her  best  Bohea  I 

'  The  favourite  wine  of  Napoleon. 

'  Velourt  en  bouteille. 

3  It  was  said  by  WIcquefort,  more  than  a  hundred  years 
ago,  *'  I^  Roi  d'Angleterre  fait  seul  plusde  chevaliers  que  tous 
les  autres  Rois  de  la  Chreticnt6  ensemble."  —  What  would  he 
say  now  ? 

*  A  celebrated  restaurateur. 
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LETTER  IV. 


FROM  PHELIM  CONNOR  TO 


M 


Return  !** — no,  never,  while  the  "with'ring  hand 
Of  bigot  power  is  on  that  hapless  land  ; 
While,  for  the  faith  my  fathers  held  to  God, 
£v*n  in  the  fields  where  free  those  fathers  trod, 
I  am  proscriVd,  and — like  the  spot  left  bare 
In  Israel's  halls,  to  tell  the  proud  and  fair 
Amidst  their  mirth,  that  Slav'ry  had  been  there — ' 
On  all  I  love,  home,  parents,  friends,  I  trace 
The  mournful  mark  of  bondage  and  disgrace ! 
No! — let  them  stay,  who  in  their  country's  pangs 
See  nought  but  food  for  factions  and  harangues ; 
Who  yearly  kneel  before  their  masters'  doors, 
And  hawk  their  wrongs,  as  beggars  do  their  sores: 
Still  let  your «     •  •  •  • 

•  •  •  «  • 

Still  hope  and  suffer,  all  who  can ! — but  I, 
Who  durst  not  hope,  and  cannot  bear,  must  fly. 

But  whither? — every  where  the  scourge  pursues — 
Turn  where  he  will,  the  wretched  wand'rer  views, 
In  the  bright,  broken  hopes  of  all  his  race. 
Countless  reflections  of  the*  Oppressor's  face. 
Every  where  gallant  hearts,  and  spirits  true. 
Are  serv'd  up  victims  to  the  vile  and  few ; 
While  E — gl — d,  every  where — the  general  foe 
Of  Truth  and  Freedom,  wheresoe'er  they  glow — 
Is  first,  when  tyrants  strike,  to  aid  the  blow. 

Oh,  E — ^gl  —  d  !  could  such  poor  revenge  atone 
For  wrongs,  that  well  might  claim  the  deadliest  one ; 
Were  it  a  vengeance,  sweet  enough  to  sate 
The  wretch  who  flies  firom  thy  intolerant  hate, 
To  hear  his  curses  on  such  barVrous  sway 
Echoed,  where'er  he  bends  his  cheerless  way ;  — 
Could  this  content  him,  every  lip  he  meets 
Teems  for  his  vengeance  with  such  poisonous 

sweets ; 
Were  this  his  lux'ry,  never  is  thy  name 
Pronounc'd,  but  he  doth  banquet  on  thy  shame ; 
Hears  maledictions  ring  from  every  side 
Upon  that  grasping  power,  that  selfish  pride, 
Which  vaunts  its  own,  and  scorns  all  rights  beside; 
That  low  and  desp'rate  envy,  which  to  blast 
A  neighbour's  blessings,  risks  the  few  thou  hast ;  — 


1  "  They  Qted  to  leare  «  jrard  square  of  the  wall  of  the 
house  unplastered,  on  which  they  wrote,  in  large  letters,  either 
the  fore-mentioned  Terse  of  the  Psalmist  ('  If  1  forget  thee,  O 
Jerusalem,*  &c.)  or  the  words—'  The  memory  of  the  deso- 
laUon.'  '*  —  Lcoqf  Motkma. 

*  I  hare  thought  it  prudent  to  omit  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Fhelim  Connor's  letter.    He  is  eridently  an  intemperate 


That  monster,  Self^  too  grow  to  be  ooiieed*d. 

Which  ever  lurka  behind  thy  proflGer'd  ahieid;— 

That  fiuthless  craft,  which,  in  thy  boor  of  need. 

Can  court  the  sUve,  can  twear  he  shall  be  fnti. 

Yet  basely  spurns  him,  when  thy  point  is  gsia'd, 

Back  to  his  masters,  ready  gagg'd  and  chain'd! 

Worthy  associate  of  that  bond  of  Kings, 

That  rpyal,  rav'ning  flock,  whose  Tampire  wisp 

O'er  sleeping  Europe  treacherously  brood. 

And  fan  her  into  dreams  of  promis'd  good. 

Of  hope,  of  freedom — but  to  drain  ha  blood! 

If  Au8  to  hear  thee  branded  be  m  bliss 

That  Vengeance  loves,  there's  yet  more  sweel  tl« 

this, 

That  'twas  an  Irish  head,  an  Irish  beut. 

Made- thee  the  fiill'n  and  tamish'd  thing  tboa  at; 

That,  as  the  centaur'  gave  the'  infected  vcit 

In  which  he  died,  to  rack  his  conqn'roi's  bifSH, 

We  sent  thee  C  oh; — as  heaps  of  dead 

Have  slain  their  slayers  by  the  pest  they  ipnai. 

So  hath  our  land  breath'd  oot,  thy  &me  to  dia. 

Thy  strength  to  waste,  and  rot  thee,  sool  andlink^ 

Her  worst  infections  all  condens'd  in  him ! 
•  •  •  •  « 

When  will  the  world  shake  off  such  yokes?  oh, 

when 
Will  that  redeeming  day  shine  oat  on  men. 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  free 
As  Heav'n  and  Nature  meant  mankind  shoaUbi! 
When  Reason  shall  no  longer  blindly  bow 
To  the  vile  pagod  things,  that  o'er  her  brow, 
Like  him  of  Jaghemaut,  drive  trampling  now ; 
Nor  Conquest  dare  to  desolate  God's  earth ; 
Nor  drunken  Vict'ry,  with  a  Nbbo's  mirth, 
Strike  her  lewd  harp  amidst  a  people's  groans;— 
But,  built  on  love,  the  world's  exalted  thrones 
Shall  to  the  virtuous  and  the  wise  be  given— 
Those  bright,  those  sole  Legitimates  of  Heaven! 

When  will  this  be  ? — or,  oh  !  is  it,  in  truth. 
But  one  of  those  sweet,  day-break  dreams  of  youth, 
In  which  the  Soul,  as  round  her  morning  epringif 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  sees  such  dazzling  things! 
And  must  the  hope,  as  vain  as  it  is  bright. 
Be  all  resign'd  ? — and  are  they  only  right. 
Who  say  this  world  of  thinking  souls  was  made 
To  be  by  Kings  partition'd,  truck'd,  and  weighed 
In  scales  that,  ever  since  the  world  begun. 
Have  counted  millions  but  as  dust  to  one  ? 


young  man,  and  has  assodated  with  his  ootisin  the  Fndfsf. 
to  Tery  little  purpose. 

3  Membra  eC  Hercttleoa  tottM 

Urit  lues  Nessea.       .... 
lUe,  ille  rictor  Tindtar. 

SBxac  Herod.  OH 
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ey  the  onlj  wise,  who  laugh  to  scom 
ghts,  the  fireedom  to  whic^  man  was  horn  ? 


proud  to  kitt  each  separate  rod  of  powV, 
while  he  reigns,  the  minion  of  the  hoar ; 
ip  each  woold-he  God,  that  o*er  them  moves, 
ike  the  thundering  of  his  brass  for  Joy£*s  ! 
he  wisdom,  then  farewell,  my  books, 
sll,  je  shrines  of  old,  ye  classic  brooks, 

fed  my  sool  with  currents,  pure  and  fur, 
ng  Truth,  that  now  must  stagnate  there ! — 
L  of  themes  that  touch  the  lyre  with  light, 
L  of  Greece,  and  her  immortal  fight 
berty,  which  once  awak'd  my  strings, 
me  the  Grand  Conspiracy  of  Kings, 
igh  Legitimates,  the  Holy  Band, 
lx>lder  eVn  than  He  of  Sparta's  land, 
it  whole  millions,  panting  to  be  free, 

guard  the  pass  of  right-line  tyranny. 
1  of  him,  the'  Athenian  bard,  whose  blade 
cod  the  onset  which  his  pen  portray*d, 
ne    ♦  *      .     *  *  * 

*  «  «  •  4t 

itead  of  Arutides — woe  the  day 

ames  should  mingle ! — welcome  C ^gh ! 


weak  we  o^  at  this  unhallow'd  name,  ^ 
riests  of  old,  when  words  ill-omen*d  came, 
zt  shall  tell  thee,  bitterly  shall  teU, 

htathat         *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

«  *  *  «  * 

hts  that  —  could   patience  bold  —  'twere 

wiser  fiur 

Te  still  hid  and  burning  where  they  are. 


LETTER  V. 

■188  BIDDT  FUDGE  TO   MISS  DOROTHY . 

a  time  since  I  wrote! — I'm  a  sad,  naughty 

girl— 

oughflike  a  tee-totum,  Fm  all  in  a  twirl ; — 

'n  (as  you  wittily  say)  a  tee-totum 

m  all  its  twirls  gives  a  letter  to  note  'em. 

f  late  Lord  C.  of  Ireland  had  a  curious  theory  about 
—  he  held  that  erery  man  with  three  names  was  a 
His  instances  In  Ireland  were  numerous:  —  fix. 
Id  Hamiltoo  Rowan,  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone.  James 
Tandy,  John  Phllpot  Curran,  ftc.  &c  ;  and  in  Eng- 
produced  as  examples  Charles  James  Fox,  Richard 
r  Sheridan,  John  Home  Tooke,  Francis  Burdett 
kc.  ftc. 
lomani  caB^d  a  thief"  homo  trium  Uterannn." 


But,  Lord,  such  a  place  I  and  then,  Dollt,  my 

dresses. 
My  gowns,  so  divine ! — there's  no  language  ex- 
presses. 
Except  just  the  two  words  *'  superbe,"  **  magnifique," 
The  trimmings  of  that  which  I  had  home  last  week ! 
It  is  call'd — I  forget — d  la — something  which 

sounded 
Like  alicampane — but,  in  truth,  Fm  confounded 
And  bother'd,  my  dear,  'twixt  that  troublesome 

boy's 
(Bob's)  cookery  language,  and  Madame  le  Rofs: 
What  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fillets  of  veal. 
Things  garni  with  lace,  and  things  garni  with  eel. 
One's  hair  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papiUote, 
And  a  thousand  more  things  I  shall  ne'er  have  by 

rote, 
I  can  scarce  tell  the  diff'rence,  at  least  as  to  phrase. 
Between  beef  a  la  Paychi  and  curls  ^  la  braiae, — 
But,  in  short,  dear,  I'm  trick'd  out  quite  4  la 

Franyaise, 
With  my  bonnet  —  so  beautiful!  —  high  up  and 

poking. 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  chimnies  from 

smoking. 

Where  ahatt  I  begin  with  the  endless  delights 
Of  this  Eden  of  milliners,  monkies,  and  sights — 
This  dear  busy  place,  where  there's  nothing  trans- 
acting 
But  dressing  and  dinnering,  dancing  and  acting  ? 
Imprimis,  the  Opera — mercy,  my  ears ! 
Brother  Bobby's  remark,  t'other  night,  was  a 
true  one; — 
"  This  must  be  the  music,"  said  he,  "  of  the  spears, 
"  For  I'm  curst  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  run 
through  one ! " 
Pa  says  (and  you  know,  love,  his  Book's  to  make 

out 
'Twas  the  Jacobins  brought  ev'ry  mischief  about) 
That  this  passion  for  roaring  has  come  in  of  late, 
Since  the  rabble  all  tried  for  a  voice  in  the  State. — 
What  a  frightful  idea,  one's  mind  to  o'erwhelm ! 
What  a  chorus,  dear  Dollt,  would  soon  be  let 
loose  of  it. 
If,  when  of  age,  every  man  in  the  realm 
Had  a  voice  like  old  Lais^,  and  chose  to  make 
use  of  it  I 

Tun'  trium  literarum  homo 
Me  vituperas  ?    Fur.' 

Flavtus,  Aulmiar.    Act.  ii.  Scene  4. 

s  The  oldest,  most  celebrated,  and  most  noisy  of  the  singers 
at  the  French  Opera. 


•  DUtMemt  nippowa  thk  word  to  te  a  gbttrnm :  —  that  It,  ht  think* 
■  Pur  "  hM  mads  his  CKspe  from  th*  naigbi  into  the  tut. 


No — never  was  known  in  thii  rioloiu  Ephere 
Such  a  breach  of  tbe peace  ai  thvir  sing^g,  m j  dear. 
So  bod  too,  fon'd  swear  that  the  God  of  bolh  utB, 

Of  MosLc  and  Phjaic.  had  taken  a  frolic 
For  (Mling  a  loud  fit  of  nslbma  in  parts, 

And  oonipoiiiig  a  fine  rumbling  base  to  a  chalic  i 

But,  the  dancing — ali  f  parlcs-moi,  Doixv,  rfe  fa  — 
There,  iruleal,  is  a  treat  that  cliamu  all  bat  I'apu. 
Such  oeantj  — aoch  grace — oh  je  sylphs  of  ro- 

Fly,  6y  to  TrrAHU,  and  uk  her  if  the  bos 
One  ligbl-footed  nyiopb  in  her  train,  that  can  dance 

Like  dinoe  Bigottini  and  aweet  Fanni  Bust 
Futtir  Bus  in  Flora — dear  creature  I — you'd 

When  her  delicnie  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle 

That  her  steps  arc  of  ligbt,  that  herbomc  is  the  air. 
And   »he   onlj  par  coaplaimHcc    touches   the 
ground. 
And  wbeD  Bioottini  id  Psicbe  dishevels 

Her  black  flowiaghnir.andbjdxinons  is  driven, 
Oh  I  who  does  not  envy  ijjoae  mde  little  dovilB, 
That  hold  her  and  bug  her,  and  keep  her  from 
heaven  ? 
Then,  the  mnNie — so  lofllj  its  cadences  die, 
So  divinely — oh,  Dollt  I  between  jou  and  I, 
Ic'it  OS  well  for  my  peace  that  there's  oobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then  — ^ii'i>e  a  tool,  and  can 

judge 
Wbat  a  crisis  'twould  be  for  your  friend  Bcddi 

The  next  place  (which  Bobby  has  near  lo«t  his 

They  call  it  the  Play-house  —  I  think  — of  St. 
Martin  ;  i 
te  charming — and  itry  religions — what  folly 
To  say  that  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolli, 
When  here  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly, 
The  TeslamcDl  tnm'd  into  melo-drames  nightly  i* 
And,  doubilesa,  bo  fond  they're  of  sciiptural  fiicls. 
They  will  soon  get  the  Pentateuch  np  io  five  acts. 

ttic  TbMlie  ic  la  Pons  at.-Mirdti,  which  nu  built 

HI A  re*  diiTi  >'<■''  U>l>  dmuirul  Bn,  wliicb  luled 

HvltluU^oMn  dliplijM  «Aini>.ci])durnl  dTBun.  -'  couleur 
'   -  ai-Otitil"-D»lan-c,Curl<ntitideFarli. 

Tbo  Old  TwBmmil,"  Kiri  Iho  IhBMlrlMl  Critic  In  the 
tia  dv  Fnnce. "  li  A  mlae  of  sfltd  tw  tht  nuDBgen  dT  our 


Here  Datiiel,  in  pantomime ',  tnda  bold  dtKiMt 
To  NcBrcQADMEEZAn  and  all  his  stuff'd  Uoa, 
While  pretty  ynnng  iBraelite*  doocu  roudil  tb 

Prophet, 
Id  very  thin  clothing,  sod  bul  little  of  it ; — 
Here  Beoiuiid  *.  who  ibinee  in  tfau  scriptural  |bA, 

As  the  lovely  Sceahna,  wiihoni  ct'd  a  rilie 
OTdnpery  round  her,  comes  out  of  ihe  tialh 

In  a  manner  that,  Bon  Bay^  a  quite  £i 
But  in  short,  dear,  'twould  take  mo  a  month  Ml 
All  the  exi|uiaite  places  we're  at,  day  and 
And,  besides,  ere  I  finish,  I  think  youlJ  be^ 
Just  to  hear  one  delightful  sdTealurc  tVt  haL 

Lost  night,  at  Ihe  Beanjon>,  a  {d«ce  wbsn— I 

If  iu  charms  lean  paint — there  are  can,  thai  Kl  at 
From  a  lighted  pavilion,  high  up  in  Ihe  sir. 
And  rattle  you  down  Duu yon  haidlj  inn 

These  vehicles,  mind  me,  in  which  jongnihraKt 
This  delightfully  dangerous  journey,  hold  fin. 
Some  cavalier  asks,  with  humility,  whvlbet 
Vou'Q  venture  down  wiA  bim — yousraile— tt 

In  an  icBtonl  yon're  sealed,  and  down  both  ugctki 

CothuDd'ring,as  if  youwentpoutouldwriiicl!' 

Well,  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  Rfflsii'^ 

On  the  looks  and  odd  ways  of  the  giib  who  n- 

batk'd. 
The  impatience  of  some  for  the  perllon*  flight. 
The  forc'd  giggle  of  olheix,  "iwixl  fiatan  «1 

fright,— 
That  there  come  up—imagine,  dewr  Doll,  ilyi* 

A  fine  sallow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-fav'd  mu. 
With  mustochios  that  gave  (what  we  read  of  so  oft) 
The  dear  Corsair  eiprcision,  h*lf  sarige.  Iisif 

soft. 
As  Hyicnas  in  love  may  be  fancied  to  look,  or 
A  something  between  ABE].AnD  and  old  Bincnnl 
Up   he  came,   Dou,  to  me,  and,  uneovYmg  U 

(Rather  bald,  bat  so  warlike  I)in  bad  English nii 


uf  IhU  Uagulu  and  ftnl4M(c  liter  ofi 
It  In  ■  puDpiiM, nolj  irQntv or  u,  bt'f-F.C 
iMIn,  IMcwur  6t  l>  FhuIM  do  Parli."  *<•  *t- 
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• — if  Ifm'mselle  yil  be  so  very 

ilcoone" — though  I  scarce  un- 

le  to  do,  I  said,  thank  him,  I  would. 

d,  though  fiuth,  dear,  I  hardly 

ether 

17  heels  were  the  uppermost  then, 

»T*n  and  earth,  Dollt,  coming 

le  danger,  we  dar*d  it  again. 
x*d  on  the  features  and  air 
^ho  for  me  all  this  peril  defied, 
nost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 
>ung  lovers,  who  thus,  side  by  side, 
itead  of  rope,  pistol,  or  dagger,  a 
lown  the  falls  of  Niagara  1 

trough  the  gardens  ^  we  saunter'd 

irorks,  exclaim*d  **  magnifique  I " 
racker, 

i  all  o'er,  the  dear  man  saw  us  out 
I  wiU  say,  of  a  Prince,  to  our 


-  this  stranger — it  may  be  mere 

think  we  all  think  it  is,  Dolly  ? 
no  less  than  the  great  King  of 

incog.  2 — he,  who  made  such  a 

ondon,  with  Blucher  and  Pla- 

3car  kissing  old  Blucher's  era- 

le  here  to  look  after  his  money, 
gs  now  as  he  us'd  under  Boney,) 
i  our  friend,  for  Bob  saw  him,  he 

)  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 
y  say  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 
n  in  this  sweet  fellow's  face  to  be 

stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is, 

es  a  day   with  young  ladies   in 

deed,  has  declared  that  such  grief 
68  'twould  to  utter  despairing  its 


iched  to  thete  gardens  there  are  to  l>e  (a« 

omu  lu)  "  douse  ndgret.  trds-alertet,  qui 

bbtee  de  leur  peau  aroc  le  teint  de  lis  et  de 

Lea  glacei  et  let  sorbets,  serris  par  une 


Fly  to  the  Beaigon,  and  there  seek  relief 
By  rattling,  as  Bob  says,  **  like  shot  through  a 
holly-bush." 

I  must  now  bid  adien ; — only  think,  Dollt,  think 
If  this  ahtndd  be  the  King — I  have  scarce  slept  a 

wink 
With  imagining  how  it  will  sound  in  the  papers 

And  how  all  the  Missesmy  good  lack  will  grudge. 
When  they  read  that  Count  Rupfin,  to  drive 
away  vapours. 
Has  gone  down  the  Beaijon  with  Miss  Bzddt 
Fudge. 

Noia  Bene, — Papa's  almost  certain  'tis  he — 
For  he  knows  the  Legitimate  cut,  and  could  see. 
In  the  way  he  went  poising  and  manag'd  to  tower 
So  erect  in  the  car,  the  true  Balance  of  Pomer, 


LETTER  VL 

FROM  PHIL.  FUDGE,  ESQ.  TO  HIS  BROTHER  TIM 
FUDGE,  ESQ.  BARRISTER  AT  LAW. 

Yours  of  the  12th  receiv'd  just  now — 
Thanks  for  the  hint,  my  trusty  brother! 

'Tis  truly  pleasing  to  see  how 
We,  Fudges,  stand  by  one  another. 

But  never  fear —  I  know  my  chap. 

And  he  knows  me  too  — verhum  tap. 

My  Lord  and  I  are  kindred  spirits, 

Like  in  our  ways  as  two  young  ferrets ; 

Both  fashion'd,  as  that  supple  race  is. 

To  twist  into  all  sorts  of  places ;  — 

Creatures  lengthy,  lean,  and  hungering. 

Fond  of  blood  and  Aurroio-mongering. 

As  to  my  Book  in  91, 

Call'd  "  Down  with   Kings,  or.  Who'd  have 
thought  it?" 
Bless  you,  the  Book's  long  dead  and  gone, — 

Not  ev'n  the'  Attorney -General  bought  it 
And,  though  some  few  seditious  tricks 
I  play'd  in  95  and  6, 
As  you  remind  me  in  your  letter, 
His  Lordship  likes  me  all  the  better ;  — 
We  proselytes,  that  come  with  news  full. 
Are,  as  he  says,  so  vastly  useful! 

main  bien  noire,  fera  darantage  ressortir  TalbAtre  des  bras 
arrondis  de  celles-cl.**  —  p.  22. 

>  His  Majesty,  who  was  at  Paris  under  the  trarelling  name 
of  Count  Ruppin,  is  known  to  have  gone  down  the  Beai^on 
Tery  frequently. 
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TN'OLDS  and  I — Cyoa  know  Tox  Retsolds — 
>nnks  his  claret,  keeps  his  chaise  — 
srky  the  dog  that  first  unkennels 
Traitors  and  Laddites  now-a-davs ; 
who  can  help  to  bag  a  few. 
ten  S — D        TH  wants  a  death  or  two;) 
TXOLD8  and  I,  and  some  few  more, 
Kll  men,  like  us,  of  injormatum, 
ends,  whom  his  LonUhip  keeps  in  store, 
K»  arm/er-savioun  of  the  nation  —  ^ 
re  form'd  a  Cluh  this  season,  where 
:  Lordship  sometimes  takes  the  chair, 
d  gives  us  many  a  bright  oration 
praise  of  our  sublime  vocation ; 
icing  it  up  to  great  King  Midas, 
10,  though  in  fable  typified  as 
"oyal  Ass,  by  grace  divine 
d  right  of  ears,  most  asinine, 
J  yet  no  more,  in  fact  historical, 
Than  an  exceeding  well-bred  t}Tant; 
d  these,  his  ears,  but  allegorical, 
leaning  Informers,  kept  at  high  rent — ^ 
in*men,  who  touched  the  Treasury  glist'ners, 
:e  us,  for  being  trusty  listeners ; 
d  picking  up  each  tale  and  fhigment, 
*  royal  Midab's  Green  Bag  meant 
ind  wherefore,**  said  this  best  of  Peers, 
hould  not  the  R— <a — t  too  have  ears,^ 
o  reach  as  far,  9s  long  and  wide  as 
'hose  of  his  model,  good  King  .Midas  ?  " 
is  speech  was  thought  extremely  good, 
d  (rare  for  him)  was  understood — 
tant  we  drank  *'  The  R— g — t's  Ears," 
th  three  times  three  illustrious  cheers, 
Vhich  made  tlie  room  resound  like  thunder — 
he  R— G — t's  Ears,  and  may  he  ne'er 
rom  foolish  shame,  like  Miuas,  "wqht 
Old  paltry  wigs  to  keep  them  under  !  *'  * 
;s  touch  at  our  old  friends,  the  Whigs, 
dc  us  as  merry  all  as  grigs, 
ihort  (ril  thank  you  not  to  mention 
These  things  again),  we  get  on  gaily ; 
1,  thanks  to  pension  and  Suspension, 
)ur  little  Club  increases  daily. 

Lord  C/t  tribute  to  the  character  of  hit  friend,  Mr.  Roy. 
s,  will  long  be  remembered  with  equal  credit  to  both, 
rhif  interpretation  of  the  fable  of  Midai's  ears  aeems  the 
:  probable  of  any,  and  i>  thus  stated  in  lloffinann :  — 
Ic  allegorii  slgniflcatum.  Midam,  utpote  tyrannum,  sub> 
ultatoroi  dimitterc  solitum,  per  quos,  quaecunquo  per 
em  reglonem  Tel  fierent,  vcl  dicerentur,  cognosceret, 
mm  nils  utens  aurlum  Tice." 
Brossette,  in  a  note  on  this  line  of  Boileau, 

"  Mtdai,  le  Rol  Bfidai,  a  des  oreilles  d'Ane." 
ua,  that "  M.  Perrault  le  Medecin  Toulot  foire  i  notre 
ur  un  crime  d'etat  de  c«  Ters,  comme  d*une  maligne  allu- 
au  Rol."    I  trust,  howeYer,  that  no  one  will  suspect  the 
in  the  text  of  any  such  indc*^*^'*'  illusion. 


Castles,  and  Oliteb,  and  snch. 
Who  don't  as  yet  foil  salary  toach. 
Nor  keep  their  chaise  and  pair,  nor  bv 
Houses  and  lands,  like  Tox  and  I, 
Of  coarse  don't  rsnk  with  ns,  jo/cvlorf, 
But  merely  serve  the  Clnb  ss  wsiters. 
Like  Knights,  too,  we're  our  eoUar  day 
(For  au,  I  own,  an  awkward  phrase,) 
^^lieii,  in  oar  new  costame  adom'd,  — 

The  R    o t's  boff-and-Uae  conts  twn 

We  have  the  honour  to  give  dinners 

To  the  chief  Rats  in  upper  statioiis  ;< 

Your    W ^Ts,    V— ss,  —  half-fle 

ners, 

Who  shame  us  by  their  imitations ; 
Who  tarn,  'tis  tnie— bat  what  of  thst? 
Give  me  the  oseftal  peaekmg  Rat ; 
Not  things  ss  mute  as  Punch,  when  bm 
^Vhose  wooden  heads  are  all  thcyNe  br 
Who,  fiilse  enough  to  shirk  their  friendi 

But  too  fiunt-hearted  to  betny, 
Are,  after  all  their  twists  snd  bends, 

But  souls  in  Limbo,  dsmn'd  half  wtf. 
No,  no,  we  nobler  Tennin  are 
A  gaiMM  useful  ss  weYe  rare; 
'Midst  all  the  things  miracaloos 

Of  which  yoar  natnnd  historiei  bn^ 
The  rarest  most  be  Rats  like  vs. 

Who  let  the  cat  oMt  o/Ae  bag. 
Yet  still  these  Tyros  in  the  cause 
Deserve,  I  own,  no  small  applanse ; 
And  they're  by  us  receiv'd  and  treated 
With  all  dne  honours — only  sealed 
In  the*  inverse  scale  of  their  rewaid. 
The  merely  promUi'd  next  my  Lord ; 
Small  pensions  then,  and  so  on,  down, 

Rat  after  rat,  they  graduate 
Through  job,  red  ribbon,  and  silk  gown 

To  Chanc'Uorship  and  Marqoisale. 
This  serves  to  nurse  the  ratting  spirit; 
The  less  the  bribe  the  more  the  merit 

Our  music's  good,  yoa  may  be  sore; 
My  Lord,  you  know,  *s  an  amateor'— 

*  It  wu  not  under  wlgi,  but  tians,thitKtaf] 
Toured  to  conceal  these  ^ipendifes : 

Tempera  purpureii  tontat  voUn  tbiki— < 


The  Noble  Glrer  of  the 

usual  cleameM,  coofbunded  Ktng  liWsi, 

p e  R    g    t  together. 

*  Mr.  Fudge  and  hti  Meodi  ought  Is 


.U 

if' 


as  the  man,  who,  miiw  ynus 
Hon.  George  Row  (torn  diuwulag, 
valor  RoMm 

<  This  intimacy  between  the  Bafts  1 
it  should  tie — "  verd  doloe  ""^"^■— n 

7  His  Lordship,  durioff  one  of  Ike 
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(very  part  with  perfect  ease, 
gfa  to  the  Base  by  nature  suited ) 
rm*d  for  all,  as  best  may  please, 
ips  and  bolts,  or  chords  and  keys, 
h>m  his  victims  to  his  glees, 
bas  them  both  well  executed,^ 

' D,  who,  thoagh.no  Rat  himself, 

hts  in  all  such  liberal  arts, 

largely  to  the  House  of  Guelplr, 

raperintends  the  Comi  parts. 

} — BIN— ««,  who'd  he  first  by  choice, 

a  to  take  an  under  voice ; 

I — V — 8  5,  who  well  that  signal  knows, 

BiheVoUigubitos,* 

:,  as  I've  already  hinted, 
kke,  of  late,  prodigiously ; 
mr  Club  is  somewhat  stinted 
TenUemen,  like  Tom  and  me, 
ke  it  kind  if  youll  provide 
^tnreens^  from  t'other  side ; — 
'  those  loyal,  cunning  elves 
often  tell  the  tale  with  laughter); 
'd  to  hide  the  pikes  themselves, 
hang  the  fools  who  found  them  after, 
not  you  could  find  us,  too, 
range  Parsons  that  might  dp ) 
the  rest,  we've  heard  of  one^ 
verend — something — Hamilton, 
iff'd  a  figure  of  himself 
Mous  thought !)  and  had  it  shot  at, 
g  some  Papists  to  the  shelf, 
couldn't  otherwise  be  got  at — 
>ut  join  the'  Association,. 
>te  him  in  by  acclamation. 

w,  my  brother,  guide,  and  friend, 
newbat  tedious  scrawl  must  end. 
e  into  this  long  detail, 
tse  I  saw  your  nerves  were  shaken 
xious  fears  lest  I  should  &il 
s  new,  loyal,  course  I've  taken. 
IS  your  heart  I  you  need  not  doubt — 
DOES,  know  what  we're  about 
nnd,  and  say  if  yon  can  see 
more  thriving  family. 


veer,  took  leitons  three  tines  a  week  rrom  a 
mk-master,  in  gIee->ingiDg. 
pljr  theie  two  propensltiei  of  the  Noble  Lord 
been  gratified  among  that  ancient  people  of 
,  as  Aristotle  tells  us,  used  to  whip  their  slaves 
0  the  sound  of  flutes  I 

ht  Hot.  Gentleman  ought  to  give  up  his  present 
Lord  C^  if  upon  no  other  principle  than  that 
Icatad  in  the  foUowing  arrangement  between  two 
ihioo:— 


There's  Jack,  the  Doctor — night  and  day  - 

Hundreds  of  patients  so  besiege  him, 
Tou'd  swear  that  all  the  rich  and  gay- 

Fell  sick  on  purpose  to  oblige  him. 
And  while  they  think,  the  precious  ninnies, 

He's  counting  o'er  their  pulse  so  steady, 
The  rogue  but  counts  how  many  guineas 

He's  fobb'd,  for  that  day's  work,  already. 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the*  old  maid's  alarm. 

When,  feeling  thus  Miss  Sukey  Flirt,  he 
Said,  as  he  dropp'd  her  shrivell'd  arm, 

**  Danm'd  bad  this  morning — only  thirty !" 

Your  dowagers,  too,  every  one. 

So  gen'rous  are,  when  they  call  him  in. 
That  he  might  now  retire  upon 

The  rheumatisms  of  three  old  women. 
Then,  whatsoe'er  your  ailments  are. 

He  can  so  learnedly  explain  ye  'em — 
Tour  cold,  of  course,  is  a  catarrh. 

Tour  headache  is  a  hemi-cranhtm:  — 
His  skill,  too,  in  young  ladies'  lungs. 

The  grace  with  which,  most  mild  of  men. 
He  begs  them  to  put  out  their  tongues. 

Then  bids  them — put  them  in  again  : 
In  short,  there's  nothing  now  like  Jack  1— 

Take  all  your  doctors  great  and  small. 
Of  present  times  and  ages  back. 

Dear  Doctor  Fudge  is  worth  them  alL 

So  much  for  physic — then,  in  law  too, 

Counsellor  Tim,  to  thee  we  bow ; 
Not  one  of  us  gives  more  eclat  to 

The'  immortal  name  of  Fudge  than  thou. 
Not  to  expatiate  on  the  art 
With  which  you  play'd  the  patriot's  part. 
Till  something  good  and  snug  should  offer ; — 

Like  one,  who,  by  the  way  he  acts 
The'  enlighfning  part  of  candle-snuffer. 

The  manager's  keen  eye  attracts. 
And  is  promoted  thence  by  him 
To  strut  in  robes,  like  thee,  my  Tim  I — 
Who  shall  describe  thy  pow'rs  of  face. 
Thy  welUfee'd  zeal  in  ev'ry  case. 
Or  wrong  or  right — but  ten  times  warmer 
(As  suits  thy  calling)  in  the  former — 


Sajs  Clarinda,  "  though  tears  it  maj  cost. 
It  is  time  we  should  part,  mj  dear  Sue ; 

For  sfour  character's  totally  lost. 
And  /  have  not  sufficient  torheo!  ** 

3  The  rapidity  of  this  Noble  Lord's  transformation,  at  the 
same  instant,  into  a  Lord  of  the  Bed-chamber  and  an  oppo- 
nent of  the  Catholic  Claims,  was  truly  miraculous. 

*  Turn  huUmUy—n.  flrequent  direction  in  music-books. 

*  The  Irish  diminutive  of  SqtUre. 
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Thy  glorioui,  lawyer-like  delight 
In  puzzling  all  that's  clear  and  right, 
Which,  though  conspicnous  in  thy  youth. 

Improves  so  with  a  wig  and  hand  on, 
That  all  thy  pride's  to  waylay  Truth, 

And  leave  her  not  a  leg  to  stand  on. 
Thy  patent,  prime,  morality, — 

Thy  cases,  cited  from  the  Bihle — 
Thy  candour,  when  it  falls  to  thee 

To  help  in  trouncing  for  a  libel ; — 
«  God  knows,  I,  from  my  soul,  profess 

**  To  hate  all  bigots  and  benighters  1 
**  God  knows,  I  love,  to  ev'n  excess, 
**  The  sacred  Freedom  of  the  Press, 

"  My  only  aim's  to — crush  the  writers." 
These  are  the  virtues,  Tim,  that  draw 

The  briefii  into  thy  bag  so  fast ; 
And  these,  oh  Tuf — if  Law  be  Law — 

Will  raise  thee  to  the  Bench  at  last 

I  blush  to  see  this  letter's  length — 

But  'twas  my  wish  to  prove  to  thee 
How  full  of  hope,  and  wealth,  and  strength. 

Are  all  our  precious  family. 
And,  should  affairs  go  on  as  pleasant 
As,  thank  the  Fates,  they  do  at  present — 
Should  we  but  still  enjoy  the  sway 

Of  8— DM — H  and  of  C oh, 

I  hope,  ere  long,  to  see  the  day 

When  England's  wisest  statesmen,  judges. 

Lawyers,  peers,  will  all  be — Fudges  ! 

Good-by — my  paper's  out  so  nearly, 

I've  only  room  for  Yours  sincerely. 


LETTER  VIL 


FBOM   PHELTM  CONNOR  TO 


Before  we  sketch  the  Present — let  us  cast 
A  few,  short,  rapid  glances  to  the  Past 

When  he,  who  had  defied  all  Europe*s  strength. 

Beneath  his  own  weak  rashness  sunk  at  length ; — 

When,  loosed,  as  if  by  magic,  from  a  chain 

That  seem'd  like  Fate's,  the  world  was  free  again. 

And  Europe  saw,  rejoicing  in  the  sight. 

The  cause  of  Kings,  for  once,  the  cause  of  Right ; — 

1  "  WhiUt  the  Congrea  wa*  re-constructing  Europe —not 
according  to  righta,  natorml  afflancet,  language,  habits,  or  laws ; 
but  by  tables  of  finance,  which  divided  and  subdivided  her 
population  into  wtilt,  drm^-sottlv,  and  erenjiraciions,  according 


Then  was,  indeed,  an  hoar  of  joj  to  tbote 
Who  sigh'd  for  jostiee — liberty — repoae, 
And  hop'd  the  fidl  of  one  great  valtare's  nest 
Would  ring  its  warning  round,  and  scare  the  i 
All  then  was  bright  with  promise ; — Kings  be, 
To  own  a  sympathy  with  soff 'ring  Man, 
And  Man  was  grateful ;  Patriots  of  the  Soolh 
Ganght  wisdom  from  a  Cossack  Emperor's  ma 
And  heard,  like  accents  thaw'd  in  Northern  si 
Unwonted  words  of  freedom  burst  forth  therei 

Who  did  not  hope,  in  that  triam|diant  time^ 
When  monarchs,  after  years  of  spoil  wad  criac 
Met  round  the  shrine  of  Peace,  and  Hesv'B  ko 

on, — 
Who  did  not  hope  the  lust  of  spoil  wu  goiiei 
That  that  rapacious  spirit,  which  had  play'd 
The  game  of  Pilnits  o'er  so  oft,  was  laid ; 
And  Europe's  Rulers,  conscious  of  the  past, 
Would  blush,  and  deviate  into  right  at  Isit? 
But  no — the  hearts,  that  nurs'd  a  hope  so  fiufi 
Had  yet  to  learn  what  men  on  thrones  esn  dtfi 
Had  yet  to  know,  of  all  earth's  rav'ning  thisgi^ 
The  only  quite  untameable  are  Kings! 
Scarce  had  they  met  when,  to  its  nature  trae, 
The  instinct  of  their  race  broke  oat  anew; 
Promises,  treaties,  charters,  all  were  vain. 
And  '*  Rapine  I  rapine ! "  was  the  cry  agaio. 
How  quick  they  carv'd  their  victims,  and  how  i 
Let  Saxony,  let  injur'd  Genoa  tell ; — 
Let  all  the  human  stock  that,  day  by  day. 
Was,  at  that  Royal  slave-mart,  truck'd  away,- 
The  million  souls  that,  in  the  tELce  of  heaven, 
Were  split  to  fractions  >,  barter'd,  sold,  or  giti 
To  swell  some  despot  Power,  too  huge  before, 
And  weigh  down  Europe  with  one  Mammoth  n 
How  safe  the  faith  of  ELings  let  France  decide 
Her  charter  broken,  ere  its  ink  had  dried ; — 
Her  Press  enthrall'd — her  Reason  mock*d  ag 
With  all  the  monkery  it  had  spum'd  in  vain ; 
Her  crown  disgrac'd  by  one,  who  dar'd  to  ow 
He  thank'd  not  France  but  Elngland  for  his  tbr 
Her  triumphs  cast  into  the  shade  by  those, 
Who  had  grown  old  among  her  bitterest  foes, 
And  now  retum'd,  beneath  her  conqu'rors'  shit 
Unblushing  slaves !  to  claim  her  heroes'  field 
To  tread  down  ev'ry  trophy  of  her  &me. 
And  curse  that  glory  which  to  them  was  sbam 
Let  these — let  all  the  damning  deeds,  that  th 
Were  dar'd  through  Europe,  cry  aloud  to  mei 
With  voice  like  that  of  crashing  ice  that  ring 
Round  Alpine  huts,  the  perfidy  of  Slings ; 

to  a  scale  of  the  direct  duties  or  taxes  which  could  be  ! 
by  the  acquiring  state,"  ke — Skaek  t^  ike  iAWa»] 
PoUtieal  Power  qf  Russia,  The  worda  on  the  pmoe 
dmes,  demi'dmest  &c 
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U  the  world,  when  hawks  shall  hannless  bear 
rinking  dove,  when  wolves  shall  learn  to  spare 
tlplen  Tictim  for  whose  blood  they  lusted, 
and  then  only,  monarchs  may  be  trusted. 

1  not  last — these  horrors  couid  not  last — 
woold  herself  have  ris'n,  in  might,  to  cast 
isolters  off — and  oh  I  that  then,  as  now, 
I  to  some  distant  islet's  rocky  brow, 
BOH  ne'er  had  come  to  force,  to  blight, 
If  matured,  a  cause  so  proudly  bright ; — 
ly  patriot  arts  with  doubt  and  shame, 
rite  on  Freedom's  flag  a  despot's  name ;  — 
h  into  the  lists,  nnask'd,  alone, 
ake  the  stake  of  all  the  game  of  one! 
ronld  the  world  have  seen  again  what  pow'r 
lie  can  put  forth  in  Freedom's  hour ; 
irould  the  fire  of  France  once  more  have 
blaz'd;— 

ery  sin^e  sword,  reluctant  rais'd 
stale  cause  of  an  oppressive  throne, 
m  woold  then  have  leap'd  forth  in  her  own ; 
rver,  never  had  the'  unholy  stain 
irbon  feet  disgrac'd  her  shores  again. 

e  decreed  not  so — the*  Imperial  Bird, 
a  his  neighbouring  cage,  unfear'd,  unstirr'd, 
em*d  to  sleep  with  head  beneath  his  wing, 
tch'd  the  moment  for  a  daring  spring ; — 
light  he  watch,  when  deeds  were  done,  that 
made 

n  transgressions  whiten  in  their  shade ; 
light  he  hope  a  world,  thus  trampled  o'er 
nsy  tyrants,  would  be  his  once  more:  — 
rom  his  cage  the  eagle  burst  to  light, 
teeple  on  to  steeple  ^  wing'd  his  flight, 
aim  and  easy  grandeur,  to  that  throne 
f  bich  a  Royal  craven  just  had  flown ; 
sting  there,  as  in  his  serie,  furl'd 
irings,  whose  very  rustling  shook  the  world ! 

ras  your  fury  then,  ye  crown'd  array, 
feast  of  spoil,  whose  plundVing  holiday 
us  broke  up,  in  all  its  greedy  mirth, 
bold  chieftain's  stamp  on  Gallic  earth! 
was  the  cry,  and  fulminant  the  ban, — 
winate,  who  will — enchain,  who  can, 
rile,  the  faithless,  outlaw'd,  low-bom  man  I " 
less!" — and  this  from  you — from  you^  for- 
sooth, 
IS  Kings,  pure  paragons  of  truth, 

lifle  Tolera  de  docher  en  clocher,  jiuqu*aux  tours 
-Dame." — Napoleon'B  Proclamation  on  landing  from 

nUs  azmls  in  quodam  Atticae  fonte  lota  rirginitat«m 
ftngitor. 


Whose  honesty  all  knew,  for  all  had  tried ; 
Whose  true  Swiss  zeal  had  serv'd  on  every  side ; 
Whose  fame  for  breaking  £uth  so  long  was  known. 
Well  might  ye  claim  the  craft  as  all  your  own. 
And  lash  your  lordly  tails,  and  fhme  to  see 
Such  low-bom  apes  of  Royal  perfidy  I 
Tes — yes — to  you  alone  did  it  belong 
To  sin  for  ever,  and  yet  ne'er  do  wrong. — 
The  frauds,  the  lies  of  Lords  legitimate 
Are  but  fine  policy,  deep  strokes  of  state ; 
But  let  some  upstart  dare  to  soar  so  high 
In  Kingly  craft,  and  **  outlaw"  is  the  cry  I 
What,  though  long  years  of  mutual  treachery 
Had  peopled  ftiU  your  diplomatic  shelves 
With  ghosts  of  treaties,  murder'd  'mong  your- 
selves; 
Though  each  by  turns  was  knave  and  dupe  — 

what  then  ? 
A  Holy  League  would  set  all  straight  again ; 
Like  Juno's  virtue,  which  a  dip  or  two 
In  some  bless'd  fountain  made  as  good  as  new  I  > 
Most  faithful  Russia  —  £uthful  to  whoe'er 
Could  plunder  best,  and  give  him  amplest  share ; 
Who,  ev'n  when  vanquish'd,  sure  to  gain  his  ends. 
For  want  of  foes  to  rob,  made  free  yrith  friends,  > 
And,  deepening  still  by  amiable  gradations. 
When  foes  were  stript  of  all,  then  fleec'd  relations !  * 
Most  mild  and  saintly  Prussia — steep'd  to  the'  ears 
In  persecuted  Poland's  blood  and  tears. 
And  now,  with  all  her  harpy  wings  outspread 
O'er  sever'd  Saxony's  devoted  head  I 
Pure  Austria  too — whose  hist'ry  nought  repeats 
But  broken  leagues  and  subsidiz'd  defeats ; 
Whose  faith,  as  Prince,  extinguish'd  Venice  shows. 
Whose  faith,  as  man,  a  widow'd  daughter  knows  1 
And  thou,  oh  England  —  who,  though  once  as 

shy 
As  cloister'd  maids,  of  shame  or  perfidy, 
Art  now  broke  tn,  and,  thanks  to  C  oh. 

In  all  that's  worst  and  falsest  lead'st  the  way  I 

Such  was  the  pure  divan,  whose  pens  and  wits 
The'  escape  from  Elba  frighten'd  into  fits  ;  — 
Such  were  the  saints,  who  doom'd  Napoleon's 

life. 
In  virtuous  frenzy  to  the'  assassin's  knife. 
Disgusting  crew  1  —  who  would  not  gladly  fly 
To  open,  downright,  bold-fac'd  tyranny. 
To  honest  guilt,  that  dares  do  all  but  lie. 
From  the  false,  juggling  craft  of  men  like  these. 
Their  canting  crimes  and  vamish'd  villanies  ;  — 

s  At  the  peace  of  TiUit,  where  he  abandoned  his  allf, 
FruMia,  to  France,  and  receired  a  portion  of  her  territory. 
4  The  teixure  of  Finland  trom  his  relatiTe  of  Sweden. 
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Prom  whoBc  sfieclion  men  ihonld  shrink  m  loalh 
As  from  their  hnte,  for  thej'll  be  Becc'd  hj  both  ; 
Who,  ev^  while  ploDd'ring.  forge  Religion's  name 
To  frank  thi^ir  spoil,  and,  without  fesr  or  sluime, 

I  down  the  Hoi;  Trinity  i  to  bless 
P&rtiCion  lesgaei,  sad  dl^eds  of  devitiBhacsa  1 
Bat  hold — enoDgh — soon  wonld  thii  swell  of  rage 
O'erfloff  tho  boundaries  of  my  scum  j  page  ;  — 
So,  here  I  pause  —  &revell  —  another  day, 
Keluru  we  to  those  Lords  of  praj'r  and  prey, 
^Vhose  loathsome  cast,  w  hoar  fronds  by  right  divine, 
Delcne  a  l»sh  —  oh  t  weightier  far  than  mine  I 


LETTER  VIIL 


Drab  Dice,  while  old  Donaldson's' mending  my 
stays,  —  [days. 

Which  lAnRD  would  go  smash  with  mc  one  of  these 
And, at  yesterday's  dinner,  wben,  full  to  the  throttle. 
We  lads  bad  begun  our  desert  with  a  bottle 
Of  Deal  old  CoHStaotia,  on  my  leaning  bsek 

.0  order  another,  by  Jove  I  went  crack  1  — 
Or.  as  honeat  Tom  said,  in  his  nautical  phmse, 
"  D — □  my  eyes,  Bon,  in  doubting  die  Cape  you'Te 
™m'J.tays.-i 

They're  now  at  the  Schneider's  ■ 

about  them. 
Here  goes  for  a  letter,  poji-baate,  neck  and  ci 


without 


itiw] 


Flop? 


Oh,  I  know — attheBouley»rda,aBmotley  aroad 
:t  would  wiih  a  day's  lounging  upon  ; 
With  iu  cafes  and  gardens,  hotels  and  pagodas, 

Its  foanis,  and  old  Counts  sipping  beer  in  the  sun : 
With  its  bouses  of  all  architectnres  yon  please. 
From  the  Grecian  and  Gothic,  DtCK,  down  by 

To  the  pure  Hottentot,  or  the  Brighton  Chinese  ; 

ThDuiuilpmnbleo(theH-aa|)Uoiucoir|iicli.  I»tli<^ 
ne  iiilril.  CwlwrtM.iftn-lhB  dmitnil  Buincre  ot  Wmhw. 
Ured  «  Kplmin  ■■  Ulintlgl'lni  to  "iwl  1°    "    "       ' 


Where  in  temples  antujue  you  may  brcakfiA  or  | 

Lunch  at  a  mosque,  and  lee  Punch  Ironi  aminini 
Then,  Dick,  the  mixture  of  boniiels  and  bov'n,    i 
Of  foliage  and  fiipp'rj.yiorrM  and  flow'rs. 
Green -grocers,  green  gardens — one  bjinlly  kiun 

whether  | 

'Tis  country  or  tAwn,  Ibey  're  sn  niess'd  np  tnt^tllxrl 
And  there,  if  one  loves  the  romantic  one  >e«  I 
Jew  clothes-men>  like  shepherds,  redin'd  uitf  i 

trees; 
Or  Quidnuncs,  on  Sunday,  just  frnb  tma  Ik 

barber's. 
Enjoying  their  newsftndjnueiffes  in  those  ardniin:  i 
^^'hilegaily  their  wigs,  like  the  tendrils,  arc  cuiliit  ' 
And  founts  of  red  cniTaDt-jnice  *  round  ibm  in 

purling. 

Here,  Dick,  arm  in  arm  as  we  chattering  d: 
And  receive  a  few  civil  ■■  God-dems  *  by  the  «l 
For,  'tis  odd,  these  mounseers,  —  thongb  4 

wasted  our  wealth 
And  onr  strength,  till  we've  thrown  n 

into  a  phthisic. 
To  cmm  down  tbeir  throats  an  old  Kii^  to 

health. 
As  we  whip  little  children  to  nuke  tlinalikt 

physic  1  — 

Yet,  spite  of  our  good-natur'd  money  anddanjbn. 

They  hale  us  as  Beeliebub  hales  holy-wattr' 

~  Dick,  bi  long  as  ik; 


ing  imj, 
ftbeiwji— I 


lo  the  dence  c 


nourish  uj 

Neatly  as  now,  and  good  cookery  flourishes- 
Long  as,  by  bay'nets  protected,  wc,  Nanio. 
May  have  onr  Ikll  fling  at  their  xalaiH  and  pii 
And,  truly,  1  always  declor'd  'twould  be  pity 
To  bum  lo  the  ground  such  a  choice -feeding  rity. 
Had  Dad  but  his  way.  he'd  have  long  ago  bkn 
The  whole  batch  to  old  Nick- 

If  for  no  other  cause  than  their  cnrst  monkey  Mt, 
Well  deserve  a  blow-up  —  but  then,  dama  il. 

Cooks  1 
As  to  Marshals,  and  Statesmen,  and  all  their ' 

For  nngbi  that  /  care,  yon  ma;  knock  Iben  o 
spinoge; 
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beirCooki  —  whataloui 

be  world  would  their  art  lesTC 

ICT  tj^W  —  their    intense    sala- 

ir  pots,  that  csd  •oft«a  old  ganders, 
ver  —  their  miractei  o'er, 
Perp/luiHe  '  bubbling  no  morel 
Nye  Holy  AlUoil 
je  fancy— lake  itatues,  take 

leave  them,  theirPerigueni  pie», 
gooK-Uvera,  and  high  pickled 

wn,  are  the  evils  they're  brought 

y's  here  on  her  Tely  last  leg», 
loving  the  land  that  haa  taught  ui 
,eigh(y-five  ways  (odresaeggsf ' 

:pile  of  Iheircriet  of  "God-dam,' 
'  et  cict'ra —  how  gen'rous  I  am 
■n,  once  again,  to  my  "  Day," 
I  all  night  to  get  through  in  thii 


rdaw 


T  throDgh  many  a 


AThile  St  Dents  hangs  oat  o'er  aome  hatter  of 

And  possessing,  good  bishop,  no  headofhiaown,) 
Takes  an  int'restin  Dandies,  who've  got  —  next  to 

Then  we  stare  into  shops  — read  the  evening's  af- 

Jichei-. 
Or,  if  some,  who're  I.othanaa  in  feeding,  shonld 

wish 
Just  to  flirt  with  a  lanebeon,  (a  deriliah  had  trick, 
As  il  takes  off  the  bloom  of  one's  appt-tite,  Dick,) 
To  the  Paisage  da — what  d'ye  call't — da  Paim- 

We  (jnickcn  oar  pace,  and  there  heartily  cram  as 
Seducing  young  palft,  as  ever  could  cozen 
out  of  ooe's  appetite,  down  by  the  dolen. 
var^',  of  course— jiefifjT  pdlfs  do  one  day, 
next  we've  our  lunch  with  the  GautVier  Ilol- 

That  popnlar  artist,  who  brings  out,  like  Sc— TT, 
His  delightftil  productions  so  qaick.  hot  and  hot ; 
Not  the  woTTC  for  the  eiquiaite  comment  that  fol- 
ic aaTesquitio,  which — Lord,  how  one  swal- 


fthe  Times  In  political  fops, 
much  fun  in  the  Signs  of  the 


tgooei 


hoals,  and  of  (lods  a  great  many, 
most  on  hard  duly  uf  any  :  — 
i  all  temptations  to  Bpum, 
>ccr-shop.  and  tempts  in  his  turn; 
fEcU<  sits  hemming  and  frilling 


Once  more,  then,  we  saontertbrth  after  oar  snack,  or 

SnbECribe  a  lew  francs  for  the  price  of  a /iacra, 
And  drive  for  away  to  the  old  Monlognei  Russes, 
Where  we  find  a  few  twirls  in  the  car  of  mach  ui 
To  rcgen'rate  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  us  sinner 
Mlio've  laps'd  into  snacks — the  perdition  of  dinner 
And  here.  Dick  —  in  answer  to  one  of  your  (|iierles. 
About  which  we.  Gourmands,  have  had  m 

Pve  tried  all  these  mountains,  Swiss,  French,  and 

Ruggieri's, 

And  think,  for  digeilion ".  there's  none  like  the 

Russian ; 
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lal  the  niirtion — lo  gvntle.  though  fleet — 
1  short,  such  a  light  aud  salubrious  scamper  is, ' 
ake  whom  you  please — take  old  L — s  D — x- 

n— T,  ' 

.  stuff  him — ay,  up  to  the  neck  —  with  stew'd 

lampiv}*,  > 
oUsiinu'  these  Mounts,  such  a  nUvent  l\e 

found  them,  | 

et  me  hut  rattle  the  Monarch  well  down  them, 
enil.  In«Iigi>stion.  would  fly  far  away, 
le  n.>gicide  lampreys  "^  be  foiPd  of  their  prey  I 

Dick,  are  the  classical  sports  that  content  us, 
ive  o'clock   brings  on   that  hour  so   mo- 

mentiHis,  ^ 
.jHX»h but  woa  I  my  lad — here  comes  the 

Schneider, 
rurstf  him,  has  made  the  stays  three  inches 

wider  — 

ide  by  an  inch  and  a  half — what  a  Guy ! 

o  matter— 'twill  all  be  set  right  by-and-by. 

've  M  AssiNin-'s  ^  eloquent  carte  to  eat  still  up. 

.'h  antl  a  half's  but  a  trifle  to  fill  up. 

lot  to  lose  tinu*.  Dim— here  goes  for  the  task; 

vir,  mv  old  N>v— of  the  Gods  1  but  a^k, 

my  life,  like  "  the  Leap  of  the  German  *," 

may  U', 
lit  a  hi  table,  de  b  table  au  lit  1  *' 

R.  F. 


LETTER  IX. 

PHIL.  iriH;K.  KSQ.  TO  THE   LORD  VISCOUNT 
C — ST Oil. 

.ml.  the'  Instructions,  brought  to-day. 
ill  in  all  my  best  t>bi»y.*' 
lA>rdship  talks  and  writes  so  sensibly! 
-  whais*H''iT  wmie  wags  may  say  — 
lot  at  all  inci>mprehensibly. 

j>h  to  inJiitrrtlblo,  thai  a  Ulf  noTPlUt,  mt  the  end  of 
I.  onild  imairinf  nomon*  •ummmry  rood.-  of  getting  rid 
» hertH-.  aiul  heroiiiei  than  by  a  hoarty  fupper  of  ttewed 

Ty  killed  Henry  I.  of  England :-"  a  food  (says 
«raToly.)  which  alway.  agreed  better  with  hi*  p$lt»: 
» t\»n»iilutlon."  _         .. 

.r.7.,  indeed,  .eem  to  hare  been  alwayi  a  fiwrourlte 
ih  kln« -whether  flrom  lorae  congeniality  between 

,dtht  6.h.  I  know  not :  but  ^-^-^-j-'if!  "*?;;; 
4ttened  hi.  lamprey,  with  human  blood.    S^J^"**  "[ 

.«  particularly  fond  of  them.  -  See  the  -n^cdot*.  o 
.  .\quina,  eaiing  up  hi.  ms^Je.tyi  lamprey.  Id  a  note 
rfMjw.  liv.  ili.  chap.  S.  

ichanabuiMaBOP^  •»»  i -m  to- 

ts Indeed,  far  r'  »a,    larnm- 


I  feel  the*  inquiries  in  joar  letter 

About  mj  heilth  and  French  most  flstteriag; 
Thank  ye,  my  French,  though  somewhat  better. 

Is,  on  the  whole,  bat  weak  and  smattering :— 
Nothing,  of  coarse,  that  can  compare 
With  his  who  made  the  Congress  stare 
(  A  certain  Lord  we  need  not  name). 

Who  ey*n  in  French,  would  have  lus  trope, 
And  talk  of  **  bdtir  an  sjsteme 

"*  Sur  Viquilibre  de  TEorope !  ** 
Sweet  metaphor !  —  and  then  the*  Epistle, 
AMiich  bid  the  Saxon  King  go  whistle, — 
That  tender  letter  to  **  Mon  Prince,**' 
Which  show'd  alike  thy  French  and  sense;— 
Oh  no,  my  Lord — there's  none  can  do 
C>r  say  vn-EngtUk  things  like  you ; 
And,  if  the  schemes  that  fill  thy  breast 

Could  hut  a  yent  congenial  seek. 
And  use  the  tongue  that  suits  them  best, 

Wliat  charming  Turkish  wooUst  thoa  ^esk! 
But  as  for  tne,  a  Frenchless  grub. 

At  Congress  nerer  bom  to  stammer. 
Nor  learn  like  thee,  my  Lord,  to  snab 

Fairn  Monarchs,  outof  CBAKBAUDli  giaiuiHP- 
Bless  you,  you  do  not,  ceamoi  know 
How  far  a  little  French  will  go  s 
For  all  one's  stock,  one  need  but  draw  I 

On  some  half-dosen  words  like  these—  j 

Cbmmcfa — par-la — laSas^'akkat  i 

They'll  take  yon  all  throogh  France  with  tm  ' 


Your  Ix>rdship*B  praises  of  the  scraps 

I  sent  you  from  my  Journal  lately, 
(Enveloping  a  few  lac*d  caps 

For  I^y  C.)  delight  me  greatly. 
Her  flattVing  speech — *«  what  pretty  thiop 

*'  One  finds  in  Mr.  Fudge's  pages!" 
Is  praise  which  (as  some  poet  sings) 

Would  pay  one  for  the  toils  of  sges. 

Thus  flatter*d,  I  presimie  to  send 
A  few  more  extracts  by  a  friend  { 


debted  to  a  friend  In  the  DuMla  PulmJif,— i 
formerly  lay  In  the  mmgie  line  i  bat,  ta 
ProTott's  enlightened  aUrai  at  aueh  rtndiat,  ha  tm  < 
the  authort,  "d^  re  abmrH"  Inrtcad;  «d  ha  U 
Remighu,  Agrippa  and  hb  llttte  dog  PltUm,  ftr 
Xoitna,  and  that  moat  loaraedasid  lafaaryjMriur 
4  A  fiimoas  Beatauratmir— now  Dvfot/L 
»  An  old  French  layinf;— *•  Filra  le  mA  *  Ti 
du  lit  i  U  table  et  dc  U  table  mi  Ht.*' 
•  The  celebrated  letter  to  PrlDOO 
howerer,  I  believe,  origfauOly  In  Bii«Uih.)  lB«ll*^1 
•hip,  profettlng  to  see  "  no  noral  or  |iulllfcsl 
the  dlnnemberraeat  of  Suooj,  danoaaeii  tt 
King  aa  '*  not  only  the  moit  devolai,  tal  ths  i 
of  Bonaparte's  Tatttlt.*' 
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lid  hope  they'll  be  no  less 

•f  than  mj  last  MS. — 

r  ones,  I  fear,  were  creas'd, 

T  round  the  caps  would  pin  them  t 

rill  come  to  hand,  at  least 

led,  for  there's  nothing  in  them. 


roM  Mr.  Fudge's  Journal,  addressed  to 
Lord  C. 

Aug.  10. 

e  Mad-hoose — saw  the  man,  * 

iks,  poor  wretch,  that,  while  the  Fiend 

here  fUll  riot  ran, 
the  rest,  was  goillotin'd  ; — 
ben,  under  Bonet's  reign, 

discreet,  thoagh  quite  as  strong  one,) 

were  all  restor*d  again, 

le  scramble,  got  a  wrong  one. 

y,  he  still  cries  out 

Jige  head  fits  him  most  unpleasantly  ; 

B  runs,  poor  devil,  about, 

or  his  own  incessantly ! 

is  case  a  tear  I  dropt, 
iter'd  home,  thought  I — ye  Gods  ! 
heads  might  thus  be  swopp'd, 
!r  all,  not  make  much  odds  I 
e,  there's  V — s — tt— t*8  head — 
vm  ^'*  it  may  well  be  said) 
curious  chance  it  came 
on  Bux.  SoAMEs's^  shoulders, 
would  turn  out  much  the  same 
^spectable  cash-holders : 
\  while,  in  its  new  socket, 
L  was  planning  schemes  to  win 
ray  into  one's  pocket. 
Is  would  plunge  directly  in. 

'unt  S — DM — H,  too,  instead 
grave,  respected  head, 
*  (for  aught  I  see  that  bars) 

'  WiLHELMINA  FrUMP's  — 

e  hand  signed  Circulars, 

I  might  lisp  out,  "  What  is  trumps  ?" — 

-T*s  brains  could  we  transfer 

bust  man-milliner, 

Bordlnary  madman  Is,  I  believe,  in  the  B{c6Cre. 
exactly  a«  Mr.  Fudge  states  it,  that,  when  the 
who  had  been  guillotined  were  restored,  he  bjr 
>me  other  person's  instead  of  his  own. 

capitis.  —  HORAT. 

:ed  pickpocket. 

change,  if  1  recollect  right,  is  the  substitution 

M.    This  war  upon  the  bees  is,  of  course,  uni- 

ium  misire  aptbus,"  like  the  angry  nymphs  in 

may  not  mtw  swarms  arise  out  of  the  victims 

jtt'f 


The  shop,  the  shears,  the  lace,  and  ribbon 
Would  go,  I  doubt  not,  quite  as  glib  on ; 
And,  vice  versA,  take  the  pains 
To  give  the  P — ce  the  shopman's  brains, 
One  only  change  from  thence  would  flow. 
Ribbons  would  not  be  wasted  sa 

'Twas  thus  I  ponder'd  on,  my  Lord ; 

And,  ev'n  at  night,  when  laid  in  bed, 
I  found  myself^  before  I  snor'd. 

Thus  chopping,  swopping  head  for  head. 
At  length  I  thought,  fiintastic  elf! 
How  such  a  change  would  suit  myself. 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  one  by  one. 

With  various  pericraniums  saddled. 
At  last  I  tried  your  Lordship's  on. 

And  then  I  grew  completely  addled — 
Forgot  all  other  heads,  od  rot  'em ! 
And  slept,  and  dreamt  that  I  was — Borroif. 

Aug.  SI. 
Walk'd  out  with  daughter  Bn> — was  shown 
The  house  of  Commons,  and  the  Throne, 
Whose  velvet  cushion's  just  the  same^ 
Napoleon  sat  on — what  a  shame ! 
Oh,  can  we  wonder,  best  of  speechers. 

When  Louis  seated  thus  we  see. 
That  France's  "  fundamental  features" 

Are  much  the  same  they  us'd  to  be  ? 
However, — God  preserve  the  Throne, 

And  cushion  too — and  keep  them  free 
From  accidents,  which  have  been  known 

To  happen  ev'n  to  Royalty !  * 

Aug.  SB. 
Read,  at  a  stall  (for  oft  one  pops 
On  something  at  these  stalls  and  shops. 
That  does  to  quotes  and  gives  one's  Book 
A  classical  and  knowing  look.  — 
Indeed  I've  found,  in  Latin,  lately, 
A  course  of  stalls  improves  me  greatly) — 
*Twas  thus  I  read,  that,  in  the  East, 

A  monarch's yat's  a  serious  matter; 
And  once  in  ev'ry  year,  at  least, 

He's  weigh'd — to  see  if  he  gets  fatter  :• 
Then,  if  a  pound  or  two  he  be 
Increas'd,  there's  quite  a  jubilee!  7 

>  I  am  afraid  that  Mr.  Fudge  alludes  here  to  a  Tery  awk- 
ward accident,  which  is  well  known  to  hare  happened  to  poor 
L— s  le  D— s  ^,  some  years  since,  at  one  of  the  K-^— t's 
Fetes.  He  was  sitting  next  our  gracious  Queen  at  the 
time. 

6  "  The  third  day  of  the  Feast  the  King  oauseth  himself 
to  be  weighed  with  great  care."  —  F.  Bemier's  Vofoge  to 
Surat,  &c. 

:  *•  1  remember,"  says  Bemier,  "  that  all  the  Omraht  ex. 
pressed  great  joy  that  the  King  weighed  two  pounds  more 
now  than  the  year  preceding.**—  Another  author  tells  us  th^jt 

EE  J 


MOORETS  WORKS. 


se,  mv  IjTiTd  —  and  far  from  me 

rau  such  thiagt  with  levity  — 

M  suppose  the  R — G — T*s  weight 

made  thus  an  affair  of  state  : 

tv'ry  seh«ioDS,  at  the  close, — 

afl  of  a  s{ieech,  vhich,  all  can  see,  is 

.'  and  dull  enoufrh,  God  knows  — 

were  Ut  try  how  heavy  he  is. 

would  it  glad  all  hearts  to  hear 
it,  while  the  Nation's  Revenue 
w>  many  pr>unds  a  year, 
;  P        e.  God  bless  him  I  gaiiu  a  few. 

bales  fif  muslin,  chintzes,  spices, 
e  the  Eaiitems  weigh  their  Kings ; — 
or  the  R — a — T,  my  advice  is, 
should  throw  in  much  hearier  things : 

(Stance 's  quarto  volumes, 

jch,  though  not  spices,  ser%'e  to  wrap  them; 
lie  St— DD— t's  Daily  columns, 
rodigious  ! "  —  in,    of   course,    we'd    clap 
them  — 

•s,  that  <>— BTW t's»  pen  indites, 

trhich,  with  logical  confusion. 

Major  like  a  Minor  writes, 

[1  never  comes  to  a  Conclusion  :  — 

S — M — HH*  pamphlet — or  his  head  — 

that  were  worth  its  weight  in  lead !) 

;  with  which  we  in  may  whip,  sly, 

.?  SjHrchet*  of  Sir  Joun  (.'— x  II— pp — sly  ; 

Baronet  of  many  words, 

loves  so.  in  the  House  of  l^rds, 

liis|HT  Bi^h^»I>s — and  so  nigh 

to  their  wigs  in  whisp'ring  g<K*s, 

you  may  always  know  him  by 

)atch  of  i><)wdiT  on  his  nose  I  — 

i  wo'n't  do,  we  in  must  cram 

•  Reasons"  of  I«ord  B— CK — GH — M  ; 

:M)k  his  liordsliip  means  to  write, 

titlcMl  "  Reasons  for  my  Ratting  :**) 

lould  these  prove  too  small  and  light, 

;  r p*8  a  host  —  we'll  bundle  that  in! 

Mtill  should  all  these  massi's  fail 
rn  the  R — « — t's  ponderous  scale, 

ptf,  n«  well  A«  nvm-  large  head,  is  rdniiiilorpd,  through- 
lia,  M  out*  of  thr  inost  pni'iouA  glflii  of  Itcavcn.  An 
Mi  »kuU  it  nliKoliitrly  rcvrrcd.  and  ttip  happy  owner  i> 
up  to  a4  a  iiii|HTior  l>i*inK-  To  a  /'rmr^  a  joulter  hoad 
lu-ibU*."  —  OrientiU  Field  SporU. 
ijor  ('artirriKht. 

i(>  namr  of  the  flr^t  worthy  who  let  up  the  trade  o( 
<>r  at  Home  (to  whom  our  Olivrri  ami  ('a«t1r»r» ought 
t  a  itatur)  wa*  Komanut  Hinpo  ;  — "qui  formam  vitc 
|unin  poAtoR  rrlcbrrm  miser  is  tem|>ornm  et  audaci* 
im  fecrrunt."  —  Tacit.  Annal.  i.  7-1. 
ley  iMTtHlnly  |M>«s«^»<*d  the  tame  art  of  instigating  their 
I,  which  the  Kcport  of  the  Socrt*t  Committee  attribute* 
i  Sidmonth's  agents :  —  "  AtTiMs  (says  Tacitus  of  on« 


Why  then,  my  Lord,  in  heaven's  nnme. 
Pitch  in,  without  rewrre  or  stint. 

The  whole  of  R— cL — t's  beanteooa  Dime — 
If  ikat  wo'n't  rmise  him,  deril's  in  it! 

Aaff.a 
Consulted  MrRPHT*B  Tacitts 

About  those  &nioiis  spies  at  Rome,* 
Whom  certain  ^Vhigs — to  make  a  fnm — 
Describe  as  moch  resembling  oa,' 

Informing  gentlemen,  at  home. 
But,  bless  the  fools,  they  can't  be  seriooi. 
To  say  Lord  S— dm — th's  like  Tibebxus! 
What !  he,  the  Peer,  that  iiynres  no  man. 
Like  that  severe,  blood-thirsty  Roman  I — 
*Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  lent  an  ear  to 
All  sorts  of  spies — so  doth  the  Peer,  toa 
'Tis  true  my  lA>rd*8  Elect  tell  fibs. 
And  deal  in  peijnry — ditto  TxB*a. 
Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  screen'd  and  hid 
Ills  rognes  ftom  justice  < — ditto  Sm. 
Tis  true  the  Peer  is  grave  and  glib 
At  moral  speeches — tlitlo  TtB.^ 
'Tis  troe,  the  feats  the  Tyrant  did 
Were  in  his  dotage — ditto  Sid. 

So  far,  I  own,  the  parallel 

'Twixt  Tib  and  Sm  goes  vastly  wdl ; 

But  there  are  points  in  Tib  that  strike 

My  humble  mind  as  much  more  like 

Youritclf,  my  dearest  lx>rd,  or  him. 

Of  the*  India  Board — that  soul  of  whin! 

Like  him,  Tiberius  lov*d  his  joke,* 

On  matters,  too,  where  few  can  bear  one; 
E.g.  a  man,  cut  up,  or  broke 

Upon  the  wheel — a  devilish  fiur  one! 
Tour  common  fractures,  wounds,  and  fiti, 
Are  nothing  to  such  wholesale  wits ; 
But,  let  the  suff'rer  gasp  for  life, 

The  joke  is  then  worth  any  money ; 
And,  if  he  writhe  beneath  a  knife, — 

Oh  dear,  that's  something  finite  too  taSKf' 
In  this  respect,  my  Lord,  yon  see 
The  Roman  wag  and  ours  agree : 


of  them)  libidlnum  ct  neeetsttitniB,  i 
garctr 

*  "  Neque  tamen  Id  Sermo  nout  Mt,  f«ffs  rf>*l^ 
lieum  hUiorem  faeiebal.  Nui  ut  qaii  dtabfctiar  mtt^ 
relut  tacro$anchtM  ermi.**  ■>  Jmmml.  Ub.  It.  H— Or.  a  Bft 
translated  by  Mr.  Fudge's  Mend.  Marphj:— "TNi'^ 
accuser  had  the  mrsei  of  the  ^npir,  aid  tfctywirf*^^ 
Emperor.  Ii^formert,  In  |iffopot1ion  as  ttif  ■■■  k  f^ 
became  sacred  dtwaetert.** 

^  Murphy  erenconfiBnnpoaooeor Us  ipakhMlii^ 
"  constitutional.'*  Mr.Fndgv  mifirt  hsttei 
that  TibfMius  was  a  good  ^iftnrr  AanelBrt*' 
riti  flunSque  fsiooif  ^HmAu.** 

«  "  Ludibrim  teriiM  pemli 
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*  resemblance — mum — 
I  we  need  not  follow ;  * 

Ireland,  said  by  some 
dp  beats  Tiberius  hollow ; 
—but  these  are  things  too  serious 
ention  or  discuss ; 
'  Lordship  acts  Tiberius, 
s*s  part  is  Tacitus  I 

Sq)t.S. 

had  Lord  S — ^dm — th  got 
nt  sort  of  Plot 
Dter-time — if  not, 
ruin's  fated ; 
id  apiflicated  1 
ill  their  vassals, 
-TL— OH  to  Castles, — 
kick  up  a  riot, 

•  for  peace  or  quiet ! 

ane? — Spa- Fields  was  clever; 

t  brought  gibes  and  mockings 

8 — so,  mem, — must  never 

lition  in  old  stockings ; 

wag  should  in  his  curst  head 

our  force  was  worsted, 

en  Sm  an  army  raises, 

**  incog.*'  like  Bayes's : 

General  be  a  hobbling 

e  art  of  cobbling ; 

perpetrate  such  puns, 

^ith  Jacobinic  grin, 

Jeing  Wellingtons^'^ 

's  great  soul  within ! 

d  Apothecary 

Tower,  for  lack  of  pence, 

•se  wags  would  call,  so  merry,) 

e  and  phial-ence ! 

Plot,  my  Lord,  must  be 

riv'd  more  skilfully. 

ieve  to  say,  is  growing 

ly  sharp  and  knowing, 

ort,  so  Jacobin  — 

hard  to  take  him  in, 

Sept.  6. 
te  of  our  Ambassador 
d  was  sorely  nettled ; 
Ix>rd,  we  should  not  pass  it  o'er 
natter's  fairly  settled ; 


oint  of  renemblance  between  TIberiu*  and 
FudKe  might  haTO  mentioned  —  "  tuspensa 
verba." 
>  called. 
xtenance,  recommended  by  Lord  Che«ter- 

a  little  mistaken  here.    It  was  not  Gri- 


And  here's  the  mode  occurs  to  me : — 

As  none  of  our  Nobility, 

Though  for  their  oum  most  gracious  King 

(They  would  kiss  hands,  or — any  thing), 

Can  be  persuaded  to  go  through 

This  farce-like  trick  of  the  Ko-tou ; 

And  as  these  Mandarins  wo*nt  bend. 

Without  some  mumming  exhibition. 
Suppose,  my  Lord,  you  were  to  send 

Grimaldi  to  them  on  a  mission : 
As  Ze^te,  Jos  could  pUiy  his  part. 
And  if,  in  diplomatic  art. 
The  "  volto  sciolto  "5  's  meritorious. 
Let  Joe  but  grin,  he  has  it,  glorious ! 
A  title  for  him's  easily  made ; 

And,  by-the-by,  one  Christmas  time, 
If  I  remember  right,  he  play'd 

Lord  MoRLET  in  some  pantomime ; — * 
As  Earl  of  M — rl — t  then  gazette  him. 
If  t'other  Earl  of  M— rl— y'U  let  him. 
(And  why  should  not  the  world  be  blest 
With  two  such  stars,  for  East  and  West  ?) 
Then,  when  before  the  Yellow  Screen 

He's  brought — and,  sure,  the  very  essence 
Of  etiquette  would  be  that  scene 

Of  JoE  in  the  Celestial  Presence! — 
He  thus  should  say :— **  Duke  Ho  and  Soo, 
"  I'll  play  what  tricks  you  please  for  you, 
"  If  youll,  in  turn,  but  do  for  me 
*'  A  few  small  tricks  you  now  shall  see. 
"  If  I  consult  your  Emperor's  liking, 
"  At  least  youll  do  the  same  for  my  King." 
He  then  should  give  them  nine  such  grins. 
As  would  astound  ev'n  Mandarins ; 
And  throw  such  somersets  before 

The  picture  of  King  George  (God  bless  him!) 
As,  should  Duke  Ho  but  try  them  o'er. 

Would,  by  Confucius,  much  distress  him ! 

I  start  this  merely  as  a  hint. 
But  think  you  11  find  some  wisdom  in't ; 
And,  should  you  follow  up  the  job. 
My  son,  my  Lord  (you  know  poor  Bob), 
Would  in  the  suite  be  glad  to  go 
And  help  his  Excellency,  Joe  ; — 
At  least,  like  noble  Amh — rst's  son. 
The  lad  will  do  to  practise  on.^ 


maldi,  but  some  rerjr  Inferior  performer,  who  played  this  part 
of  "  Lord  Morley  "  in  the  pantomime.—  lo  much  to  the  horror 
of  the  distinguished  Earl  of  that  name.  The  expostulary 
letters  of  the  Noble  Earl  to  Mr.  H— rr— s,  upon  this  Tulgar 
profanation  of  his  spick-and-span  new  title,  will,  I  trust,  some 
time  or  other,  be  given  to  the  world. 
^  See  Mr.  Ellis's  account  of  the  Embassy. 
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LETTER  X. 

9  BIDDT  FUDGE  TO  MISS  DOROTHY ^ 

uVt  the  King,  after  all,  my  dear  crea- 

el 

lU  you  go  laugh,  now — there's  nothing 

)aiz  in*t — 

eur  of  air  and  for  grimness  of  feature, 

ht  he  &  King,  Doll,  though,  hang  him, 

isn't 

felt  hurt,  for  I  wish*d  it,  I  own, 

ither  cause  but  to -vex  Miss  Malone, — 

It  heiress,  you  know,  of  Shandangan, 

o's  here, 

iff  with  gfich  airs,  and  a  real  Cashmere,  > 

ie*s  but  a  paltry  old  rabbit-skin,  dear !) 

fB,  on  deeply  considering  the  thing, 

ist  as  well  pleased  it  should  not  be  the 

3g; 

nk  for  my  Biddy,  so  gentille  and  Ja/i>, 

e  charms  may  their  price  in  an  honest 

y  fetch, 

Brandenburgh  *' — (what  is  a  Branden- 

•gh,  Dolly  ?)  — 

1  be,  after  all,  no  such  very  great  catch. 

I — G — ^T  indeed**  — added  he,  looking 

>mbor  that  comical  squint  of  his  eye) 
)'d  him  with  **  La,  Pa,  how  can  you  say  so, 
he  II — G — T  loves  none  but  old  women, 
I  know !  ** 
fact,  my  dear  Dolly — we,  girls  of 
hteen, 
im — Lord,  he*d  think  us  not  fit  to  be 

1  like  us  much  better  as  old — ay,  as  old 

^untess  of  Dessiond,  of  whom  I've  been 

I 

iv*d  to  much  more  than  a  hundred  and 

:ill*d  by  a  fall  fh)m  a  cherry-tree  then ! 

f  Morgan's  "  France  *'  for  the  anecdote,  told  her 
de  Genlit,  of  the  young  gentleman  whose  love 
f  finding  that  his  mistress  wore  a  sMaiel "  peau  de 

I,  on  the  return,  are  dragged  up  slowlf  hj  a 

need  not  be  ashamed  of  his  cookery  jokes,  when 
»untenanceby  such  men  as  O'eero,  St.Augusttntt 
si  bishop,  yemanttus  Fortunattu.  The  pun  of  the 
upon  the  "  Jus  Verrinum,"  wliich  he  calls  bad 
om  a  play  upon  both  the  words,  is  well  known ; 
t*s  puns  upon  the  conversion  of  Lot's  wife  into 
lly  ingenious : — **  In  salem  conversa  hominibus 
»ddam  prcstitlt  condfrncntumy  quo  sapiant  all- 
Uud  caveatur  exemplum."  _  De  Civitat.  Dri^ 


M 


U 


Whit  a  frlaky  old  girl !  but — to  oome  to  my  lover 

Who,  though  not  a  King,  ia  a  hero  1*11  swear,— 

Yon  shall  hear  all  that's  happen'cU  just  briefly  mt 

over. 

Since   that   happy  night,  when    we    whisk'd 

through  the  ur  I 

Let  me  see — 'twas  on  Saturday— yet,  Dolu; 

yes  — 
From  that  evening  I  date  the  first  dmwn  of  my  bte 
When  we  both  rattled  off  in  that  dear  little  cv- 

riage. 
Whose  journey,  Bob  says,  is  so  like  Love  sail 

Marriage, 
Beginning  gay,  desperate,  daahing,  down-hilly, 
And  ending  as  dull  as  a  six-inude  Dilly!** 
Well,  scarcely  a  wink    did  I  sleep  the  ni^ 

through ; 
And,  next  day,  having  scribbled  my  letter  to  yoa, 
With  a  heart  full  of  hope  this  sweet  lUlov  Is 

meet, 
I  set  out  with  Papa,  to  see  Loina  Dix-hvit 
Make  his  bow  to  some  half  doien  women  aadho^ 
Who  get  up  a  small  concert  of  shrill  Vtm  le  Bm^ 
And  how  vastly  genteeler,  my  dear,  even  dni  % 
Than  vulgar  Pall-Mall's  oratorio  q£  hisseel 
The  gardens  seem'd  fhll — so^  c^oowie^  wewsftV 

o'er  'em, 
*Mong  orange-trees,  clipp'd  into  town-hnd 

rum. 
And  daphnes,  and  vases,  and  many  a  statoe^ 
There  staring,  with  not  ev'n  a  stitch  on  thOirt 

you! 
The  ponds,  too,  we  view'd  —  stood  awUe  oa  the 

brink 
To  contemphite  the  play  of  those  pict^  9^ 

fishes  —  I 

"  Live  bullion,"  says  merciless  Bob,  "which,  IthU, ' 
•«  Would,  if  coined,  with  a  littte  snut  sn«,  t* 

delicious  I  "3 


But  what,  DoLLT,  what,  is  the  gay 

Or  gold  fishes,  to  her  thafs  {n  search  cfhvW 


lib.  XTi.  cap.  sa  —  The  Joket  of  the  fiooi 
Radagunda,  the  ooovlvlal  Bbkop  Fi 
among  his  poems.  In  some  Itiww 
robbed  him.    The  fonowing  li  dmUw  to 


■toM 


Plus/siMrlfaB  Cod  qium 

See  his  poem«,  Oorfms  JPortmr.  LaU^  !§■.&  ^ 

Of  the  same  kind  was  Momtm&mr^  Jqka.  whaa 

OTer  him  —  *'  snmmum  Jus,  mhou  laloriat'' 

celebrated  parasite,  In  ordtriaf  a 

said,— 

Eligl  col  dIflH,  ta  miUtsIs 


The  reader  miqr  UkawlM  •■•» 
erudition,  the  learned  L^iAn*s  Jokas  « 
inhhSaimrmoL  8ermom,Ub.1L  nm,t. 
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d  I  wildly  explore  every  chair 

hing  like  a  man  was — no  lover  sat  there! 

y  fond  eyes  did  I  eagerly  cast 

liskers,  mostachios,  and  wigs  that  went 

t, 

,  if  I  could,  but  a  glance  at  that  curl,  — 
t  of  those  whiskers,  as  sacred,  my  girl, 
;k  that,  Pa  says  >,  is  to  Mussulmen  ^v'n, 
gel  to  hold  by  that  **  lugs  them  to  heav 'n  I " 
e  went  by  me  full  many  a  quiz, 
Bchios  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his  I 
ted,  I  found  myself  sighing  out  **  well-a- 

tr- 
ot the  words  of  T—- m  M — be's  Irish 
ilody, 

1^  about  the  *'  green  spot  of  delight  *'  ^ 
,  you  know.  Captain  Mackintosh  sung 
us  one  day) : 

r,  aiy  **  spot  **  was  that  Saturday  night, 
yerdiure,  how  fleeting,  had  withered  by 
aday! 

at  a  tavern —  La,  what  do  I  say  ? 
was  to  know  I —  a  RestaurateurB,  dear  ; 
nr  properett  ladies  go  dine  every  day, 
ink  Burgundy  out  of  large  tumblers,  like 

it. 

(for  he's  really  grown  *Mper-fine) 
cended,  for  once,  to  make  one  of  the  party ; 
though  but  three,  we  had  dinner  for  nine, 
spite  of  my  grief,  love,  I  own  I  ate  hearty. 
»oiJL,  I  know  not  how  *tis,  but,  in  grief, 
rays  found  eating  a  wondrous  relief  ; 
,  who's  in  love,  said  he  felt  the  same, 
fte  — 

ighs,**  said  he,  "ceased  with  the  first  glass 
Irank  yon  ; 

lb  made  me  tranquil,  the  puffs  made  me 
ht, 

now  that  all's  o'er — why,  I'm  —  pretty 
11,  thank  you  !  " 

eat  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late ; 
tY  and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 


>  icrap  of  knowledge  "  Pa  **  wai.  I  «u>pect,  in- 
note  upon  Vulnejr*i  ruins ;  a  book  which  usually 
of  a  Jacobin's  library,  and  with  which  Mr.  Fudge 
«en  well  acquainted  at  the  time  when  he  wrote  his 
h  Kings,**  &c.  The  note  in  Volney  is  as  follows : 
this  tud  of  hair  (on  the  crown  of  the  head),  worn 
irity  of  Mussulmans,  that  the  Angel  of  the  Tomb 
le  elect  and  carry  them  to  Paradise." 
ang  lady,  whose  memory  is  not  very  correct,  must 
ink,  to  the  following  lines :  •— 

>h  that  fisiry  form  Is  ne'er  forgot, 

Wbich  First  Lore  trac'd ; 
Itill  ft  Ifng'riag  haonta  the  greenest  spot 

On  Memory**  waste ! 


About  singing  and  cookery —  Bobbt,  of  course, 
Standing  up  for  the  latter  Fine  Art  in  full  force  ;3 
And  Pa  saying,  "  God  only  knows  which  is  worst, 

The  French  Singers  or  Cooks,  but  I  wish  us 
well  over  it  — 
**  What  with  old  Lais  and  V^bt,  Fm  curst 

'*  If  n^  head  or  my  stomach  will  ever  recover  it ! " 

'Twas  dark,  when  we  got  to  the  Boulevards  to  stroll. 
And  in  vain  did  I  look  *mong  the  street  Macaronis, 
When,  sudden  it  struck  me — last  hope  of  my  soul — 
That  some  angel  might  take  the  dear  man  to 
ToBTOMfs I  * 
We  enter'd — and,  scarcely  had  Bob,  with  an  air, 
For  a  grappe  d  hjardinihe  call'd  to  the  waiters, 
When,  oh  Doll  !  I  saw  him  —  my  hero  was  there 
(For  I  knew  his  white  small-clothes  and  brown 
leather  gaiters), 
A  group  of  fair  statues  ftom  Greece  smiling  o'er 

him,^ 
And  lots  of  red  currant-juice  sparkling  before  him  I 
Oh  DoLLT,  these  heroes — what  creatures  they  are; 
In  the  boudoir  the  same  as  in  fields  full  of 
slaughter  I 
As  cool  in  the  Beaujon's  precipitous  car. 
As  when  safe  at  Tobtoni's,  o'er  ic'd  currant 
water! 
He  join'd  us— imagine,  dear  creature,  my  ecstasy — 
Join'd  by  the  man  I'd  have  broken  ten  necks  to  see ! 
Bob  wish'd  to  treat  him  with  Punch  d  la  glace. 
But  the  sweet  fellow  swore  that  my  beauti,  my 

grace, 
And  my  je-Jie-aais-qtioi  (then  his  whiskers  he 

twirl'd) 
Were,  to  him,  "  on  de  top  of  all  Ponch  in  de 

vorld."  — 
How  pretty  I  —  though  oft  (as  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  English  are  Greek,  Doll, 

to  me. 
But,  in  short,  I  felt  happy  as  ever  fond  heart  did ; 
And  happier  still,  when  'twas  fix*d,  ere  we  parted. 
That,  if  the  next  day  should  be  pastoral  weather. 
We  all  would  set  ofi^  in  French  buggies,  together. 


'  Cookery  has  been  dignified  by  the  researches  of  a  Bacon  ; 
see  his  Natural  Hittory^  Receipt*,  &c.)  and  takes  its  station  as 
one  of  the  Fine  Arts  in  the  following  passage  of  Mr.  Dugaid 
Stewart :  —  "  Agreeably  to  this  view  of  the  subject,  gireet  may 
be  said  to  be  intrinncally  pleasing,  and  bitter  to  be  relatively 
pleasing ;  which  both  are,  in  many  cases,  equally  essential  to 
those  effects,  which,  in  the  art  of  cookery,  correspond  to  thut 
composite  beauty,  which  it  is  the  object  of  the  painter  and  of 
the  poet  to  create.**  —  Philosophical  Essays. 

*  A  fashionable  atf^  glacier  on  the  Italian  BouIeTardt. 

5  "  You  eat  your  ice  at  Tortoni's,**  says  Mr.  Scott,  *•  uo^^ 
a  Grecian  group.** 
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ftmtmoreney — that  place  which,  you  know, 
jDons  for  cherries  and  Jean  Jacques 

OII8SEAIT. 

I  then  he  gave  us  —  the  name^  rather 

vas'd  — 

s  i'AUCoT  —  something  —  a  Colonel  at 

ost ! 

tich  —  sure  there  never  was  hero  so  civil 

■he 

ifc  home  to  our  door  in  Rue  Rh'oli^ 

is  lant  words,  as,  at  parting,  he  threw 

ok  o*er  liis  shoulders,  were  —  **  How  do 

)u  do  : "  » 

[vext — 
I, — there's  Papa  for  the  post  —  I'm  so 
rncy  must  now,  love,  be  kept  for  my  next, 
r  Sunday  night! — I  was  charmingly  drest, 
7  providential !  —  was  looking  my  best : 
reet  muslin  gown,  with  a  flounce  —  and 
y  frills. 

o  notion  how  rich — (though  Pa  has  by 
e  bills) 

d  smile  had  you  seen,  where  we  sat  rather 
•ar, 

?AUC0T  eyeing  the  cambric,  my  dear. 
;  flowYs  in  my  bonnet  —  but,  la,  it*s  in 
in  — 

by,  my  sweet  Doll  —  I  shall  soon  write 
uin.  B.  F. 

?  —  our  love  to  all  neighl>our8  about  — 
ta  in  particular  —  how  is  his  gout  ? 

vo  just  open'd  my  letter  to  say, 

cxt  yuu  must  tell  me,  (uow  do,  Dolly, 

e  to  ask  Hon,  he's  so  ready  to  quiz.) 
t  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  Brandenburgh  is. 


LETTER  XI. 


'ROM  PHKUX  CONNOR  TO 


s  a  cause,  as  noble  and  as  great 
lero  died  to  vindicate  — 
's  right  to  speak  a  Nation's  voice, 
no  power  but  of  the  Nation's  choice ! 


iinutual  mittakc  with  forripier*. 
in.  lib.  T.  cap.  &■  —  vho  tells  us  that  these  creese, 
(ciousness  of  their  own  loquacity,  always  cross 
rus  with  stones  in  their  bills,  to  prevent  any  un- 
>  from  betr^iiig  them  to  the  eagles — imwirmtmt 

dy  (Foatenelle,  I  believe,)  has  uU.  that  if  be  had 


Such  was  the  grand,  the  gloriona  canae  that  now 
Hung  trembling  on  Napoleon's  single  brow  ; 
Such  the  sublime  arbitrament,  that  poor^d. 
In  patriot  eyes,  a  light  aroond  his  sword, 
A  hallowing  light,  which  never,  since  the  day 
Of  his  young  victories,  had  iilum'd  its  way ! 

Oh,  'twas  not  then  the  time  for  tame  debates. 
Ye  men  of  Gaul,  when  chuns  were  at  your  gates; 
When  he,  who  late  had  fled  your  Chieftain's  ejt, 
As  geese  from  eagles  on  Mount  Tanros  fiy,< 
Denounc'd  against  the  land,  that  spnm'dhischsiik 
>Iyriads  of  swords  to  bind  it  fitft  again  ~* 
Myriads  of  fierce  invading  swords,  to  track 
Through  your  best  blood  his  path  of  vengeance  hMk; 
When  Europe's  Kings,  that  never  yet  combia'd 
But  (like  those  upper  Stars,  that,  when  coqjoinVL 
Shed  war  and  pestilence,)  to  scourge  mimHiwi 
Gather'd  roimd,  with  hosts  fkom  every  shore, 
Hating  Napoleost  much,  bat  Freedom  moic^ 
And,  in  that  coming  strife,  ^ipall'd  to  see 
The  world  yet  left  one  chance  for  liberty !  — 
No,  'twas  not  then  the  time  to  weave  a  net 
Of  bondage  round  your  Chief ;  to  curb  and  fret 
Your  veteran  war-horse,  pawing  for  the  figb^ 
When  every  hope  was  in  hia  speed  and  mighl^ 
To  waste  the  hour  of  action  in  dispute, 
And  coolly  plan  how  freedom's  6011^  shoold  ihoo^ 
When  your  Invader's  axe  was  at  the  roaii 
No,  sacred  Liberty !  that  God,  who  throws. 
Thy  light  around,  like  his  own  sunshine,  knows 
How  well  I  love  thee,  and  how  deeply  bale 
All  tyrants,  upstart  and  Legitimate  — 
Yet,  in  that  hour,  were  France  my  native  Itad, 
I  would  have  follow 'd,  with  quick  heart  and  bad, 
Napoleon,  Nero — ay,  no  matter  whom— 
To  snatch  my  country  ftxHn  that  Hymning 
That  deadliest  curse  that  on  the  conqner'd 
A  Conqueror's  satrap,  thron'd  within  her  asMl 


True,  he  was  false  —  despotic  —  all  yon 
Had  trampled  down  manii  holiest  Ubertiei— 
Had,  by  a  genius,  form'd  for  nobler  thing! 
Than  lie  within  the  grasp  of  mJgar  Kings. 
But  rais'd  the  hopes  of  men — as  eaglets  fly 
With  tortoises  aloft  into  the  sky  — 
To  dash  them  down  again  more  ahatfrin^l 
AU  this  I  own  — bat  still  9  •  • 


his  hand  ftiU  of  truths,  b^  would  OfCB  bol 
time ;  and  the  same  sort  of  !■§»■»  I  tedfea 
respect  to  Mr.  Coonor's  veiy 
mainder  of  this  Epistle  b  10  ftill  of 
that  it  must,  for  the  j^escnt  at  iMSt,  bs 
public. 
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LETTER  xn. 


m  BIDDT  FUDGE  TO  MISS  DOROTHY , 

>OLLT,  — thanks  to  a  potent  emetic, 
oBBT  and  Pa,  with  grimace  sympathetic, 
Jlow'd  this  morning  to  balance  the  bliss, 
matdote  and  a  buque  tT^remssea — 
ming  at  home  to  myself,  and  sit  down 
be  you  our  heavenly  trip  out  of  town. 
I  yon  must  be  for  this  letter,  my  dear  I 
[E,  in  the  novel,  less  languished  to  hear 
igant  comet  she  met  at  Lord  Neville's 
ally  dying  with  love  or — blue  devils. 
,  DoLLT,  Love  is  the  theme  /  pursue ; 
e  Devils,  thank  heav*n,  I  have  nothing  to 

ideed,  dear  Colonel  Calicot  spies 
I  of  that  colour  in  certain  blue  eyes, 
i  stares  at  till  /,  Doll,  at  his  do  the  same ; 
Bimpert— I  blush — and  would  often  ex- 
axDf 

but  the  French  for  it,  "Lord,  Sir,  for 
ime!" 

!  morning  was  lovely— the  trees  in  full 


appy  occasion — the  sunshine  express — 
fder'd  it,  dear,  of  the  best  poet  going, 
could  be  fumish*d  more  golden  and  glow- 

ate  when  we  started,  the  scent  cf  the  air 

Gattie's  rose-water, — and,  bright,  here 

d  there, 

"ass  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet, 

iunt*s  diamond  pin  on  her  green  tabbinet  I 

i  birds  seem*d  to  warble  as  blest  on  the 

iighs, 

t  a  plum*d  Calicot  had  for  her  spouse ; 

ptipes  were  all  blushing  and  kissing  in 

ITS, 

short,  need  I  tell  you,  wherever  one  goes 
creature  one  loves,  'tis  all  couleur  de  rose ; 
I  shall  ne'er,  liv'd  I  ever  so  long,  see 
:h  as  that  at  divine  Montmorency ! 

s  but  one  drawback  —  at  first  when  we 

rted, 

ael  and  I  were  inhumanly  parted  •, 


umn  in  the  Place  Venddme. 
>]ranc  pour  cela  le  plus  beau  papier  dor§,  s^hant 
ec  de  la  poudre  d'azur  et  d'argent,  et  cousant  roe> 
:  de  U  nompareille  bleue."  —  Let  Coitfenionf, 

ird,  "  exqotsite,"  if  ertdently  a  favourite  or  Miss 


How  cruel — young  hearts  of  such  moment  to  rob  I 
He  went  in  Pa's  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bob; 
And,  I  own,  I  felt  spitefully  happy  to  know 
That  Papa  and  his  comrade  agreed  but  so-so. 
For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Bonet's — 
Serv'd  with  him  of  course — nay,  I'm  sure  they 

were  cronies. 
So  martial  his  features  I  dear  Doll,  you  can  trace 
Ulm,  Austerlitz,  Lodi,  as  plain  in  his  face 
As  you  do  on  that  pillar  of  glory  and  brass,  i 
Which  the  poor  Due  de  B— ri  must  hate  so  to 

passi 
It  appears,  too,  he  made  —  as  most  foreigners  do — 
About  English  affairs  an  odd  blunder  or  two. 
For  example  —  misled  by  the  names,  I  dare  say — 

He  confounded  Jack  Castles  with  Lord  C oh  ; 

And — sure  such  a  blunder  no  mortal  hit  ever 

on — 
Fancied  the  present  Lord  C — md—  n  the  clever  one ! 

But  politics  ne'er  were  the  sweet  fellow's  trade; 

'Twas  for  war  and  the  ladies  my  Colonel  was  made. 

Andj  oh,  had  you  heard,  as  together  we  walk'd 

Through  that  beantifdl  forest,  how  sweetly  he 
talk'd; 

And  how  perfectly  well  he  appeared,  Doll,  to  know 

All  the  life  and  adventures  of  Jean  Jacques 
Rousseau  I — 

**  'Twas  there,**  said  he — not  that  his  words  I  can 
state — 

'Twas  a  gibb'rish  that  Cupid  alone  could  trans- 
late;— 

But  "  there,"  said  he,  (pointing  where,  small  and 
remote, 

The  dear  Hermitage  rose,)  '*  there  his  Julie  he 
wrote, — 

"  Upon  paper  gilt-edg'd«,  without  blot  or  erasure ; 

^  Then  sanded  it  over  with  silver  and  azure, 

"  And— oh,  what  will  genius  and  fancy  not  do  ? — 

"  Tied  the  leaves  up  together  with  nompareille  blue  I " 

What  a  trait  of  Rousseau !  what  a  crowd  of  emo- 
tions 
From  sand  and  blue  ribbons  are  conjur'd  up  here  I 

Alas,  that  a  man  of  such  exquisite  ^  notions 
Should  send  his  poor  brats  to  the  Foundling,  my 
dear! 

"  'Twas  here,  too,    perhaps,"  Colonel    Calicot 

said — 
As  down  the  small  garden  he  pensively  led — 

Fudge's ;  and  I  understand  she  was  not  a  little  angry  when 
her  brother  Bob  committed  a  pun  on  the  last  two  syllables  of 
it  in  the  following  couplet :  — 

"  I'd  fain  praise  your  Poem  —  but  tell  me,  how  is  it 
When  /cry  out  "  Rxquisite,"  Echo  cries  "^x  itf" 


MOORETS  WORKS. 


once  I  could  tee  his  sublime  forehead 

inkle 

»  not  to  find  there  the  lov'd  periwinkle)  i 

ere  he  receiv'd  from  the  fair  D'Epinat 

aird  him  so  sweetly  her  Bear^,  every 

ar  flannel  petticoat,  paird  off  to  form 
coat  to  keep  the  enthusiast  warm  !**' 

LL,  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  pon- 
r'd, 

r  romance,  through  that  valley  we  wan- 
r'd. 

el  (one*s  train  of  ideas,  how  odd  it  is  I) 
talk  about  other  commodities, 
and  silk,  and — I  ne'er  shall  forget, 
m  was  then  hastening  in  pomp  to  its  set, 
on  the  Colonel's  dark  whidLcrs  shone 
wn, 

ask'd  me,  with  eagerness, — who  made 
7  gown  ? 

tion  confUs'd  me — for,  Dolx.,  you  must 
ow, 

iht  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  ago, 
?a'8  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ  ♦ 
lanting  rou/unVrf,  Madame  le  Roi  ; 
forc'd  now   to  have  Victorine,  who — 
uce  take  her!  — 

8,  at  present,  the  King's  mantna-maker — 
hisp<irti/ — and,  though  much  the  smartest, 
s  condcnin'd  as  a  rank  Ikmapartist.  ^ 
OLL,  how  confounded  I  look'd — so  well 
owing 

meVs  opinion — my  cheeks  were  quite 
)wing  ; 

p'd  out  something  —  nay,  even  half  nam*d 
nate  sempstress,  when,  loud,  he  cxclaim'd, 
s,  by  tlie  stitching  'tis  plain  to  be  seen 

nade  by  that  Bourbonite  b h,  Vic- 

RINE  I " 

ord  for  a  hero !  —  but  heroes  will  err, 

)ught,  dear,   I'd  tell  you  things  just  as 

ey  were. 

though  the  word  on  good  manners  in- 

iuch, 

-ou  'tis  not  half  so  shocking  in  French. 

wcr  which  Rouftseau  brought  into  tuch  fashion 

Parisians,  by  exciaiming  one  day,  **  Ah,  voili  de 

el" 

ourtt  Toili  ToCre  asyle  —  et  tous,  man  ours^  ne 

us  pas  aussi  ?  "  —  Ac.  ftc. 

»ur,  qu'il  gcloit  trte-fort,  en  ourrant  un  paquet 

iTOjroit,  Je  trouTai  un  petit  Jupon  de  flanollc  d'An. 

*elle  m^  marquoit  aToIr  porti,  et  dont  elle  ? ouloit 

sse  fain  un  gilet.    Ce  soln,  plus  qu'ainical,  me 

dre,  comme  si  elle  se  fftt  d^pouillee  pour  me  tMf , 

on  famotloo,  Je  balsai  vingt  fois  en  pleurant  le  billet 


But  this  dood,  though  cmhir—inft  sogb  paa^ 

away 
And  the  Uiss  altogether,  the  dreami  of  that  day. 
The  thoughts  that  arise,  wlien  aaeh  dear  tdHam 

woons — 
The hoIAm^v that  then,  lore,  are  evay  ikmglom^ 
That  quick  eorrespondenee  of  glanoes  and  sifH 
And  what  Bob  calls  the  **  Twopenny-post  of  A 

Eyes**— 
Ah«  Doll!  though  I  kmom  yonVe  a  heart,  *!»  iatis 
To  a  heart  so  onpractis*d  these  things  to  expiuL 
They  can  only  he  felt,  in  their  folneas  diTiae, 
By  her  who  has  wandered,  at  erening^  dediac; 
Through  a  valley  like  that,  with  a  Colond  fib 

mine! 

But  here  I  most  finish — for  Bob,  ny  dear  Doiu; 
Whom  physic,  I  find,  always  makes  «**ir»*'"Jri 
Is  seis'd  with  a  ftncy  for  chnrcfa-yard  riflcrtinBi; 
And,  fbll  of  all  yesterday*^  rich  recoUeetioBi^ 
Is  just  setting  off  for  Montmartre — "  ftr  Ikn  h' 
Said  he,  looking  solemn,**  The  tombof  the  Vcan ! 
**  Long,  long  have  I  wished,  as  a  Totarj  trac^ 

**  O'er  the  grave  of  such  talenta  to  iitterBy 
**  And,  to-day — as  my  stomach  is  not  ia  good 

«*  For  the  JUA  of  the  ViBTB-^ni  vUt  i 
bauBl" 
He  insists  npon  my  going  with  him— how 

This  letter,  however,  dear  DoiXT,  shaD  lis 
UnseaI'd  in  my  draw'r,  that,  if  any  thing 

Occurs  while  I'm  out,  I  may  tell  yoa — good-tyft 

BLF. 

Foor^'ckd. 
Oh,  DoLLT,  dear  Dollt,  Fm  min'd  fbr  ever— 
I  ne'er  shall  be  happy  agun,  Dollt,  never! 
To  think  of  the  wretch— what  a  vietin  w«  I! 
Tis  too  much  to  endure — I  shall  die,  I  shsO  die* 
My  brain's  in  a  fever — my  poises  beat  qpA 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  least,  be  exceedingly  sick! 
Oh,  what  do  yoa  think  ?  after  all  my 
My  visions  of  glory,  my  sighing^  my 
This  Colonel — I  scarce  can  eonunit  it  to ;, 
This  Colonel's  no  more  than  a  Tile  lineB-dnfff^^ 
'Tis  true  as  I  live— I  had  coaz^  bratkcr  Boa  A 

(You'll  hardly  make  oat  what  Fm  wiitiog^  I  lokA) 

4  Miss  Biddy's  notloM  of  French  |iiuaiualiilw  ■** 
percciTed  in  the  rhyiMi  whidi  the  ■IwqfS  attt^a  kr  'b 
Roi." 

»  Li  Roi,  who  ww  the  CntmUn  of  lh« 
Louisa,  is  at  present,  of  eoumg  oat  of  fesUaB.Mdk 
in  her  station  by  the  Rograllit 

•  It  U  the  hrotker  of  tht 
who  lies  cDtombed  lo  mnnHmi<|  ta  Os 
martre.    The  inserlptloa  on  tht  eohiHn  A  tm  haiiM 
tomb  GODcludea  with  the  frflowlai  wwin» 
Alt  coDsaer^  aux  mrU  iMti.** 
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ttle  gift  on  mj  biith-day — September  ; 
h,  dear,  Fm  eighteen,  yon  remember —  i 

0  a  shop  kindly  order'd  the  coach, 

e  I  thought  who  the  shopman  would 

e.) 
me  a  few  of  those  numchoirs  de  poche, 

1  happier  hours,  I  have  sigh'd  for,  my 

beautiful  things — two  Napoleons  the 
name  in  the  comer  embroidered  so 

0 

leart  full  of  pleasure,  I  entered  the  shop, 

rods,  what  a  phantom!— I  thought  I 

Id  drop — 

tood,  my  dear  Dollt — no  room  for  a 

»t— 

>hind  the  vile  counter,  these  eyes  saw 

stand, 

«  of  French  cambric,  before  him  roll'd 

horrid  yard-measure  npnus*d  in  his 
II 

all  along,  knew  the  secret,  'tis  clear — 
pflMUi  he  meant  by  a  *'Brandenburgh," 

I 

rhom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 
en  thai  too  delightful  illusion  was  past, 
d  worshipp'd — ^vile,  treacherous  thing — 
>ut  but  a  low  linen-draper  at  last ! 


My  head  swam  around  —  the  wretch  smil'd,  I 

believe. 
But  his  smiling,  alas,  could  no  longer  deceive — 
I  fell  back  on  Bob — my  whole  heart  seem'd  to 

wither — 
And,  pale  as  a  ghost,  I  was  carried  back  hither ! 
I  only  remember  that  Bob,  as  I  caught  him. 

With  cruel  &cetiousne8s  said,  **  Curse  the  Kiddy  I 
**  A  staunch  Revolutionist  always  I've  thought  him, 

"  But  now  I  find  out  he's  a  Counter  one,  Biddt  ! " 

Only  think,  my  dear  creature,  if  this  should  be 

known 
To  that  saucy,  satirical  thing.  Miss  Malone  I 
What  a  story  'twill  be  at  Shandangan  for  ever ! 
What  laughs  and  what  quizzing  she'll  have  with 
the  men ! 
It  will  spread  through  the  country — and  never, 
oh,  never 
Can  Biddt  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again! 
Farewell —  I  shall  do  something  desp'rate,  I  fear — 
And,  ah!  if  my  &te  ever  reaches  your  ear, 
One  tear  of  compassion  my  Doll  will  not  grudge 
To  her  poor — broken-hearted — young  friend, 

Biddt  Fudge. 

Nota  bene —  I  am  sure  you  will  hear,  with  delight. 
That  we're  going,  all  three,  to  see  Bbunet  to-night, 
A  laugh  will  revive  me— and  kind  Mr.  Cox 
(Do  you  know  him  ?)  has  got  us  the  Governor's  box. 
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Eripe. 


Tu  Regibus  alas 


Clip  the  wings 


Of  these  high-flying,  arbitrary  Kings. 


VnoiL,  G€09^.  Hb.  !▼. 
Dbtdih's 


TO 

LORD  BYRON. 

Dear  Lord  Byron, 

Though  this  Volume  should  possess  no 
other  merit  in  your  eyes,  than  that  of  reminding 
you  of  the  short  time  we  passed  together  at  Venice, 
when  some  of  the  trifles  which  it  contains  were 
written,  you  will,  I  am  sure,  receive  the  dedication 
of  it  with  pleasure,  and  believe  that  I  am. 

My  dear  Lord, 

Ever  ffuthfully  yours, 

T.B. 


PREFACE. 


TuoooH  it  was  the  wish  of  the  Members  of  the 
Poco-curante  Society  (who  have  lately  done  me 
the  honour  of  electing  me  their  Secretary)  that  I 
should  prefix  my  name  to  the  following  Miscel- 
lany, it  is  but  fair  to  them  and  to  myself  to  state, 
that,  except  in   the  "  painful  pre-eminence"  of 
being  eujployed  to  transcribe  their  lucubrations,  my 
claim  to  such  a  distinction  in  the  title-page  is  not 
greater  than  that  of  any  other  gentleman,  who  has 
contributed  his  share  to  the  contents  of  the  volume. 
I  had  originally  intended  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  giving  some  account  of  the  origin  and 
o^ccts  of  our  Institution,  the  names  and  charac- 
ters of  the  diflferent  members,  &c.  &c.  —but,  as  I 
am  at  present  preparing  for  the  press  the  First 
Volume  of  the  "  Transactions  of  the  Poco-curante 
Society,**  I  •^l  reserve  for  that  occasion  all  fur- 
ther  deUili  upon  the  subject ;  and  content  myself 
hen  with  referring,  for  a  general  insight  into  our 
tenets,  to  a  Song  which  will  be  found  at  the  end 
of  this  work,  and  which  is  sung  to  us  on  the  first 
dav  of  every  month,  by  one  of  our  oldest  members, 
tothetuneofC-fto-Ican  recollect,  being  no 

musician,)  eitbar  «  Nancy  Dawson"  or    He  stole 

*'i?mT  iH^twa  »tao  to  state,  for  the  inform- 
■•     „f  thoM  oriti*  «ho  tttw*  with  the  hope  of 


into  notice,  that  it  is  the  role  of  this  Soc 
return  no  other  answer  to  such  assailants, ' 
contained  in  the  three  words  **  Non  cant  1 
elides,"  (meaning,  in  English,  **  Hippodide 
not  care  a  fig,")  which  were  spoken  two  d» 
years  ago  by  the  first  founder  of  Poco-cnn 
and  have  ever  since  been  adopted  as  the  1 
dictum  of  the  sect 

THOMAS  BROl 


FABLES  FOR  THE  HOLY  ALLIAJ 


FABLE  L 

t 

THE  DISSOLUTION  OF  THE  HOLT  AIlUll 

A    DREAM. 

FvE  had  a  dream  that  bodes  no  good 
Unto  the  Holy  Brotherhood. 
I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  confess — 

As  far  as  it  is  right  or  lawful 
For  one,  no  conjurer,  to  guess — 

It  seems  to  me  extremely  awfiiL 

Methought,  upon  the  Neva*s  flood 

A  beautiful  Ice  Palace  stood, 

A  dome  of  frost-work,  on  the  plan 

Of  that  once  built  by  Empress  Anne,  * 

Which  shone  by  moonlight — as  the  tale  i 

Like  an  Aurora  Borealis. 

In  this  said  Palace,  fumish*d  all 

And  lighted  as  the  best  on  land  are, 
I  dreamt  there  was  a  splendid  Ball, 

Given  by  the  Emperor  Alexander, 
To  entertain  with  all  due  zeal. 

Those  holy  gentlemen,  whoVe  shown  i 
Regard  so  kind  for  Europe's  weal. 

At  Troppau,  Lay  bach,  and  Verona. 

■  "  It  \i  well  known  that  the  Empress  Anne  bolU  s 
of  ice  on  the  Neva,  in  1740.  which  was  fifty.two  feet  in 
and  when  illuminated  had  a  surprising  effisct  **— Pna 
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ought  was  bappy — aod  design'd 
t  how  thus  the  human  Mind 
ike  the  stream  imprison*d  there, 
ck*d  and  chill'd,  till  it  can  bear 
ATiest  Kings,  that  ode  or  sonnet 
ft  be*prais*d,  to  dance  upon  it 

I  were  pleas*d,  and  cold,  and  stately, 
ering  in  grand  illumination — 

d  the  superstructure  greatly, 
gaTC  one  thought  to  the  foundation. 

00  the  Czar  himself  exulted, 

II  plebeian  fears  a  stranger, 
adame  Krudener,  when  consulted, 
pkdg'd  her  word  there  was  no  danger. 
be  capered,  fearless  quite, 

king  himself  extremely  clever, 
iltz*d  away  with  all  his  might, 
'  the  Frost  would  last  for  ever. 

icy  how  a  bard  like  me, 
reverence  monarchs,  must  have  trembled 
that  goodly  company, 
ich  a  ticklish  sport  assembled. 

re  the  fears,  that  thus  astounded 

al  soul,  at  all  unfounded*^ 

!  ere  long,  those  walls  so  massy 

i  seia'd  with  an  ill-omen'd  dripping, 

it  the  floors,  now  growing  glassy, 

r  Hcdinesses  took  to  slipping. 

sr,  half  through  a  Polonaise, 

i  scarce  get  on  for  downright  stumbling ; 

xissia,  though  to  slippery  ways 

used,  was  cursedly  near  tumbling. 

1  *twas,  who  could  stamp  the  floor  most, 
and  Austria  'mong  the  foremost — 

w,  to  an  Italian  air, 

precious  brace  would,  hand  in  hand,  go ; 

while  old  Louis,  from  his  chair, 

•d  them  his  toes  to  spare  — 

1  loudly  out  for  a  Fandango. 

Fandango,  'faith,  they  had, 
:h  they  all  set  to,  like  mad ! 
irere  Kings  (though  small  the*  expense  is 
imong  their  Excellencies) 
>f  all  their  princely  senses. 
,  that  dance — that  Spanish  dance — 
e  was  the  luckless  strain  begun, 
glaring  red,  as  'twere  a  glance 
from  an  angry  Southern  sun, 
through  all  the  chambers  flam'd, 
aishing  old  Father  Frost, 
ursUng  into  tears,  exclaim'd, 
thaw,  by  Jove — we're  lost,  we're  lost ; 


•*  Run,  France — a  second  Waterloo 

"  Is  come  to  drown  you — aauwe  quipeuti" 

Why,  why  will  monarchs  caper  so 

In  palaces  without  foundations  ?  — 
Instantly  all  was  in  a  flow. 

Crowns,  fiddles,  sceptres,  decorations — 
Those  Royal  Arms,  that  look'd  so  nice. 
Cut  out  in  the  resplendent  ice — 
Those  Eagles,  handsomely  provided 

With  double  heads  for  double  dealings — 
How  fast  the  globes  and  sceptres  glided 

Out  of  their  claws  on  all  the  ceilings  I 
Proud  Prussia's  double  bird  of  prey 
Tame  as  a  spatch  cock,  slunk  away ; 
While— just  like  France  herself^  when  she 

Proclaims  how  great  her  naval  skill  is — 
Poor  Louis'  drowning  fleurs-de^lys 

Imagin'd  themselves  toater-lilies. 

And  not  alone  rooms,  ceilings,  shelves, 

But — still  more  fatal  execution — 
The  Great  Legitimates  themselves 

Seem'd  in  a  state  of  dissolution. 
The'  indignant  Czar — when  just  about 

To  issue  a  sublime  Ukase, 
**  Whereas  all  light  must  be  kept  out" — 

Dissolv'd  to  nothing  in  its  blaze. 
Next  Prussia  took  his  turn  to  melt, 
And,  while  his  lips  illustrious  felt 
The  influence  of  this  southern  air. 

Some  word,  like  "  Constitution" — long 
Congeal'd  in  ftt)sty  silence  there  — 

Came  slowly  thawing  from  his  tongue. 
While  Louis,  lapsing  by  degrees. 

And  sighing  out  a  faint  adieu 
To  truffles,  salmis,  toasted  cheese 

And  smoking  ybm/u«,  quickly  grew. 

Himself,  into  Vifondu  too ;  — 
Or  like  that  goodly  King  they  make 
Of  sugar  for  a  Twelfth-night  cake. 
When,  in  some  urchin's  mouth,  alas. 
It  melts  mto  a  shapeless  mass ! 

In  short,  I  scarce  could  count  a  minute. 
Ere  the  bright  dome,  and  all  within  it. 
Kings,  Fiddlers,  Emperors,  all  were  gone — 

And  nothing  now  was  seen  or  heard 
But  the  bright  river,  rushing  on, 

Happy  as  an  cnfranchis'd  bird. 
And  prouder  of  that  natural  ray. 
Shining  along  its  chainless  way — 
More  proudly  happy  thus  to  glide 

In  simple  grandeur  to  the  sea. 
Than  when,  in  sparkling  fetters  tied, 
'Twos  deck'd  with  all  that  kingly  pride 

Could  bring  to  light  its  slavery ! 


MOOEE'S  WOEKS. 


Such  ii  my  dreani — and,  I  coofcn, 

1  iremble  si  iU  anfulneii*. 

Thai  Spanish  Dance^lhal  southern  brain  — 

Bal  I  §uy  nothing — (here's  mj  drcnm  — 

And  Madomu  Krodener,  the  she-prophi-t. 

May  make  jiut  what  she  plcaaes  of  it. 


PBOEH. 
Where  Kings  have  been  by  mob-elecCiana 

Rais'd  lo  lht>  Throne,  'tis  itnngo  to  see 
What  different  and  what  odd  perfectionj 

Meo  have  reqnir'd  in  Royalty. 
Some,  tiking  monarchs  larg«  and  plumpy, 

"lave  choi'n  their  Sovereigns  by  the  weight  i — 
Some  nish'd  Ihem  tall,  aome  thought  your  dumpy, 

Dulch-bnill,  the  true  Legitimate.' 
The  Easterns  la  a  PrLnee,  'lis  said. 
Prefer  wbat's  called  a  jnlier-hesd :  : 
The'  Egyptians  wer'n't  at  all  particular, 

'io  that  (heir  Kings  had  not  red  hair  — 
Thii  fault  not  even  the  neatest  stickler 

For  the  blood  royal  well  conld  bear. 
A  thousand  more  such  illustrallana 
Might  be  addac'd  from  Tsriou*  nations. 
But,  'mong  the  many  tales  ibey  tell  as. 

Touching  the'  arquir'd  or  oataral  right 
Which  some  men  haie  to  rule  their  fellows. 

There's  one,  which  I  shall  here  recite :  — 

I'ABLE. 
There  wsj  a  land — to  Honu  Ibe  place 

Id  ceilher  now  mj  wieh  nor  dnty  — 
Where  reign'd  B  certain  Royal  race. 

By  right  of  their  superior  beauty. 

What  was  the  cut  legilimatc 

Of  these  great  penons's  chins  and  dosc*. 
By  right  of  whicb  they  rul'd  Ihe  state, 

No  bistory  I  have  seen  discloses. 

But  so  it  was — a  aeltled  casu  — 
Some  Act  of  Parliament,  pass'd  snugly, 

Had  Toled  Ihrta  a  beauteous  tacc 
And  all  their  &ithful  subjects  ugly. 


Your  Peen  were  decent — ^Snighu,  son. 
But  alt  your  cannon  people,  giirgniu  t 

Of  course,  if  any  knave  had  hinted 
Thai  the  King's  nose  ws«  Innied  aitr;. 

Or  that  the  Queen  (God  bleas  bcr!)>i)iuD 
The  jadgea  doom'd  that  kiiB*e  to  die. 


■d. 


Bdi  rarely  things  like  iMs  o 

The  people  to  their  King  were  dntaic 
And  look  it.  on  his  Royal  won). 

That  they  were  frigbu,  and  He  vu  be 

The  cause  whereof,  among  all  claaaea, 
Was  simply  this — tbew  ialaad  el>« 

Had  never  yet  seen  lookitig-|[huKa. 
Aud.  therefore,  did  not  Anao  tfaawrti 

Bomolimea.  indeed,  their  tieighboun'  faat 
Might  strike  them  as  more  (nil  of  t™ 

More  freih  than  those  in  certain  pla«f 
Bui,  Lord,  the  very  thought  was  ir™ 

Besides,  howe'er  we  love  our  neighboar. 

Aud  take  his  face's  part,  'lis  koovn 
We  ne'er  (o  much  in  earnest,  labour. 

As  tthen  the  Uce  attack'd'f  our  own. 

So.  on  they  went  — the  crowd  bclic«in| 
{  As  crowds  well  govern'!]  alwRy* 

Thi'ir  rulers,  loo,  themselves  deceivj 
So  old  the  joke,  they  ihoogbl  'm 

But  jokes,  we  know,  if  they  too  ftrj 

Must  have  an  end  —  and  so,  one  i 

Upon  that  coast  there  was  a  cargo 

Of  looking-glasses  nul  away. 

'Twas  said,  tome  Radicals,  somewba 

Had  kid  their  wicked  beads 
And  forc'd  that  ship  to  founder  thi 
While  some  believe  it  was  Uic  wi 

However  this  might  be,  th«  beigbt 
Was  landed  without  feca  or  dutiM 

And  from  thai  hour  historians  date 
Tbe  downfall  of  the  Rac«  of  Bew 

The  looking'glasi'es  got  about. 

And  grew  so  common  tlimn^  th 
That  scarce  a  linker  could  walk  oot^ 

Wilbonl  a  mirror  in  his  kaniL 

Comparing  facei,  morning,  noon. 
And  night,  their  conslanl  ocenpa 

By  dint  of  looklng-glaases,  soon, 
They  grew  a  most  reflecting  ntti 
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In  Tain  the  Coart»  svm  of  erron 
Li  all  the  old,  cstabliali'd  maiaida, 

Pnluhlted  tlie  oae  of  mirroia. 
And  tried  to  break  them  at  all  haiardt : — 


In  Tain-^their  laws  mig^t  just  as  well 
Have  been  waite  paper  on  the  shehres ; 

That  fittal  freight  had  broke  the  spell ; 
Pec^le  had  look'd — and  knew  themselTes. 

If  ehanoe  a  Dnke,  of  birth  sublime, 

Presnm'd  vpon  his  ancient  frice, 
(Smne  calf-head,  ng^y  from  all  time,) 

Thej  pof^'d  a  mirror  to  his  Grace : — 

lost  hinting^  by  that  gentle  sign, 

flow  little  Nature  holds  it  true, 
That  what  is  eall*d  an  ancient  line, 

Mvst  be  the  line  of  Beanty  too. 

Fhwi  Dake*s  they  pass*d  to  regal  phisses, 
Compared  them  proodly  with  their  own. 

And  cried,  **  How  coM  soch  monstrous  quizses 
"  In  Beauty's  name  usurp  the  throne  I" — 

They  then  wrote  essays,  pamphlets,  books, 

Upon  Gosmetical  (Economy, 
Which  made  the  King  try  ▼arious  looks. 

But  none  impror'd  his  physiognomy. 

And  Bitires  at  the  Court  were  leyell'd. 
And  small  lampoons,  so  fall  of  slynesses, 

That  soon,  in  short,  they  quite  be-devil'd 
Their  Uijesties  and  Royal  Highnesses. 

At  length — but  here  I  drop  the  veil. 
To  spare  some  loyal  folks*  sensations  ; 

Besides,  what  follow'd  is  the  tale 
Of  all  such  late  enlighten'd  nations ; 

Of  all  to  whom  old  Time  discloses 

A  truth  they  should  have  sooner  known — 

That  Kings  have  neither  rights  nor  noses 
A  whit  diTiner  than  their  own. 


FABLE  TIL 


THB  TOBCH  OF  UBERTT. 

I  SAW  it  all  in  Fancy's  glsss — 
Herself,  the  Cur,  the  wild  magician, 

Who  l»d  this  si^endid  day-dream  pass, 
And  nam'd  each  gliding  spparition. 

Twaa  lika  a  toieh-raoe— such  as  they 
Of  Off  cos  pernNm'd,  in  ages  gone, 


When  the  fleet  youths,  in  kmg  array, 
Pass*d  the  bright  torch  triumphant  on. 

I  saw  the'  expectant  nations  stand. 
To  catch  the  coming  flame  in  turn ;  -* 

I  saw,  frtmi  ready  hand  to  hand. 
The  clear,  though  struggling^  glo>7  bom. 

And,  oh,  their  joy,  as  it  came  near, 
*Twas,  in  itself,  a  joy  to  see ; — 

While  Fancy  whisper'd  in  my  ear, 
**  That  torch  they  pass  is  Liberty  I  ** 

And,  each,  as  she  receiVd  the  flame, 

Lighted  her  altar  with  its  ray ; 
Then,  smiling,  to  the  next  who  came. 

Speeded  it  on  its  sparkling  way. 

From  Ajlbioh  first,  whose  andent  shrine 
Was  fhmish'd  with  the  fire  already, 

Columbia  caught  the  boon  divine. 
And  lit  a  fiame,  like  Albion's,  steady. 

The  splendid  gift  then  Gallia  took. 
And,  like  a  wild  Bacchante,  raising 

The  brand  aloft,  its  sparkles  shook, 
As  she  would  set  the  world  a-blasing ! 

Thus  kindling  wild,  so  fierce  and  high 

Her  altar  blaz'd  into  the  air, 
That  Albion,  to  that  fire  too  nigh, 

Shrunk  back,  and  shndder'd  at  its  glare  I 

Next,  Spain,  bo  new  was  light  to  her, 
Leap'd  at  the  torch  ^  but,  ere  the  spark 

That  fell  upon  her  shrine  could  stir, 
'Twas  quench'd — and  all  again  was  dark. 

Yet,  no — not  quench'd — a  treasure,  worth 
So  much  to  mortals,  rarely  dies : 

Again  her  liying  light  look'd  forth. 
And  shone,  a  beacon,  in  all  eyes. 

Who  next  receiv'd  the  flame  ?  alas, 
Unworthy  Naples — shame  of  shames. 

That  ever  through  such  hands  should  pass 
That  brightest  of  all  earthly  flames  I 

Scarce  had  her  fingers  touch'd  the  torch, 
When,  frighted  by  the  sparks  it  shed. 

Nor  waiting  eren  to  feel  the  scorch, 
She  dropp'd  it  to  the  earth — and  fied. 

And  fUl'n  it  might  have  long  remain'd ; 

But  GaRECE,  who  saw  her  moment  now, 
Canght  up  the  prize,  though  prostrate,  stain'd, 

And  wav'd  it  round  her  beauteous  brow. 


\2 
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id  Fancy  bade  me  mark  where,  o*er 
llor  altar,  as  its  flame  ascended, 
ir.  laun*ird  spirits  seem*d  to  soar. 
Who  thiu  in  song  their  voices  blended:^ 

«hino,  shine  for  ever,  glorious  Flame, 

*  Oivinest  gift  of  Gods  to  men ! 

^roni  (iKKiX'G  thy  earliest  splendour  came, 

*  To  Oreix:e  thy  ray  returns  again. 

Pake.  Freedom,  take  thy  radiant  round, 

*  When  dimmed,  revive,  when  lost,  return, 
rill  not  a  shrine  through  earth  be  found, 

*  On  which  thy  glories  shall  not  bum!*" 


FABLE  IV 


THE    FLT    AND  THE    OrLLOCK. 

%:.  \>SL  to  the  MOi's  suney. 

>  »*^r.i  pTVM's:*  of  iop#y-iunry, 

ir*"s  n*v.ij:h:  ik>  much  disturbs  one's  patience. 

,.r\  v.'..r.'.*  \v.  lofty  statinns. 
-  .  ki  :r..i:  ^^n  nf  [-uinfal  tii^mii-r. 

.].  >\r.Ur  O'himns,  lab-'iirin!:  under 
>.onii.»-.*  aroht'S,  pivo  K-hol-li-rs; — 
ihi"**i'  jHKir  ('aryaii'lfS 
iiliinnM  n»  siuilf  anil  stand  at  ease, 
Viih  .1  *ihoU'  hnus'.*  up«">n  thiir  shoulders. 

IS  in  suim*'  fi*w  niyal  cases, 
111  niinils  ari'  f'^'rn  into  such  places — 
hv\  are  tlit-rc.  l»v  Ui.L'ht  Divine, 
tr  i\n\  sui'h  suflici'-nt  reason, 
V  —  il.-siv'n  fi)rl»id  wr  sh<iuM  n.'pine!  — 
\\  vish  it  (ithtTwisi-  wen-  treason  ; 
.  ev'n  to  see  it  in  a  vihinn, 
ulil  !»o  what  lawyers  rail  mhprimtm. 

K.tnrnT  Tn.^Kii  with      nnd  he, 
»f  oiinrBi'.  knew  nil  jilmiil  the  matter — 
.«»h  men  nml  Im-iihIm  Inve  Mminreliy  ;" 
t  liirh  pntvev  how  niliiiiiill       tiie  Itittrr. 
\jy.  wi'  know,  iir  ^inii|i  «ir  I if'.ht, 
11 1\  ilineril  rnuii  the  Kiiifihl  t 
.  InnU  n  Kiii|i  ini»\  I"*"'  !••■  Iieinl, 

X    rlippill}!   llwliHllllll)    lilh  lulilli* 
t1ii«  it  ni-«tit|iiMi",  III  l>leil, 
I   ,n.>\«     t   .lU".   Hlieil    KlHil*  •*>«'  1''*^ 
,    ,    «i.*^l    .11  ilHi  K^  iliMMIIIklltl    l»l'" 


No,  no — it  imH  right-line  Kingi, 
(Those  sovereign  lords  in  leflding-strinj 
yfho,  from  their  birth,  mre  Faith-Defen 
That  more  my  wrath — 'tis  your  preteii 
Your  mnshroom  mien,  sons  of  earth. 
Who— not,  like  t*  others,  bores  by  birtl 
Establish'd  gratia  Dei  bloekheida. 
Bom  with  three  kingdoms  in  their  poci 
Yet,  with  a  brass  that  nothing  stops, 

Push  np  into  the  loftiest  stations. 
And,  though  too  doll  to  manage  shops, 

Presume,  the  dolts,  to  manage  natioDi 

This  class  it  is,  that  mores  my  gall. 
And  stirs  np  bile,  and  spleen,  and  alL 
I      Mliile  other  senseless  things  appear 
To  know  the  limits  of  their  sphere  — 
While  not  a  cow  on  earth  romances 
So  much  as  to  conceit  she  dances— 
While  the  most  jumping  frog  we  know  o 
Would  scarce  at  Astley's  hope  to  shov  ol 
Your  •  •  's,  your  •  •  •s  dare, 

Untrain'd  as  are  their  minds,  to  set  the 
To  aiijf  business,  oiijr  where. 

At  amy  time  that  fools  will  let  then. 

But  leave  we  here  these  npstart  things— 
My  business  is.  just  now,  with  Kings ; 
To  whom,  and  to  their  right-line  glory, 
I  dedicate  the  following  story. 

FABLE. 

The  wise  men  of  Egypt  were  secret  as  dm 
And.  ev'n  when  thev  most  condescended  n 

m 

They  pack'd  up  their  meaning,  as  they  di 
mummies. 
Id  so  many  wrappers,  'twas  oat  of  one's  i 

They  were  also,  good  people,  mnch  given  to  S 
Fond  of  craft  and  of  crocodiles,  monks 
mystery; 

But  blue-bottle  flies  were  their  best  bdov'd  d 
As  will  partly  appesir  in  this  very  short  1 

A  Scythian  philospher  (nephew,  they  sij. 
To  that  other  great  traveller,  young  Anad 

Stept  into  a  temple  at  Memphis  one  day. 
To  have  a  short  peep  at  their  mystiesl  ft 


He  saw  i  a  brisk  Uae-bottle  F>f  on 
Made  much  of^  and  wonhipp*d, 
divine; 


■aallM 


1  Arcordlng  to  .Clton,  It  was  in  Iba 
thry  prartiffd  this  teigiuum  — 
AmimmL  lib.  ii.  cap.  9. 
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While  a  lirge*  hwifliome  Bollock,  led  there  m  a 
halter, 
Before  it  lay  stabVd  at  the  foot  of  the  shrine. 

Sorpris'd  at  foch  doings,  he  whisper'd  his  teacher — 
**  If  'tisn't  impertinent,  ma j  I  ask  why 

**  Should  a  Bollock,  that  osefol   and  powerful 
creatore, 
"  Be  thos  offered  op  to  a  blue-bottle  Fly  ?** 

**  No  wonder" — said  t*other — *'  yon  stare  at  the 
sight, 
**  But  aoe  as  a  Symbol  of  Monarchy  view  it — 
^  That  Fly  on  the  shrine  is  Legitimate  Right, 
**  And  that  Bollock,  the  People,  that's  sacrific'd 
to  it* 


FABLE  V. 


CHUBCH  AND  STATE. 


FBOEM. 


'  The  monent  any  rdigion  becomes  national,  or  ettabUah- 
to  purity  moat  certainly  be  lost,  because  it  is  then  impos- 
10  keep  it  unconnected  with  men's  interests ;  and,  if 
It  most  iDeritably  be  penrerted  by  them.**— Soami 


Thus  did  Soame  Jentns — though  a  Tory, 
A  Lord  of  Trade  and  the  Plantations; 

Feel  how  Religion's  simple  glory 
Is  itain'd  by  State  associations. 

When  Cathebine,  ere  she  crushed  the  Poles, 

Appeal'd  to  the  benign  Divinity ; 
Then  cot  them  up  in  protocols, 
ICade  fractions  of  their  very  souls  >  — 

An  in  the  name  of  the  bless'd  Trinity ; 
Or  when  her  grandson,  Alexander, 
That  mighty  Northern  salamander,^ 
Whose  icy  touch,  felt  all  about, 
Pots  every  fire  of  Freedom  out — 
When  he,  too,  winds  up  his  Ukases 
With  God  snd  the  Ponagia's  praises — 
When  he,  of  royal  Saints  the  type, 

In  holy  water  dips  the  spunge. 
With  which,  at  one  imperial  wipe. 

He  would  all  human  rights  expunge ; 
When  Louis  (whom  as  King,  and  eater, 

name  Dix-huit  and  some  Des-huitres,) 


Tha  Mtaauoder  is  supposed  to  hare  the  power  of  exUn. 
§n  bf  Ha  natural  coldness  and  molitare. 


Ci 


t« 


Calls  down  ** St  Louis*  God"  to  witness 
The  right,  humanity,  and  fitness 
Of  sending  eighty  thousand  Solons, 

Sages,  with  muskets  and  lac'd  coats. 
To  cram  instruction,  nolens  volens, 

Down  the  poor  struggling  Spaniards'  throats- 
I  can't  help  thinking,  (though  to  Kings 

I  must,  of  course,  like  other  men,  bow,) 
That  when  a  Christian  monarch  brings 
Religion's  name  to  gloss  these  things — 

Such  blasphemy  out-Benbows  Benbowl^ 

Or — not  so  far  for  fiicts  to  roam, 
Havmg  a  few  much  nearer  home — 
When  we  see  Churchmen,  who,  if  ask*d, 
"^  Must  Ireland's  slaves  be  tith'd,  and  task'd, 
^  And  driv*n  like  Negroes  or  Croats, 

**  That  ^011  may  roll  in  wealth  and  bliss?" 
Look  from  beneath  their  shovel  hats 

With  all  due  pomp,  and  answer  **  Yes!" 
But  then,  if  question'd,  '*  Shall  the  brand 
**  Intolerance  flings  throughout  that  land, — 

**  Shall  the  fierce  strife  now  taught  to  grow 

Betwixt  her  palaces  and  hovels, 

Be  ever  quench'd?" — from  the  same  shovels 

Look  grandly  forth,  and  answer  **  Na** — 
Alas,  alas !  have  ihest  a  claim 
To  merciful  Religion's  name? 
If  more  you  seek,  go  see  a  bevy 
Of  bowing  parsons  at  a  levee  — 
(Choosing  your  time,  when  straw's  before 
Some  apoplectic  bishop's  door,) 
Then,  if  thou  canst,  with  life,  escape 
That  rush  of  lawn,  that  press  of  crape. 
Just  watch  their  rcv'rences  and  graces. 

As  on  each  smirking  suitor  frisks. 
And  say,  if  those  round  shining  faces 

To  heav'n  or  earth  most  turn  their  disks  ? 

This,  this  it  is  —  Religion,  made, 

'Twixt  Church  and  State,  a  truck,  a  trade — 

This  most  ill-match'd,  unholy  Co., 

From  whence  the  ills  we  witness  flow  ; 

The  war  of  many  creeds  with  one  — 

The*  extremes  of  too  much  faith,  and  none — 

Till,  betwixt  ancient  trash  and  new, 

'Twixt  Cant  and  Blasphemy — the  two 

Rank  ills  with  which  this  age  is  curst — 

We  can  no  more  tell  which  is  worst. 

Than  erst  could  Egypt,  when  so  rich 

In  vanous  plagues,  determine  which 

She  thought  most  pestilent  and  vile. 

Her  frogs,  like  Benbow  and  Carlisle, 

>  A  well-known  publisher  of  Irreligious  books. 
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Crooking  their  native  mad-notes  loud. 

Or  her  fat  locusts,  like  a  cloud 

Of  pluralists,  obesely  low'ring, 

At  once  benighting  and  devouring ! 

This — this  it  is — and  here  I  pray 

Those  sapient  wits  of  the  Reviews, 
Who  make  us  poor,  dull  authors  say, 

Not  what  we  mean,  but  what  they  choose ; 
Who  to  our  most  abundant  shares 
Of  nonsense  add  still  more  of  theirs, 
And  are  to  poets  just  such  evils 

As  caterpillars  find  those  flies,  ^ 
Which,  not  content  to  sting  like  devils, 

Lay  eggs  upon  their  backs  likewise — 
To  guard  against  such  foul  deposits 

Of  other's  meaning  in  my  rhymes, 
(A  thing  more  needful  here,  because  it's 

A  subject,  ticklish  in  these  times) — 
I,  here,  to  all  such  wits  make  known. 

Monthly  and  Weekly,  Whig  and  Tory, 
Tis  this  Religion — this  alone 

I  aim  at  in  the  following  story : — 

FABLE. 

When  Royalty  was  young  and  bold. 
Ere,  touch'd  by  Time,  he  had  become 

If  *tisn*t  civil  to  say  oid. 

At  least,  a  ci-devant  jeune  homme ; 

One  evening,  on  some  wild  pursuit 
Driving  along,  he  chanc'd  to  see 

Religion,  passing  by  on  foot. 
And  took  him  in  his  vis-k-vb. 

This  said  Religion  was  a  Friar, 
The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men. 

Who  ne'er  had  notion  or  desire 
Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 


4i 


» 


I  say  "  —  quoth  Royalty,  who  rather 
Ei^oy'd  a  masquerading  joke — 
**  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  father, 
"  You  lend  me,  for  a  while,  your  cloak. 

The  Friar  consented — little  knew 

What  tricks  the  youth  had  in  his  head ; 

Besides,  was  rather  tempted  too 
By  a  lac'd  coat  he  got  in  stead. 

Away  ran  Royalty,  slap-dash, 
Scamp'ring  like  mad  about  the  town ; 


*  "  The  greatest  number  of  the  ichneumon  tribe  are  leen 
settling  upon  the  back  of  the  caterpillar,  and  darting  at  dllTerent 


Broke  windows,  shiver'd  lamps  to  nnaib, 
And  knock'd  whole  scores  of  watchmen  doi 

While  nought  conld  they,  whose  heads  were  \n 
Learn  of  the  "  why  "  or  the  "  wherefore,* 

Except  that  'twas  Religion's  cloak. 
The  gentleman,  who  crack'd  them,  won. 

Meanwhile,  the  Friar,  whose  head  was  tuni'd 
By  the  lac'd  coat,  grew  frisky  too ; 

Look'd  big — his  former  habits  spumed — 
And  storm'd  about,  as  great  men  do : 

Dealt  much  in  pompous  oaths  and  curses — 
Said  **  d — mn  you  "  often,  or  as  bad— 

Laid  claim  to  other  people's  purses — 
In  short,  grew  either  knave,  or  mad. 

As  work  like  this  was  unbefitting. 
And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it. 

The  Court  of  Conunon  Sense,  then  sitting 
Sununon'd  the  culprits  both  before  it 

Where,  after  hours  in  wrangling  spent 
(As  Courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  weflX 

Religion  to  St  Luke's  was  sent. 
And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  BrideweD. 

With  this  proviso — should  they  be 
Restor'd,  in  due  time,  to  their  sensei» 

They  both  must  give  security. 
In  future,  against  such  offences — 

Religion  ne'er  to  lend  his  cloak. 
Seeing  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to ; 

And  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke, — 
But  not  to  crack  poor  people's  heads  toa 


FABLE  VL 

THE  LITTLE  GRAND  LAMA. 

PBOEM. 

Novella,  a  young  Bolognese, 

The  daughter  of  a  leam'd  Law  Dodor,* 
Who  had  with  all  the  subtleties 

Of  old  and  modem  jurists  stoek'd  her. 
Was  so  exceeding  flur,  'tis  said. 

And  over  hearts  held  such  doninim, 


intenralt  their  ttlngs  into  ita  body — at  vrery  dart  thiy  di 
an  egg. " — Golmmitb.  * 
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That  when  h«r  fhther,  nek  in  bed. 
Or  boiy,  sent  her,  in  his  itead. 

To  leetnre  on  the  Code  Justinian, 
She  had  a  enrtain  drawn  befbre  her, 

Leat,  if  her  charms  were  seen,  the  students 
Should  let  their  yoong  eyes  wander  o*er  her. 

And  quite  forget  their  jurisprudence.  > 
Just  so  It  is  with  truth,  when  wen. 

Too  ^•««»s»g  tur, — tis  ftom  behind 
A  light,  thin  allegorie  screen. 

She  thus  can  saftst  teach  mankind. 


FABLE. 

In  Thibet  once  there  reign'd,  we*re  told, 

A  little  Lama,  one  year  old  — 

Baia*d  to  the  throne,  that  realm  to  bless, 

Jnst  when  his  little  Holiness 

Had  ent—*  as  near  as  can  be  reckon*d  — 

Some  say  hafint  tooth,  some  his  Mecond, 

Chronologers  and  Nurses  rary. 

Which  proves  historians  should  be  wary. 

We  only  know  the*  important  truth, 

Sa  Mi^iestyAAfcutatooth.^ 

And  mnch  his  snljects  were  enchanted,  — 

Aa  well  all  Lamas*  suljeets  mojf  be. 
And  would  hare  giT^  their  heads,  if  wanted. 

To  make  tee-totums  for  the  baby. 
Thron'd  as  he  was  by  Right  Divine  — 

(What  Lawyers  call  Jure  Diviito, 
Igfftiymg  a  ri^  to  yours,  and  mine. 

And  every  body's  goods  and  rhino,) 
Of  course,  Us  &ithftil  subjects*  purses 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  succours ; 
Nothing  was  seen  but  pensioned  Nurses, 

And  the  land  groan'd  with  bibs  and  tuckera 

Oh!  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennet, 
Then  sitting  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 
Te  Gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 
Upon  the  Nursery  Estimates! 
What  cutting  down  of  swaddling-clothes 

And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles ! 
What  calls  for  papers  to  expose 

The  waste  of  sugar-plums  and  rattles! 
Bat  no  — if  Thibet  had  M.P.'s, 
They  were  fkr  better  bred  than  these  ; 
Hot  gave  the  slightest  opposition, 
Daring  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition. 


tl  Aok  octaijpt  d'ancoM  estolne,  fl  enrojrolt  No- 

ilto,  «i  tOD  Uw  lira  tux  McholM  Ml  charge,  et,  afln 

'  raOealMBpAcliil  Upent^dM  07aiiU,ellesrolt 

smrtkw  difaot  aUc  —  arM.  de  Pue,  CM  da 

\Umm.M. 


But  short  this  calm ;  —  for,  just  when  he 
Had  reach'd  the'  alarming  age  of  three. 
When  Royal  natures,  and,  no  doubt. 
Those  of  att  noble  beasts  break  out— 
The  Lama,  who  till  then  was  quiet, 
Show'd  symptoms  of  a  taste  for  riot ; 
And,  ripe  for  mischief,  early,  late. 
Without  regard  for  Church  or  State, 
Made  free  with  whosoe'er  came  nigh; 

Tweak'd  the  Lord  Chancellor  by  the  nose; 
Tum'd  aU  the  Judges'  wigs  awry. 

And  trod  on  the  old  Generals'  toes : 
Pelted  the  Bishops  with  hot  buns. 

Rode  cockhorse  on  the  City  maces. 
And  shot  from  little  devilish  guns. 

Hard  peas  into  his  sulgects'  foces. 
In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd. 

And  grew  so  mischievous,  God  bless  him  I 
That  his  Chief  Nurse— with  ev'n  the  aid 
Of  an  Archbishop  —  was  afhuid, 

When  in  these  moods,  to  comb  or  dress  him. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  persons  most  inclin'd 

Through  thick  and  thin,  for  Kings  to  stickle. 
Thought  him  (if  they'd  but  speak  their  mind. 

Which  they  did  not)  an  odious  pickle. 

At  length  some  patriot  lords —  a  breed 

Of  animals  they've  got  in  Thibet, 
Extremely  rare,  and  fit,  indeed. 

For  folks  like  Pidcock,  to  exhibit  — 
Some  patriot  lords,  who  saw  the  length 
To  which  things  went,  combined  their  strength. 
And  penned  a  manly,  plain  and  free 
Remonstrance  to  the  Nursery ; 
Protestmg  warmly  that  they  yielded 

To  none,  that  ever  went  before  'em, 
Li  loyalty  to  him  who  wielded 

The'  hereditary  pap-spoon  o'er  'em ; 
That,  as  for  treason,  'twas  a  thing 

That  made  them  almost  sick  to  think  of — 
That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Throughout  his  measles  and  his  chin-cough. 
When  others,  thinking  him  consumptive, 
Had  ratted  to  the  Heir  Presumptive !  — 
But,  still — though  much  admiring  Kings 
(And  chiefly  those  in  leading-strings). 
They  saw,  with  shame  and  grief  of  soul. 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 
And  constitutional  control 

Of  birch  before  their  ruler's  eyes ; 


s  S«e  Tamer's  Bmbauy  to  Thibet  for  an  account  of  his  In- 
tenriew  with  the  Lama. — **  Teshoo  Lama  (he  says)  was  at 
this  time  eighteen  months  old.  Though  he  was  unable  to 
ipeak  a  word,  he  made  the  most  expressire  signs,  and  con. 
ducted  htanaelf  with  astonishing  dlgmUif  and  decorum.** 
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But  that,  of  iBte,  such  pranks,  and  tricks, 

And  freaks  occurred  the  whole  day  long. 
As  all,  bat  men  with  bishopricks, 

Allow'd,  in  ev'n  a  King,  were  wrong. 
Wherefore  it  was  they  humbly  pray'd 

That  Honourable  Nursery, 
That  such  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

As  all  good  men  desir'd  to  see  ;  — 
In  other  words  (lest  they  might  seem 
Too  tedious),  as  the  gentlest  scheme 
For  putting  all  such  pranks  to  rest, 

And  in  its  bud  the  mischief  nipping  — 
They  ventur'd  humbly  to  suggest 

His  Migesty  should  have  a  whipping ! 

When  this  was  read,  no  Congreve  rocket. 

Discharged  into  the  Gallic  trenches, 
£*er  equaird  the  tremendous  shock  it 

Produced  upon  the  Nursery  benches. 
The  Bishops,  who  of  course  had  votes, 
By  right  of  age  and  petticoats. 
Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fuss  — 
**  What,  whip  a  Lama!  suffer  birch 

**  To  touch  his  sacred infamous ! 

**  Deistical !  —  assailing  thus 
"  The  fundamentals  of  the  Church  I  — 
♦*  No  — no —  such  patriot  plans  as  these, 
"  (So  help  them  Heaven  —  and  their  Sees!  ) 
*'  They  held  to  be  rank  blasphemies." 

The'  alarm  thus  given,  by  these  and  other 

Grave  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side. 
Spread  through  the  land,  till,  such  a  pother. 

Such  party  scjuabbles,  far  and  wide. 
Never  in  history's  page  had  been 
Recorded,  as  were  then  between 
The  Whippers  and  Non-whippers  seen. 
Till,  things  arriving  at  a  state, 

Which  gave  some  fears  of  revolution, 
The  patriot  lords'  advice,  though  late. 

Was  put  at  last  in  execution. 
The  Parliament  of  Thibet  met  — 

The  little  Lama,  call'd  before  it. 
Did,  then  and  there,  his  whipping  get, 
And  (as  the  Nursery  Gazette 

Assures  us)  like  a  hero  bore  it. 

And  though,  'mong  Thibet  Tories,  some 
Lament  that  Royal  Martyr</om 
(Please  to  observe,  the  letter  D 
In  this  last  word 's  pronounc'd  like  B), 
Yet  to  the*  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  is  Thibet's  land  a  debtor. 
That  her  long  line  of  Lamas,  since. 

Have  all  behav'd  themselves  much  better. 


FABLE  VIL 

THE  EXTINGUIBHSBfl. 
PBOEH. 

Though  soldiers  are  the  true  tuppoiti, 
The  natural  allies  of  Courts, 
Woe  to  the  Monarch,  who  depends 
Too  much  on  his  red-coated  friends ; 
For  even  soldiers  sometimes  think  — 

Nay,  Colonels  have  been  known  to  resM 
And  reasoners,  whether  clad  in  pink. 
Or  red,  or  blue,  are  on  the  brink 

(Nine  cases  out  of  ten)  of  treason. 

Not  many  soldiers,  I  believe,  are 

As  fond  of  liberty  as  Mina ; 
Else  — woe  to  kings,  when  Freedom*!!  fefcr 

Once  turns  into  a  Scttrlethta  t 
For  then  —  but  hold  'tis  best  to  veil 
My  meaning  in  the  following  tale :  — 

FABLE. 

A  Lord  of  Persia,  rich  and  great, 

Just  come  into  a  large  estate. 

Was  shock'd  to  find  he  had,  for  neighbovn. 

Close  to  his  gate,  some  rascal  Gheben, 

Whose  fires,  beneath  his  very  nose. 

In  heretic  combustion  rose. 

But  Lords  of  Persia  can,  no  doubt. 

Do  what  they  will — so,  one  fine  moraing. 
He  tum'd  the  rascal  Ghebers  out. 

First  giving  a  few  kicks  for  warning. 
Then,  thanking  Heaven  most  piously, 

He  knock'd  their  Temple  to  the  groond. 
Blessing  himself  for  joy  to  see 

Such  Pagan  ruins  strew'd  around. 
But  much  it  vex'd  my  Lord  to  find. 

That,  while  all  else  obey'd  his  will. 
The  Fire  these  Ghebers  left  behind. 

Do  what  he  would,  kept  burning  stilL 
Fiercely  he  storm'd,  as  if  his  frown 
Could  score  the  bright  insurgent  down ; 
But,  no — such  fires  are  headstrong  thiogi, 
And  care  not  much  for  Lords  or  Kings. 
Scarce  could  his  Lordship  well  contrive 

The  flashes  in  one  place  to  smother. 
Before  —  hey  presto ! — all  alive. 

They  sprung  up  freshly  in  another. 

At  length  when,  spite  of  prayers  and  damn 
'Twas  found  the  sturdy  fiame  defied  him, 

His  stewards  came,  with  low  mlamM^ 
OfTring,  by  contract,  to  provide  him 
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arge  ExtingaUhen,  (a  plan, 
lu'd,  they  said,  at  Ispahan, 
,  Petersburgh — in  short, 
Ter  Light*8  forbid  at  court,) 
les  no  Lord  should  be  withont, 

would,  at  once,  put  promptly  out 
ida  of  fires, — from  staring,  stark 
OS  to  the  tiniest  spark ; 

things  slept  as  dull  and  dark, 
a  great  Lord's  neighbourhood, 
right  and  fitting  all  things  should. 

Lin^y,  some  large  supplies 
iese  Extinguishers  were  Aimish'd 
^  the  true  Imperial  8i2e), 
there,  in  rows,  stood  black  and  burnish^, 
where*er  a  gleam  but  shone 
it  or  fire,  to  be  clapp*d  on. 

1,  how  lordly  wisdom  errs, 
ting  to  extinguishers ! 
y,  when  he  had  left  all  sure, 
ist,  to  thought  he)  dark,  secure — 
ime,  at  all  its  exits,  entries, 
meted  to  his  heart's  content, 
ack  extinguishers,  like  sentries, 
'd  over  every  dangerous  vent — 
la,  imagine  his  amaze, 
wrath,  his  rage,  when,  on  returning, 
nd  not  only  the  old  blaze, 
c  as  before,  crackling  and  burning, 
ly  new,  young  conflagrations, 
g  up  round  in  various  stations — 
ill  more  awful,  strange,  and  dire, 
xtinguishers  themselves  on  fire  ! !  > 
they — those  trusty,  blind  machines 
Lionlship  had  so  long  been  praising, 
ler  Providence,  the  means 
eeping  down  all  lawless  blazing, 
low,  themselves—  alas,  too  true 
ameful  fact —  tum'd  blazers  too, 
y  a  change  as  odd  as  cruel, 
of  dampers,  serv'd  for  fuel ! 

>f  his  only  hope  bereft, 

lat,**  said  the  great  man, "  must  be  done  ?"' 

t,  in  scrapes  like  this,  is  left 

Teat  men  is — to  cut  and  run. 

he  did  *,  while  to  their  grounds, 

banishM  Ghebers  blest  retum*d ; 


«  of  this  Fable  was  caught  from  one  of  those 
ts  which  abound  in  the  conversation  of  my  friend, 
of  the  "  Letters  to  Julia,"  — a  production  which 
ne  of  the  happlect  specimens  of  playful  poetry  that 
■ed  in  this  or  any  age. 


And,  though  their  Fire  had  broke  its  bounds. 

And  all  abroad  now  wildly  bum'd. 
Yet  well  could  they,  who  lov'd  the  flame. 
Its  wandering,  its  excess  reclaim ; 
And  soon  another,  fiurer  Dome 
Arose  to  be  its  sacred  home. 
Where,  cherish'd,  guarded,  not  confined. 
The  living  glory  dwelt  inshrin'd. 
And,  shedding  lustre  strong,  but  even, 
Though  bom  of  earth,  grew  worthy  heaVn. 

MORAL. 

The  moral  hence  my  Muse  infers 
Is,  that  such  Iiords  are  simple  elvea, 

In  trusting  to  Extinguishers, 
That  are  combustible  themselves. 


FABLE  VIIL 

LOUIS  fourteenth's  wig. 

The  money  rais'd—  the  army  ready — 
Drams  beating,  and  the  Royal  Neddy 
Valiantly  braying  in  the  van. 
To  the  old  tune  «*  Eh,  eh.  Sire  Ane  /•*  — « 
Nought  wanting,  but  some  coup  dramatic, 

To  make  French  sentiment  explode. 
Bring  in,  at  once,  the  gout  fanatic. 

And  make  the  war  "/a  demiire  mode** — 
Instantly,  at  the  Pavilion  Marsan, 

Is  held  an  Ultra  consultation — 
What's  to  be  done,  to  help  the  farce  on  ? 

What  stage-effect,  what  decoration, 
To  make  this  beauteous  France  forget. 
In  one  grand,  glorious  pirouette. 
All  she  had  sworn  to  but  last  week, 
And,  with  a  cry  of  "  Magnifique !" 
Rush  forth  to  this,  or  any  war. 
Without  inquiring  once — "  What  for?** 

After  some  plans  propos'd  by  each. 
Lord  Chateaubriand  made  a  speech, 
(Quoting,  to  shew  what  men's  rights  are. 

Or  rather  what  men's  rights  should  be. 
From  Hobbes,  Lord  Castlereagh,  the  Czar, 

And  other  friends  to  Liberty,) 


s  They  celebrated  in  the  dark  ages,  at  many  diurches,  par« 
ticularly  at  Rouen,  what  was  called  the  Feast  of  the  Ass.  On 
this  occasion  the  ass,  finely  drest,  was  brought  before  the  altar, 
uid  they  sung  before  him  this  elegant  anthem,  "  Eh,  eh,  eh. 
Sire  Ane,  eh,  eh,  eh.  Sire  Ane.'*~WAaTON*«  Estojf  on  Pope. 


Wherein  he — bsTing  first  protrated 

'Guoet  humouring  the  mob  — soggeited 

(Ai  the  moM  high-bred  plan  he  inw 

For  giviDg  ihe  now  War  Mat) 

A  grand,  Baplumil  Alcln-dnune, 

To  be  got  up  at  Nolre-Dame, 

In  which  llie  Duke  (wiio,  blese  his  Highness  1 

Had  by  hu  hdl  acquir'd  such  fame, 
TwB9  hop'd  that  he  M  lilile  ihj-neBS 

Would  show,  when  lo  Ae  point  he  cBroe,) 
ShODld.  for  his  deeds  lo  lioa-hesrted. 
Be  christ«i]*d  Htro,  ere  he  started  ; 
With  power,  by  Itoyul  Ordonoaner, 
To  beftr  that  name— at  least  in  France. 
Himself — the  Viscount  Chnleaabrlaud  — 
(To  help  the'  tBalt  with  more  april  on) 
OffVing,  for  this  baptismal  rite, 

Some  of  his  awn  fam'd  Jordan  water —  ' 
(Marie  Louise  not  having  quite 

Us'd  oil  that,  for  jonng  Nap,  he  brought  lier.) 
The  boptiam,  in  IHU  caK,  to  be 
Applied  to  that  extremity. 
Which  Bourbon  heroes  most  expose ; 
And  which  (as  well  all  Europe  knows) 
Happens  to  be,  in  this  Defender 
Of  tlie  tme  Faith,  extremely  lender. ' 

Or  if  (the  Ticcoant  eaid)  this  scheme 
Too  rash  and  premalore  ihoald  iccm  — 
If  thus  dlHounling  heroes,  on  lick  — 

This  glory,  by  antic  ipition. 
Wis  loo  much  in  Ihe  genrt  riaiiaitlujut 

For  lueb  a  highly  clastic  nation. 
He  begg'd  to  say,  Ihe  Abyaaiuians 
A  practice  had  in  their  dominions, 
Which,  If  at  Paris  got  up  well, 
Id  full  cottuait,  was  sure  to  tell. 
At  all  great  epochs,  good  or  ill. 
They  hate,  says  BRrcE  (and  BnucE  ne'er  bu 
From  the  strict  traih),  a  grand  Quadrille 
In  public  danc'd  by  (he  Twelve  Judges—  ' 
And,  he  assures  ui.  the  grimarca. 
The  afrt-clialK.  the  airs  and  graces 
Of  dancers,  so  profound  and  atulely. 
Divert  the  Abyssinintia  greatly. 


Now  {nii  the  Tiscoant).  there's  but  IHr 
Great  Em^res,  where  this  plan  would  do: 
For  instance,  England  i — let  Ihem  uk> 
"  What  pains  they  would — 'twere  vaunoMrin 
"  The  twelve  stiff  Jndgea  there  would  a 

"  The  worst  QuadriUe-aet  now  iliTe: 
"  One  most  have  seen  them,  ere  dd 


"  Imagine  properly  JtinoE  Wooi>, 
"  Performing,  in  his  wig,  n>  gaily, 
"  A  gutia-dt-thal  with  JusrtcK  Btnst 
"  French  Judges,  though,  are.  hy  a 
"  This  sort  of  stiff,  be-wigg'd  machinec 
"  And  we,  wboVe  seen  Ihem  at  Ssaa 
"  And  Foilien  lately,  may  be  anrp 
"  They'd  dance  quadrille*,  or  any  thingi 
"  That  would  be  pleasing  to  the  King— 
"  Nay,  stand  upon  their  heads,  and  nan 
"  To  please  Ihe  little  Dnke  de  Bordnof 

After  these  several  schemes  there  came 
Some  othen  —  needless  now  lo  name, 
Sioee  that,  which  Iktonsieur  plana'd,  hja 
Soon  doom'd  all  others  to  the  sbel^ 
And  was  receii'd  ;Hir  acrlamatian. 
As  truly  worthy  the  Gnurb  A'alagii. 

It  leemi  (as  Monsienr  told  the  story) 

That  Lotns  the  Fourteenth,— thai  gloi% 
That  Cvryphte  of  all  crawn'd  pam, 

pink  of  the  Legitimates — 
Had,  when,  with  many  a  pious  pny'r.h* 
Beqaeath'd  oulo  the  Virgin  Maty 
His  marriage  deeds,  and  cordon  him, 
Be<)uealh'd  in  her  his  State  Wig  too- 
(An  off'ring  which,  at  Court,  'lis  tlu 
The  Virgin  values  as  she  ought)  — 
That  Wig,  Ihe  wonder  of  all  rjrt. 
The  Cynosure  of  Gallia's  skies, 
To  watch  and  tend  whose  ciii4s  adot'd, 

Ra-build  its  tow 'ring  rm>C  wheo  But, 
And  round  its  rumpled  liase,  •  Board 

Of  sixty  Barbers  daily  sat.  * 
With  Subs,  on  State-Days,  (o  amt, 
Well  peniion'd  from  the  Civil  Li(ti— 


It  Dukti  altbnua  li-iur  I 
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That  wood'nms  Wig«  •nmy'd  in  which 
And  Ibnn'd  alike  to  sw«  or  witeh. 
He  beat  all  other  hein  of  crowns, 
In  taking  miatreaiea  and  towni, 
Requiring  hot  a  ahot  at  on<^ 
A  amile  at  f'olAcr,  and  *twas  done ! — 

<*  That  Wig*  (mid  Monueor,  while  hia  brow 
Rose  proodly,)  **  u  ezitting  now ; — 
"  That  Grand  Perniqne,  amid  the  iUl 

**  Of  er'ry  other  Royal  glory, 
"*  With  eovls  erect  aarnvea  them  all, 

**  And  tflili  in  er'ry  hair  their  story. 
**  Think,  think,  how  welcome  at  this  time 

*  A  rdie,  ao  belov'd,  sublime  I 

**  What  worthier  standard  of  the  Canse 
«  Of  Kingly  Rig^t  can  France  demand  ? 

*■  Or  who  among  oar  ranks  can  panse 
"  To  guard  it,  while  a  curl  shall  stand  ? 

*  Rehold,  my  friends  **—  (while  thus  he  cried, 
A  cortain,  which  conceal'd  this  pride 

Of  Princdy  'Wlgt  was  drawn  aside) 

*  Behidd  that  grand  Permque — how  big 
<«  With  recoUections  for  the  world— 

*  For  France — for  us— Great  Louis'  Wig, 

«  By  HiFPOLTTB  I  new  friaz'd  and  curFd — 
<*  Nlemfria^dl  atos,  *tis  but  too  true, 

*  Wril  may  you  start  at  that  word  new — 
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But  such  the  sacrifice,  my  friends, 
The'  Imperial  Cossack  recommends ; 
Thinking  such  small  concessions  sage, 
To  meet  the  spirit  of  the  age. 
And  do  what  best  that  spirit  flatters, 
In  Wigs — if  not  in  weightier  matters. 
Wherefore,  to  please  the  Czar,  and  show 
That   we    too,    much-wrong'd    Bourbons, 

know 
What  liberalism  in  Monarchs  ia. 
We  have  conceded  the  New  Fris  I 
Thus  arm'd,  ye  gallant  Ultras,  say. 
Can  men,  can  Frenchmen,  fear  the  fray  ? 
With  this  proud  relic  in  our  yan, 
**  And  D^ANOOULftME  our  worthy  leader. 
Let  rebel  Spain  do  all  she  can, 
**  Let  recreant  England  arm  and  feed  her, — 
Urg'd  by  that  pupil  of  Hunt's  school. 
That  Radical,  Lord  Litbbpool — 
France  can  have  nought  to  fear — hr  from 

it— 
**  When  once  astounded  Europe  sees 
The  wig  of  Louis,  like  a  Comet, 
'*  Streaming  abore  the  Pyrenees, 
All's  o'er  with  Spain — then  on,  my  sons, 
**  On,  my  incomparable  Duke, 
And,  shouting  fbr  the  Holy  Ones, 
"  Cry  Vive  la  Guerre^ei  la  Pemqmer 


RHYMES  ON  THE  ROAD, 

XXTRACTSD  FBOK  THE  JOURNAL  OF  A  TBAYELLINa   MEMBEB  OF 

THE  POCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY,  1819. 


Tbb  greater  part  of  the  fdlowing  Rhymes  were 
or  composed  in  an  old  caJteche^  for  the 
Iwrpose  of  beguiling  the  eanm  of  solitary  travel- 
ling ;  and  as  Tcrses,  made  by  a  gentleman  in  his 
■iaep,  have  been  lately  called  *'a  psychological 
mnomtjf"  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  verses,  composed 
bj  a  gentleman  to  keep  himself  awake,  may  be 
with  some  appellation  equally  Greek. 


I  A 


G^fhr  of  Um  pnMBt  dqr* 
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INTRODUCTORY  RHYMEa 

DigtreniAUUvde*  in  trUek  Autkon  eompou,  —Baifa,  Henr^ 

SUpken$,  Herodotus,  ^ Writimg  in  Bed^  in  tke  FkU$. 

—Plato  and  Sir  Richard  Blackmore^FkUUng  wUk  Qkma 
and  Twigf.—Madame  dc  Sta&^Rk^ming  on  tke  Roady  in 
anoldCaUche. 

What  yarious  attitudes,  and  ways. 
And  tricks,  we  authors  baye  in  writing  I 

While  some  write  sitting,  some,  like  Batbs, 
Usually  stand,  while  they're  inditing. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


I  there  are,  who  wear  the  floor  oat, 

»5uring  a  line  at  every  stride ; 

e  some,  like  IIbnry  Stephens,  pour  out 

i3mies  by  the  dozen,  while  they  ride.' 

3DOTC8  wrote  most  in  bed ; 

id  RiCHERAND,  a  French  physician, 

ires  the  clock-work  of  the  head 

»es  best  in  that  reclin'd  position. 

u  consult  Montaigne-  and  Puny  on 

subject,  'tis  their  joint  opinion 

Thought  its  richest  har>-est  yields 
lad,  among  the  woods  and  fields ; 

bards,  who  deal  in  small  retail, 

home  may,  at  their  counters,  stop ; 
hat  the  grove,  the  hill,  the  vale, 
%  Poesy's  true  wholesale  shop. 

verily,  I  think  they're  right — 
r,  many  a  time,  on  summer  eves, 
at  that  closing  hour  of  light, 
hen,  like  an  Eastern  Prince,  who  leaves 
listant  war  his  Haram  bow'rs. 
Sun  bids  farewell  to  the  flow'rs, 
se  heads  are  sunk,  whose  tears  are  flowing 
all  the  glory  of  his  going !  — 

/  have  felt,  beneath  those  beams, 
hen  wand'ring  through  the  fields  alone, 
ights,  fancies,  intellectual  gleams, 
hich,  far  too  bright  to  be  my  own, 
i*d  lent  me  by  the  Sunny  Pow'r, 

was  abroad  at  that  still  hour. 

js  I've  felt,  how  must  thctf  feel, 
le  few,  whom  genuine  Genius  warms  ; 
I  whose  souls  he  stamps  his  seal, 
aven  with  Beauty- 's  countless  forms ; — 
few  upon  this  earth,  who  seem 
to  give  truth  to  Plato's  dream, 
>  in  their  thoughts,  as  in  a  glass, 
adows  of  heavenly  things  appear, 
ctions  of  bright  shapes  that  pass 
irough  other  worlds,  above  our  sphere! 

his  reminds  me  I  digress ; — 
r  Plato,  too,  produc'd,  'tis  said, 
)ne,  indeed,  might  almost  guess,) 
s  glorious  visions  all  in  bed.' 


praque  tiia  cannlna  cquitans  cnmposult.  —  Paravicin. 

ar. 

Mn  pm§te%  dorment,  ti  jp  let  assii."  —  Montaigkb. 

nut  eorum  qui  in  aperto  aere  ambulant,  attollltur.  — 

le  only  authority  I  know  for  imputing  thit  practice  to 
ind  Herodotus,  it  a  Latin  Poem  by  M.  de  Valoit  on  hit 
1  which  hetayt:  — 

Ludfer  Herodotum  tldit  Vetperquo  cubantem, 
Deaedit  totoa  beic  Plato  t«pe  diet. 


'Twas  in  his  carriage  fhe  sablime 

Sir  RicHABD  Blackmobx  used  to  rhyme ; 

And  (if  the  wits  don't  do  him  wrong) 
Twixt  deaths  and  epics  pas8*d  his  time. 

Scribbling  and  killing  all  day  long — 
Like  Phoebos  in  his  car,  at  ease. 

Now  warbling  forth  a  lofty  song. 
Now  mard*ring  the  young  Niobes. 

There  was  a  hero  *moDg  the  Danes, 
Who  wrote,  we're  told,  *mid  all  the  pains 

And  horrors  of  exenteration. 
Nine  charming  odes,  which,  if  yoall  look. 

You'll  find  preserv'd,  with  a  translation, 
By  Barthoukus  in  his  book.^ 
In  short,  'twere  endless  to  recite 
The  various  modes  in  which  men  write: 
Some  wits  are  only  in  the  mind. 

When  beans  and  belles  are  round  them  fniaaf; 
Some,  when  they  dress  for  dinner,  find 

Their  muse  and  valet  both  in  waitmg; 
And  manage,  at  the  self-same  time. 
To'  adjust  a  neckcloth  and  a  rhyme. 

Some  bards  there  are  who  cannot  seribbk 
Without  a  glove,  to  tear  or  nibble ; 
Or  a  small  twig  to  whisk  about — 

As  if  the  hidden  fbonts  of  Fandy, 
Like  wells  of  old,  were  thos  fbmid  out 

By  mystic  tricks  of  rhabdomancy. 
Such  was  the  little  feathery  wand,* 
That,  held  for  ever  in  the  hand 
Of  her  7,  who  won  and  wore  the  crown 

Of  female  genius  in  this  age, 
Seem'd  the  conductor,  that  drew  down 

Those  words  of  lightning  to  her  pagb 
As  for  myself — to  come,  at  last, 

To  the  odd  way  in  which  /  write— 
Having  employ'd  these  few  months  ptK 

Chiefly  in  travelling,  day  and  night, 
Fve  got  into  the  easy  mode, 
Of  rhyming  thus  along  the  road — 
Making  a  way-bill  of  my  pages, 
Counting  my  stanzas  by  my  stages— 
'Twixt  lays  and  re-lays  no  time  test- 
In  short,  in  two  words,  wriimgpotL 


*  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  wu  a 
poet. 

'  EAdemcurft  nee  minoraa  inter 
agent!  fuitAtMomo  Pnida  Daaleo 
intettlna  extraheot,  inunanltar  tarqiianl, 
carmina  cednit,  &c.  ~  Baaraouil.  4r 
Mart. 

*  Made  of  p^>er,  twiited  up  like  a  ftn  oi 
7  Bfadame  de  Stael. 
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EXTRACT  L 

Genera. 

View  pf  the  LaktvfOtwna  from  the  JwruA — Amitiomttoremdi 
iibtforetke  Sum  leent  dotm — Obliged  toproctedtm  Fbol. — 
Alps.  —  Momt  Blame ^gM  qftke  Scemt, 

*TwAS  late — the  ion  bad  almost  shone 
His  last  and  best,  when  I  nn  on, 
Anzions  to  reach  that  splendid  view, 
Before  the  day-beams  quite  withdrew  ; 
And  feelmg  as  all  feel,  on  first 

Approaching  scenes,  where,  they  are  told, 
Soch  glories  on  their  eyes  will  burst. 

As  youthful  bards  in  dreams  behold. 

Twas  distant  yet,  and,  as  I  ran. 

Full  often  was  my  wistful  gaze 
Tnm'd  to  the  sun,  who  now  began 

To  call  in  all  his  out-post  rays. 
And  form  a  denser  march  of  light, 
Such  as  beseems  a  hero*s  flight 
Oh,  how  I  wish'd  for  Joshua's  powV, 
To  stay  the  brightness  of  that  hour  I 
But  no — the  sun  still  less  became, 

Diminish'd  to  a  speck,  as  splendid 
And  small  as  were  those  tongues  of  flame, 

That  on  the'  Apostles*  heads  descended! 

'Twas  at  this  instant — while  there  glow'd 

This  last,  intensest  gleam  of  light- 
Suddenly,  through  the  opening  road, 

The  valley  burst  upon  my  sight ! 
That  glorious  valley,  with  its  Lake, 

And  Alps  on  Alps  in  clusters  swelling, 
Mighty,  and  pure,  and  fit  to  make 

The  ramparts  of  a  Godhead's  dwelling. 

I  stood  entranc'd — as  Rabbins  say 
This  whole  assembled,  gazing  world 

Will  stand,  upon  that  awful  day, 
When  the  Ark's  Light,  aloft  unfurl'd. 

Among  the  opening  clouds  shall  shine. 

Divinity's  own  radiant  sign ! 

Mighty  Mont  Blanc,  thou  wert  to  me. 
That  minute,  with  thy  brow  in  heaven. 

As  sure  a  sign  of  Deity 

As  e'er  to  mortal  gaze  was  given. 

Nor  ever,  were  I  destin'd  yet 
To  live  my  life  twice  o*er  again, 

I  Between  Vattay  and  Gex. 

t  fn  the  jear  17R3,  when  the  forcM  r4  B^rn^.  terdfaila.  and 
laid  siege  to  Genera,  and  when,  sitrr  a  iumtmtfiraiUm 
hcroiiaa  and  KUlderoCkia,  which  pr'/mi««d  u*  rital  ttm  I 
dMlr  Miceetors  In  160S  afalnrt  H»t*^,  dwr  (itentevamt 


Can  I  the  deep-felt  awe  fbrget. 
The  dream,  the  trance  that  rapt  me  then ! 

'Twas  all  that  consciousness  of  powV 

And  life,  beyond  this  mortal  hour ; — 

Those  mountings  of  the  soul  within 

At  thoughts  of  Heaven — as  birds  begin 

By  instinct  in  the  cage  to  rise. 

When  near  their  time  for  change  of  skies  t— 

That  proud  assurance  of  our  claim 

To  rank  among  the  Sons  of  Light, 
Mingled  with  shame — oh  bitti>r  shame!  — 

At  having  risk'd  that  splendid  right. 
For  aught  that  earth  through  all  its  range 
Of  glories,  offers  in  exchange ! 
'Twas  all  this,  at  that  instant  brought, 
Like  breaking  sunshine,  o'er  my  thought— 
'Twas  all  this,  kindled  to  a  glow 

Of  sacred  zeal,  which,  could  it  shine 
Thus  purely  ever,  man  might  grow, 

Ev*n  upon  earth  a  thing  divine. 
And  be,  once  more,  the  creature  made 
To  walk  unstain'd  the'  Elysian  shade ! 

No,  never  shall  I  lose  the  trace 

Of  what  I've  felt  in  this  bright  place. 

And,  should  my  spirit's  hope  grow  weak, 

Should  I,  oh  God,  e'er  doubt  thy  pow'r, 
This  mighty  scene  again  I'll  seek, 

At  the  same  calm  and  glowing  hour, 
And  here,  at  the  sublimest  shriiu* 

That  Nature  ever  rear'd  to  Thee, 
Rekindle  all  that  hope  divine, 

And  feel  my  immortality  ! 


EXTRACT  n. 

FATK  OF  OKNKVA  IN  THK  VKAII  I7W. 
A    rRAUMKNT, 

Yks—  if  ther<:  yt  live  utnttf  oft}umf. 
Who,  when  thi«  Niiiall  K<'|Mibli(?  r*m*, 
Qui'rk  as  a  »tartU;fl  hivi;  of  \ni<'*, 
Agatntt  h'-r  l^ajfiu'ring  f'tt**tmtt%  —  '* 
Wh<fn,  a«  tlif^  lloyal  Hatrap  %U*i*tk 
His  w«ll-krjr;wn  ft^UfT*  at  ht:r  gaUra, 

thtir  gatM  Ut  tt««  iMmU-gif.  afid  autwiitti-d  wMt*i*A  a  •itugi/Uk 
Vf  cW  MLiiwtUm  'A  OiHr  li»t»nu^,  —  *»«•  an  ^j^mut  tA  ckla 
Uit^tAtAUm  \u  i>/%^'9  f>»Uje«rr1and. 
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Et  n  wires  and  mothen  arm'd,  and  tcck 
Their  itations  by  their  sou  and  mates : 

And  on  these  walls  there  stood  -   yet.  mx 
Shame  to  the  traitors  —  icomU  have  stocd 

As  Hmi  a  band  as  e*er  let  flow 

At  Freedom's  base  their  sacred  blood; 
If  thtHk'  yet  live,  who,  on  that  night. 
When  all  were  watching,  girt  for  fight. 
Stole,  like  the  creeping  of  a  pest, 
Knnn  rank  to  rank,  fVom  breast  to  breast. 
Killing  the  weak,  the  old  with  fears, 
Turning  the  heroine's  seal  to  tears, — 
IWtraving  Honour  to  that  brink, 
Whoiv.  one  step  more,  and  he  must  sink — 
And  quenching  hoiH'S,  which,  though  the  hist, 
Like  metet^rs  on  a  drowning  mast, 
>V,\uM  }ei  hare  \i^\  to  death  more  bright. 
Than  life  eer  K^ik'd.  in  all  its  light ! 
Till  A>H).  tiV  «t^m.  distrust,  alarms 

ThnMVjShout  the*  embattled  thousands  ran, 
Vr.i  the  h:i:h  spirit,  late  in  arms, 
rSc  s>^a!.  thai  might  have  work'd  such  charms, 

K«-*«^  like  A  brt>kon  talisman — 
rv^r  jc^ftti^  that  they  had  sworn  should  be 

^^«'  jc*u**  %^f  IVath,  that  very  dawn, 
iJt^v  )\tMta}^(«  widely,  bloodlessly, 

I'o  the  pnmd  fin* — nor  sword  was  drawn, 
\iv  c^  ^1  one  martyr'd  body  cast 
IV  «CAtii  their  f«miiite}M.  as  they  pass'd ; 
i.u.  x*i  I  hi'  iiian;i  nwom  ut  night 
l\«  %U»  or  \\\\\  >ouie  tU'd  the  sight, 
KMM*'  »uhh1  fo  IiH^k,  with  sullen  ft'own, 

>^  hitc  wMuo.  in  iui}N)tent  despair, 
li^»kc  \\w\r  bright  nnnour  and  lay  down, 

X^  wpin^.  ujHMi  ilu'  fragments  there  ! — 
I  iSv»»e,  1  !i;»\.  >»hi»  brought  that  shame, 
'h;U  bU»i  u|Hiii  Iik.nkva's  name, 
k'  \\\  lui;  »lilt —  though  crime  so  dark 

Slull  h.tiig  up,  fixM  mid  unforgiv'n, 
ii  Ui^i\tr\'!i  |mge.  thr'  eternal  mark 

KiM'  Si'K'vu  lo  pierce — so  help  me,  Heav'n, 
%ki»h  the  trailonniK  8luves  no  worse, 

N\»  dtv|H'i*,  deadlier  disaster, 
it»i»  iill  ertrih'ii  illN  no  fouler  curse 

riuu  to  have  •«•••••••••  their  master  I 


T 


EXTRACT  IlL 


«itf  Tirmlk.—Bippomema  ami4tnimmia, 
Chmdt. 


iillMlqiie  riipltttnr  pomi 


IkH-tiiMi  curMt,  ■uriimqiir  viilubllf  tollit. 


Ovid. 


la  itJIiMi  wry  difltfuU  Co  dUliiigiiish  between  cloud* 
I)'* .  'Uul  iMi  (h»«v«iiinf  whmi  I  flrtt  saw  this  magnifl- 


EvEN  here,  in  this  region  of  wonders. 
That  light-footed  Fancy  leaves  truth  i 
Or,  at  least,  like  Hippomenea,  tarns  hi 
By  the  golden  illusions  he  flinga  in  be 

What  a  glory  it  seem*d  the  first  ev'nin 
Mont  Blanc,  like  a  viaion,  then  sndd 
On  the  wreck  of  the  annaet — and  all  ] 

Of  high-towering  Alps,  touch'd  still 
Far  hoKer,  purer  than  that  of  the  Day 

As  if  nearness  to  Heaven  had  ma 

bright! 

Then  the  dying,  at  last,  of  these  splen< 

From  peak  after  peak,  till  they  left  bu 

One  roseate  ray,  that,  too  precioos  to  t 

O'er  the  Mighty  of  Moontains  still 
hung, 
Like  the  last  sunny  step  of  Astksa,  v 

From  the  summit  of  earth  to  Elysinm 
And  those  infinite  Alps,  stretching  on 

sight 
Till  they  mingled  with  Heaven,  nowsh 

light, 
Stood  lofty,  and  lifeless,  and  pale  in  th4 
Like  the  ghosts  of  a  Giant  Creation  goi 

That  scene — I  have  view'd  it  this  evei 

By  the  same  brilliant  light  that  hung  ovc 

The  valley,  the  Uke  in  their  tenderest  < 

Mont  Blanc  in  his  awfullest  pomp 

whole 

A  bright  picture  of  Beauty,  reclin*d  in  i 

Of  Sublimity,  bridegroom  elect  of  he 

But  where  are  the  moiutains,  *>»•*  nw 

first, 
One  dazzling  horizon  of  miracles,  bnrst 
Those  Alps  beyond  Alps,  without  end* 
Like  the  waves  of  eternity  —  where  are 
Clouds — clouds — they  were  nothing  I 
after  alltft 
That  chain  of  Moiht  Blamcb,  whidi 
flew  o*er. 
With  a  wonder  that  nought  on  this  esith 
Were  bat  cloods  of  the  evenings  and 
no  more. 


cent  Mene,  the  doudi 
boriion  ai  to  decehre  me  Into  aa 
extent  of  these  moontaliu,  « 
was  very  fiir,  of  ooune,  fttm 


idnoT  Iht 
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re  of  life'i  joaag  iUntiontl     Oh, 
•in,  at  oDce,  iitd  hide  ail  from  mj 


EXTRACT  IV. 

1 

Tr.  _  Albamo't  Rape  tj  ProMerpime 


It  thna  to  touch  the  boaom'i  tend'rett  (pring; 
By  ulliDg  ioto  life  inch  >je«,  m  bring 
Back  to  onr  lad  remembnace  «ome  oC  thOM 
We're  onil'd  and  wept  with,  in  their  jojt  and  woet. 
Thai  fillingthemirith  tean,  lilce  lean  vs'ire  known. 
Till  all  the  pictor'd  grief  becomea  our  own— 
If  Aubedeem'dihe  victory  of  Art  — 

If  thai,  by  pen  or  pencil,  to  lay  bare 
The  deep,  freih,  living  foontaina  of  the  heart 

Befbre all eyea, he  Geoios  — ilia  timtt 


are,  or  motes  in  sammer  beami. 

eft  of  Enna'a  flo«V<  from  earth, 
celebrate  their  dance  of  mirth 
!en  tree,  like  fhya  upon  a  heath  — 
•r«  Dramt,  link'd  in  order  bright, 
leek,  like  roae-buds  in  a  wreath ; 
ire  diicant,  ahowing  from  beneath 
wingi  their  little  eyea  of  light 
ong  the  cloodx,  their  eldest  brother, 
im  up,  tella  with  a  smile  of  blia* 
Fluto  to  his  charmed  mother, 
Lo  greet  the  tidings  with  a  kisst 

e  Lores  rejoice — and  well  did  they, 

hese  fables,  picture,  in  their  weaving, 
mth,  (which,  io  a  darker  day, 

hii  saintship  for  believiog,) — ' 
trrml  Lore,  whose  fadeless  my 
IT  death,  nor  sin  can  ovt^reast, 
pthi  of  hell  will  find  his  way, 

and  heal,  and  Irimnph  there  at  last  I 

gar — where  the  bond-maid  heara 
n's  lips  that  he  and  she  must  part ; 
lim  with  eyes  all  full  ofleara, 
he  very  lost  drops  from  her  heart. 


-let  n 
s,  of  colouring  ti 


wlold 

e  and  cold  — 


;  with  the  story  there 
a  suffers,  when  the  stay 
rt  hath  lean'd  on  falls  away  — 


EXTRACT  V. 


The  more  Pre  view'd  this  world,  the  n 

That,  fill'd  aa  tis  with  scenea  and  creatnrea  rare, 
Fancy  commanda,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenea  and  creatnrea  &r  more  ftir. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  np  there 

A  ungle  chaim,  thafi  not  from  Nature  won. 
No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  tingle  hne  nnborrow'd  from  the  atin  — 
Bat  'tis  the  mental  mediam  it  shine*  tbningh. 
That  lends  lo  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hne } 
As  the  same  light,  ^t  o'er  the  level  lake 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings. 
Will,  entering  iu  the  rounded  raiu-drop,  make 

Colours  as  gay  as  those  oa  Peria'  wingi  I 

And  such,  I  deem,  the  diSVence  between  real, 
Eiistiug  Beauty  and  that  form  ideal. 
Which  she  assumeB,wben  seen  by  poets'  eyea. 
Like  sunshine  in  the  drop  —  with  all  those  dyes, 
Wbich  Fancy's  variegating  prism  supplies. 

I  have  a  story  of  two  lovers,  fill'd 

With  all  the  pure  romance,  the  blissful  sadnea^ 
And  the  sad,  doubtful  bliss,  that  ever  thrill'd 

Two  young  and  longing  hearts  in  that  sweet 

But  where  to  choose  the  region  of  my  vision 
In  this  wide,  vulgar  world —  what  real  spot 


It  DlilDC  Lart  uli 


b*  bntber  altbt  eelebrmlKl  i^loti 
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n  be  found  out  sufficiently  Elysian 

ror  two  such  perfect  lovers,  I  know  not 

for  some  fkir  Formosa,  such  as  he, 
e  young  Jew  fabled  of.  in  the*  Indian  Sea, 

nothing,  but  its  name  of  Beauty,  known, 
d  which  Queen  Fancy  might  make  all  her  own, 
r  fairy  kingdom — take  its  people,  lands, 
d  tenements  into  her  own  bright  hands, 
d  make,  at  least,  one  earthly  corner  fit 
r  Love  to  live  in,  pure  and  exquisite  ! 


t'hilfi  iliP  I><iKi*  Mli-ti.ii'll,  in  1 171. 

I  4  UmiiIIi'  niil^it'ilffi  JiiHtininni.  Tunc  dci  plus  illiistrof 
t'tiiiii.  ntiiliil  iniiti'lirr  toiitt't'iitii^rcdaiiscettc  expedition; 
r.MiKiH  rriil  rtimliiilt.iMh ;  c'l'tiiit  renoiivcler  Texeraple 
.  iMiiilii'  iiiiiiilli*  ill-  Konif  ;  lt>  RiAme  malheur  les  atten- 

Ht*h*tti  ifi'  Irttiti',  fuir  l).\u\f. 
lit,'  ttliltmiml  i'tn  I'iKilii.    Till!  roIliTtion  of  Maxims 
h  \i\\\  li><M  inmili  ilirw  ii|i  III  llif  nn|(ii'iit  of  thi!  Vonptian 
.tiimiiti.  (ill  llii>  K»ld«nrf  nf  clii-  SiTrrt  Inquisition  of 

«iv  ni-tiiiit  liitumlniiTiii  rathiT  an  over  •charged  satire 

«  4.  •ffiliMi,  lliNii  M  at  ■trill  nf  policy,  BfTiousI)' inculcatcd. 

•o.  !,•.>  iiitlih  rtiiil  iiiniiiiiiciy  piiroiifd. 

■ .  tf.iit  ii«  H liii  li  iliiufi  iiiiivitni  lit  Fuilipr  Paul  are  con- 

1  k>««t  !>,<  iiiilMml  iroiii  llif  iimiriicl Ions  which  he  Ki^P> 

•  .  ■«!  t»  iM  iiii-dl  iH  lliii  VnniMlMii  niliinlfs  and  provinces. 
I     ixiMi^i   ht*  ■iitB'      "II  fiiul  Irs  Iraitrr  commo  des 

•  ■»   \•^^^^^*.  Ifa  iii||iii>r  lns  il«inli,  Kt  ii's  KrlfTcs,  los  hu- 
■  -ii^it.  kiiitiMii  Ihiir  tAvr  liis  iHTatiiiiis  do  s'aitucrrir. 

>  •  ..  I.-  Mixux.  tiilU  raqii'll  Ifiir  faiit  \  K«rtlnns  I'hu- 
•  ^  r  ■^-    u-k%  III*  iIUhiih  iNTNBiiiU  " 
'   »>'     i< . -tuitv-tii  ui  Itii*  prut liii;«ia  hii  mlvispB  thus:  — 

'  ti>   I  ii.>i>,iutilk:i  Im  villus  (111  luiira  prIvlltHos,  iklre  que 


EXTRACT  VI. 

Venire. 

FaU  iif  Vrmice  moltohf  iamenifd— Former  Gtorp Ex- 

•^ittim  afoaut  l\mstamtimopU liHUtiuiamis — Rfpmblie.  ■ 

■  Ckaractrrutict  qftkcoid  lit*trnumfnt. -^GoUrm  Aw*.—  ■ 
yavm  MimiMM.— Spits. — Dtmg<vms.—Pre*rat  DrKdiwiL  ■ 

MorRN  not  for  Venice — let  her  iwt 
In  ruin,  'mong  those  States  unblest. 
ieneath  whose  gilded  hoofs  of  pride. 
Where'er  they  trampled.  Freedom  died. 
Vo — let  us  ki-ep  our  tears  for  them, 

Whfn>Vr  they  pine,  whose  fall  hath  been 
\\»t  fn>in  a  bkxxl-stain'd  diadem. 

Like  tlint  which  dt-ck'd  this  ocean -queen, 
lut  friuu  high  dariiif;  in  the  cause 

Of  hiiiiinii  KightK — the  only  good 
\ii«l  McKHi'd  strife,  in  which  man  draws 

His  mighty  sword  on  land  or  flood. 

kluurii  nut  for  Vknick  ;  though  her  fall 

lio  uwl'iil,  as  if  Ocean's  wave 
•wepl  ii'rr  her,  she  desen'es  it  all. 

And  Just  ire  triumphs  o'er  her  grave. 


ThuB  pexish  er'ry  King  and  Stmte, 
That  ran  the  goilt  j  race  ihe  ran. 

Strong  but  in  ill,  and  only  great 
By  outragte  against  God  and  man ! 

True,  her  high  spirit  is  at  rest. 

And  all  those  dajrs  of  glory  gone. 
When  the  world's  waters,  east  and  west. 

Beneath  her  white-wing*d  commerce  t 
When,  with  her  countless  barks  she  wen 

To  meet  the  Orient  Empire*!  might,  i 
And  her  Giustinianis  sent 

Their  hundred  heroes  to  tliat  fight  < 

Vanish*d  are  all  her  pomps,  'tis  true, 
But  mourn  them  not — for  Tanish'd,  too* 
(Thanks  to  that  Pow*r,  who,  aoon  or  lati 
Hurls  to  the  dust  the  gnilty  Great.) 
Are  all  the  outrage,  falsehood,  fraud. 

The  chains,  the  rapine,  and  the  blood. 
That  fiU*d  each  spot,  at  home,  abroad. 

Where  the  Republic's  standard  stood. 
Desolate  Venice  !  when  I  track 
Thy  haughty  coarse  thitmgh  cent'rics  hn 
Thy  rathlesB  pow'r,  obey'd  bat  corst— 

The  stem  machinery  of  thy  State, 
Which  hatred  would,  like  steam,  hate  bo 

Had  stronger  fear  not  chill'd  tv*B  hate; 
Thy  perfidy,  still  worse  than  anght 
Thy  own  unblushing  Sarfi^  taught;— 
Thy  friendship,  which,  o*er  all  beneath 
Its  shadow,  rain'd  down  dews  of  death;' 
Thy  Oligarchy's  Book  of  Gold, 

Clos'd  against  humble  Virtne's  name,^ 
But  open'd  wide  for  slaves  who  sold 

Their  native  land  to  thee  and  shame  ;-* 
Thy  all-pervading  host  of  spies, 

Watching  o'er  ev*ry  glance  and  breath, 


I 

1 


les  habitans  s'appauTrisfent,  et  que  Imrs  UcDf 

par  les  Venitiens.    Ceux  qui.  dans  les  ooonQi  lHBki| 

montreront  ou  plus  audadeux  oa  plus 

)a  population,  II  faut  les  perdra  ou  la 

que  re  solt ;  ei^fim,  »*ii  te  tromwe  tfmu  la 

ek^  de  partis  Ufaut  les  atermhur  mmM  i 

qme.mais  as  HHaml  dereeaurir  d  iaSmtUee 

poison  Jasse  fofflce  de  bourreats,  eeim  ett 

coup  plus  pnifitable.** 

*  Conduct  of  Venice  towardi  her  alllM  nd 
particularly  to  unfortunate  Padua.  —  File 
rara,  for  which  see  Daru^  toI.  tl.  p.  141. 

»  "  A  I'exception  des  trente  dtadlntadmlBaa 
pendant  la  guerre  di  ChiossI,  H  n*eit  paaanrtvi 
que  les  talens  ou  les  lerrloes  alcnt  pam  i 
gueilleuse  dea  titrea  wriHiam  poor  a' 
Daru. 

*  Among  those  admitted  to  Che  boBosr  oC 
in  the  Libra  dToro  were  some  flnnlllae  oC 
other  places,  whoae  00I7  claim  to  that 
with  which  they  pTMtrated 
the  Coet  of  the  repalriic 
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Till  men  look*d  in  each  others*  eyes, 
To  read  their  chance  of  life  or  death ; — 

Thy  laws,  that  made  a  mart  of  blood. 
And  legaliz*d  the'  assassin's  knife ; — * 

Thy  sunless  cells  beneath  the  flood. 
And  racks,  and  Leads  ^,  that  bomt  ont  life  ;• 

When  I  review  all  this,  and  see 

The  doom  that  now  hath  fall'n  on  thee ; 

Thy  nobles,  tow'ring  once  so  proud. 

Themselves  beneath  the  yoke  now  bow'd, — 

A  yoke,  by  no  one  grace  redeem'd. 

Such  as,  of  old,  around  thee  beam'd, 

But  mean  and  base  as  e'er  yet  gall'd. 

Earth's  tyrants,  when,  themselves,  enthrall'd,- 

I  feel  the  moral  vengeance  sweet. 

And,  smiling  o'er  the  wreck,  repeat, 

'*  Thus  perish  ev*ry  King  and  State, 

**  That  tread  the  steps  which  Venice  trod, 
**  Strong  but  in  ill,  and  only  great, 

**  By  outrage  against  man  and  God ! " 


EXTRACT  VIL 

Venice. 

Lord  Bj/nm**  Mewtotn^  written  bff  hinue(f.— ReJIeetionSf  token 

about  to  read  tkem. 

IjET  me,  a  moment, — ere  with  fear  and  hope 
Of  gloomy,  glorious  things,  these  leaves  I  ope — 


I  By  the  infamous  statutes  of  the  State  Inquisition  «,  not 
only  was  assassination  recognised  as  a  regular  mode  of  punish- 
ment, but  this  secret  power  over  life  was  delegated  to  their 
valnioos  at  a  distance,  with  nearly  as  much  facility  as  a  licence 
ta  fiTen  under  the  game  laws  of  England.  The  only  restric- 
tioo  seems  to  have  been  the  necessity  of  applying  for  a  new 
Qertiflcate,  after  every  indiridual  exercise  of  the  power. 

*  **  Lcs  prisons  des  plombs ;  c'est-4-dire  ces  foumaises  ar- 
qa*oa  avalt  distribu^  en  petites  cellules  sous  les  ter- 
qui  oouvrentle  palais." 

*  Paapbon,  in  order  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  world, 
multitudes  of  birds  to  speak  his  name,  and  then  let 

iy  away  in  various  directions ;  whence  the  prorerb. 
**  Fmpkomit  oars." 
4  Broee. 

a  M.  Dam  has  given  an  abstract  of  these  Statutes,  from  a 
^unuacrtpC  in  the  Bibliothdquedu  Ro{,and  it  is  hardly  credible 
such  a  system  of  treachery  and  cruelty  should  ever  have 
established  by  any  government,  or  submitted  to,  for  an 
luUuit,  by  any  people.  Among  various  precautions  against 
tke  intrigues  of  their  own  Nobles,  we  find  the  following :  — 
**  Four  persuader  aux  Strangers  qu'il  Halt  difficile  et  dange- 
ram  d'entretenlr  quelque  intrigue  secrdte  avec  les  nobles  V6- 
litlaoa,  CO  imagiua  de  faire  avertir  myst£>rteusement  le  Nonce 
4a  Pape  <afln  que  lesautres  ministres  en  fussent  inforra^s)  que 
i*lBqaiaition  avait  autorb^  les  patridens  k  p<rignarder  quicon- 
^m  MMterait  de  tenter  leur  fldelite.  Mais  craignant  qne  les 
l^irihMMKicnrs  ne  prttassent  foi  dMBcilemenl  k  une  ^XWiktatUm, 
qiri«D  •flbln*exlatait  pas,  1*  Inquisition  voolait  prouver  qu'elle 


As  one,  in  £ury  tale,  to  whom  the  key 

Of  some  enchanter's  secret  halls  is  giv'n. 
Doubts,  while  he  enters,  slowly,  tremblingly. 

If  he  shall  meet  with  shapes  fh>m  hell  or  heav'n — 
Let  me,  a  moment,  think  what  thousands  live 
O'er  the  wide  earth  this  instant,  who  would  give. 
Gladly,  whole  sleepless  nights  to  bend  the  brow 
Over  these  precious  leaves,  as  I  do  now. 
How  all  who  know — and  where  is  he  unknown? 
To  what  £u*  region  have  his  songs  not  flown. 
Like  Psaphon's  birds  ^  speaking  their  master's 

name, 
In  ev'ry  language,  syllabled  by  Fame? — 
How  all,  who've  felt  the  various  spells  combin*d 
Within  the  circle  of  that  master-mind, — 
Like  spells,  deriv'd  fh>m  many  a  star,  and  met 
Together  in  some  wond'rous  amulet, — 
Would  bum  to  know  when  first  the  Light  awoke 
In  his  young  soul, — and  if  the  gleams  that  broke 
From  that  Aurora  of  his  genius,  rais'd 
Most  pain  or  bliss  in  those  on  whom  they  blas'd; 
Would  love  to  trace  the'  unfolding  of  that  pow'r, 
Which  hath  grown  ampler,  grander,  ev'ry  hour ; 
And  feel,  in  watching  o'er  his  first  advance, 

As  did  the'  Egyptian  traveller^,  when  he  stood 
By  the  young  Nile,  and  fathom'd  with  his  lance 

The  fast  small  fountains  of  that  mighty  flood. 

They,  too,  who,  mid  the  scornful  thoughts  that 
dwell 
In  his  rich  fancy,  tinging  all  its  streams, — 


en  £tait  capable.  Ello  ordonna  des  rccherches  pour  decouvrlr 
s'il  n'y  avait  pas  dans  Venise  quelque  cxilfnii-dessusducom- 
mun,  qui  eCkt  rompu  son  ban  ;  enstiite  un  des  palririens  qui 
6taient  aux  gages  du  tribunal,  re^ut  la  mission  d'assatsiner  ce 
malheureux,  et  I'ordre  de  sVn  vaiiter,  en  disant  qui'il  s'elait 
port6  Acetacte,  parce  que  cebanni  ^tait  I'agent  d'un  ministre 
Stranger,  et  avait  cherrhb  A  le  corrompre." — "  Remarquons," 
adds  M.  Daru,  "  quo  ceci  n'est  pas  une  simple  aneciiot«  ;  c'est 
une  mission  proJet£*e,  d^litH'ree,  ^rite  d'avanco  ;  une  rdgle  de 
conduite  trac£e  par  des  hommes  graves  k  leurs  sucresseurs, 
et  consign^  dans  des  statuts." 

The  cases,  in  which  assassination  Is  ordered  by  these  8ta. 
tutes,  are  as  follow :  — 

"  L'n  ouvrier  de  I'arsenal,  un  chef  de  requ'on  appelle  parmi 

les  marins  le  menstrance,  passait-il  au  service d'une  puiisanre 

^trangdre :  il  fallait  le  faire  ass4ssiner,  surt^iut  si  rVtalt  un 

homme  r6put£  brave  et  habile  dans  sa  profession  "    ( Art.  Z. 

'<  dftStatuti.) 

"  Avait-il  commis  quelque  action  qu'oti  ne  Jugcslt  pas  A 
propos  de  punir  Juridlquement,  on  devait  ie  falre  rmpr^lsfrfi- 
ner."  (Art.  14.) 

"  l'n  artisan  passait-ll  h  IV-trangnr  en  y  exfKirtatit  qtwlque 
procede  de  I'industrie  natlonair:  r'etiit  erirore  tin  crlmn 
capital,  que  la  ioi  incrrfinue  ord/iiinait  de  punIr  p4r  un  sssas- 
sinat."  (Art.Vt.) 

The  facility  with  which  f  b#7  grH  rid  of  their  Duke  of  ||m|. 
fords,  IjitA  Fitswiillaros,  he.,  was  wimirabli .  It  was  thus  : 

*'  I<e  patricien  qui  s«  permettall  le  moindre  pn»p<Hi  tnutfm 
le  fmvemement,  (tait  admonit^  deux  fols,  et  A  la  triHslArne 
«4y#  etmtme  tncorrlnlUe."    ( Art.  2fi. ) 


Atitlha  8nr  of  Biturnna,  which  fell 
Ud  HTlh  or  old  I.  had  toDch'd  thrai  with  iu 

Cm  track  a  atiirit,  whtoh.  though  drinm  to  hate. 
FrDin  Namre'i  bandi  canii!  kind,  affecdnnate ; 
And  vhicNh.  cT'n  now,  struck  as  it  ii  with  blight, 
Comei  ouli  al  timca,  in  lote'i  own  natiTc  light ; — 
How  gladl;  all,  who've  *alcfa'd  tiitte  atrugglingnji 
Uf  a  bright,  niio'd  apiril  thRHtgh  hii  lays. 
Would  here  inquire,  at  from  hii  own  (Vank  lip«. 

What  dmolatijig  grief,  what  wronga  b»d  driven 
Thai  noble  nature  into  cold  cclipte  ; 

Like  Bome  fair  orb  that,  once  a  tun  in  hcarni, 
And  bom,  n<>t  only  to  Surprise,  but  cheer 
With  wannih  and  luitn  all  within  its  sphere, 
[s  DOW  so  (jiicnch'd.  thai  of  its  grandeur  iasM 
Nought,  but  ihc  wide,  cold  shadow  which  it  cutil 


The  grieA — the  frailliea.  but  too  fhuikij  told  — 
The  loves,  the  feuds  thy  pages  ma;  unfold, 
If  Trulti  with  half  so  prompt  ■  hand  unlocks 

Uis  virtues  as  his  (Mlingt,  we  ibiU  find 
The  record  there  of  friendships,  held  like  rocka. 

And  enmities,  like  lun-touch'd  snow,  resign'd; 
Of  feoliy,  cherish'd  wiihont  change  or  chill, 
In  ihoae  who  tcrv'd  him,  young,  and  terve  him  still  i 
Of  gcn'rotis  aid,  giv'n  with  (hat  noiseless  art 
Which  wakes  col  pride,  to  many  a  woonded  heart; 
Of  BCU — but,  nn  —  not  from  himself  must  aught 
Of  ibe  bright  features  of  bis  life  be  sought. 
While  thej,  who  court  the  world,  like  UiLTOH'a 

ctoud,^ 
"  Tom  forth  their  silver  lining  "  on  tEie  crowd, 
Thii  gifted  Being  wraps  himself  iu  night  i 

And,  keeping  all  Ibnt  softens,  and  adonu. 
And  gilds  his  social  nature  hid  fVora  sight. 

Turns  hut  its  darkness  on  a  world  he  scorns. 


EXTEACT  Vm. 


Tat  brave,  ihy  leani'd,  have  pasa'd 
Thy  beantiltill  — ah,  where  are  (he; 
The  forms,  the  faces,  thac  once  aboDc, 


1 


Modeb 
Where  are  they  now?  while  flowers  li« 

In  ruin'd  pUcea,  why,  oh  why 

Ittuat  Beauty  thus  with  Glory  die? 
That  maid,  whose  lips  would  alill  have  biOV^ 

Could  art  have  bnath'd  a  spirit  throogli  tlica^ 
Whose  varying  charms  her  artist  lov'd 

More  fondly  ev'ry  lime  he  drvw  then 
(So  olt  beneath  his  loach  they  pata'd. 
Eaitb  semblance  direr  than  the  hui)i 
Wearing  each  shape  that  Fancy's  ruge 

Offer*  to  I.oTe — yei  siiQ  the  one 
Fair  idol,  seen  thrangh  evet;  change^ 

Like  facelaaf  some  orient  itooe,— 

In  each  the  same  bright  imagt  tliovn 
SometimeB  a  Venus,  uuamy'd 

But  in  her  beanly  '  —  sometime*  dtck' 
In  costly  raiment,  as  b  maid 

Thai  kings  might  for  a  throne  tdect.* 
Now  high  and  proad,  like  oi 
The  worid  should  at  her  feet  be  bionghl. 
Now,  witli  a  look  reproachful,  sad, — * 
Unwonted  look  from  brow  so  glad  i— 
And  telling  of  b  pun  loo  deep 
For  tongue  lo  speak  or  eyes  lo  weep. 
Sometimes,  through  allegory's  veil. 

In  double  semblance  seen  lo  dune. 
Telling  a  strange  and  mystic  tals 

Of  Love  Profane  and  Love  Divtae— < 
Akin  in  features,  bai  in  heart 
As  far  as  earth  and  heav'n  apart. 
Or  else  (by  quaint  device  to  prove 
The  frsilty  of  all  worldly  love) 
Holding  ■  globe  of  glass,  as  this 

As  air- blown  bubbles,  in  her  hand, 
With  B  yoang  Love  confin'd  thonttn. 

Whose  wings  seem  waiting  lo  ejcpaod' 


boiv  tiM.  ttudowr  *rH, « If  th 
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And  teUing;  by  her  anzioiis  eyes, 
That,  if  that  frail  orb  breaks,  he  flies !  > 

Thou,  too,  with  touch  magnificent, 

Paul  of  Vbboita  1 — where  are  they, 
The  oriental  forms  ^  that  lent 

Thy  canTass  soch  a  bright  array  ? 
Nohie  and  gorgeous  dames,  whose  dress 
Seems  part  of  their  own  loveliness ; 
Like  the  son's  drapery,  which,  at  eve. 
The  floating  clouds  around  him  weave 
Of  light  they  from  himself  receive  I 
Where  is  there  now  the  living  face 

Like  those  that,  in  thy  nuptial  throng,' 
By  their  superb,  voluptuous  grace. 
Make  us  forget  the  time,  the  place. 

The  holy  guests  they  smile  among,  — 
Till,  in  that  foast  of  heaven-sent  wine. 
We  see  no  miracles  but  thine. 

If  e'er,  except  in  Painting's  dream. 

There  bloom*d  such  beauty  here,  'tis  gone, — 
Gone,  like  the  face  that  in  the  stream 

Of  Ocean  for  an  instant  shone. 
When  Venus  at  that  mirror  gave 
A  last  look,  ere  she  left  the  wave. 
And  thoogh,  among  the  crowded  ways. 
We  oft  are  startled  by  the  blase 
Of  eyes  that  pass,  with  fitful  light, 
Like  fire-flies  on  the  wing  at  night,  * 
Tis  not  that  nobler  beauty,  giv'n 
To  show  how  angels  look  in  heav'n. 
Ev'n  in  its  shape  most  pure  and  fair, 

*Tis  Beauty,  with  but  half  her  zone, — 
All  that  can  warm  the  Sense  is  there, 

But  the  Soul's  deeper  charm  is  flown  :  — 
Tis  Raphael's  Fomarina, — warm, 

Luxuriant,  arch,  but  unrefin'd ; 
A  flower,  round  which  the  noontide  swarm 

Of  young  Desires  may  buzz  and  wind. 
Bat  where  true  Love  no  treasure  meets, 
Worth  hoarding  in  his  hive  of  sweets. 

Ah,  no, — for  this,  and  for  the  hue 

Upon  the  rounded  cheek,  which  tells 
How  fresh,  within  the  heart,  this  dew 

Of  Love's  unrifled  sweetness  dwells. 
We  must  go  back  to  our  own  Isles, 

Where  Modesty,  which  here  but  gives 
A  rare  and  transient  grace  to  smiles. 

In  the  heart's  holy  centre  lives ; 

>  This  bndftil  allegory  U  Um  subject  of  a  picture  bj  Titian 
htepoeMMioD  of  the  Marqais  Canbian  at  Turin,  whose  col- 
heUoa,  thoufh  amaU,  contajni  •com  beautiful  specimena  of 
il  dM  great  naaatar*. 

*  As  FlHil  VaroMM  gave  bat  Itttia  Into  the  beam  kUal,  hi* 


And  thence,  as  from  her  throne  diflfnses 
O'er  thoughts  and  looks  so  bland  a  reign. 

That  not  a  thought  or  feeling  loses 
Its  freshness  in  that  gentle  chain. 


EXTRACT  IX. 

Venice. 
Tie  Engttik  tobewiet  with  «iwfy  tohere. »  Alpg  mti  Thread^ 

needle  Street — T%eSimf»ltm  amd  the  Stocks Rage  for  tra- 

neUimg — Blue  Stockingt  among  the  H'akabees.  —  Paramtb 
and  Pyramids — Mn.  Hopkins  and  Ike  WaU  qf  Ckina, 

Ain>  is  there  then  no  earthly  place. 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  Elysian, 
Without  some  curst,  round  English  free. 

Popping  up  near,  to  break  the  vision  ? 
'Mid  northern  lakes,  'mid  southern  vines. 

Unholy  cits  we're  doom'd  to  meet ; 
Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Apennines 

Are  sacred  from  Thrc»dneedle  Street  I 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wind. 
Fancying  we  leave  this  world  behind. 
Such  pleasant  sounds  salute  one's  ear 
As— >**  Baddish  news  from  'Change,  my  dear— 
"  The  Funds— (phew,  curse  this  ugly  hill)— 
**  Are  low'ring  fast — (what,  higher  still?) — 
"  And — (zooks,  we're  mounting  up  to  hea- 
ven I) — 
"  Will  soon  be  down  to  sixty-seven." 

Go  where  we  may — rest  where  we  will. 
Eternal  London  haunts  us  stilL 
The  trash  of  Almack's  or  Fleet  Ditch— 
And  scarce  a  pin's  head  diflerence  which  — 
Mixes,  though  ev'n  to  Greece  we  run. 
With  every  rill  from  Helicon  I 
And,  if  this  rage  for  travelling  lasts. 
If  Cockneys,  of  all  sects  and  castes. 
Old  maidens,  aldermen,  and  squires. 
Will  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  fires. 
To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands. 
No  soul  among  them  understands ; 
If  Blues  desert  their  coteries. 
To  show  off  'mong  the  Wahabees ; 
If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls, 
Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 

women  may  be  regarded  as  pretty  close  imitations  of  the  liTing 
models  which  Venice  allbrded  in  his  time. 

'  The  Marriage  of  Cana. 

*  **  Certain  it  is  (as  Arthur  Young  truly  and  feelingly  says) 
one  now  and  then  meets  with  terrible  eyes  in  Italy.'* 


K8 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Young  ladies,  with  pink  pansols. 

To  glide  among  the  Pyramids '  — 
Why,  then,  faiwell  all  hope  to  find 
A  tpot,  that'*  free  from  London-kind ! 
^^lio  knows,  if  to  the  Wtrst  we  roam. 
But  we  may  find  fome  iilur  '*  at  home 

Amon«!  the  Dlacki  of  Carolina — 
Or,  flying  to  the  Eastward,  see 
Some  Mrs.  Hopkins,  taking  tea 
And  toa»t  upon  the  Wall  of  China ! 


I  ikncy  from  their  sileiit  frmme. 
Those  eyes  and  lips  gire  back  the 
And  still  I  gaxe,  and  still  they  keep 
Smiling  thus  on  me — till  I  weep! 
Our  little  boy,  too,  knows  it  well. 

For  there  I  lead  him  e^ery  day. 
And  teach  his  listing  lips  to  tell 

The  name  of  one  that's  fiur  away. 
Forgive  me,  love,  but  thus  alone 
My  time  is  cheered,  while  thoa  art 


EXTRACT  X. 


IVtmv  of  Uippoiyta  to  her  Hmtbaud 


EXTRACT  XL 


MantuA. 


Tk 


TncT  tell  me  thourt  the  favour  d  guest  > 

Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 
No  wit,  like  thine,  to  wake  the  jest. 

No  voice  like  thine,  to  breathe  the  song. 
And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art, 
That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart. 
Alas,  alas,  how  different  flows. 

With  thee  and  mc  the  time  away. 
Not  that  I  wish  ihee  sad,  heaven  knows — 

Still,  if  thou  canst,  be  light  and  gay ; 
I  only  know  that  without  thee 
The  sun  himself  is  dark  for  me. 

I)o  I  put  on  the  jewels  rare 

Thou'st  always  lov'd  to  sw  me  wear? 

Do  I  iK'rfunu'  the  locks  that  thou 

So  oft  hast  braidt*d  o'er  my  brow, 

Thus  dcok'd,  through  festive  crowds  to  run, 

And  all  the'  usseinbled  world  to  see, — 
All  but  the  one,  the  absent  one, 

Worth  more  than  present  worlds  to  me ! 
No,  nothing  cheers  this  widow'd  heart — 
My  only  joy,  from  thee  apart. 
From  thee  thyself,  is  sitting  hours 

And  days,  before  thy  pictur'd  form — 
That  dream  of  thee,  which  Raphael's  pow'rs 

Have  made  with  all  but  life-breath  warm ! 
And  as  I  smile  to  it,  and  say 
The  words  1  speak  to  thee  in  play, 


I 


>  It  was  pink  tpencer$,  I  iM'lievc,  that  the  imagination  of  '■ 
le  French  travcllur  coqjurcd  up. 
*  IJtque  fcrunt  Ivttu  convivia  l»ta 
Kt  cclohrai  lentis  otia  mista  Joels ; 
Aut  cithara  Kstivum  attenuas  cantuqtie  calorem.  ^ 

Hoi  mihi,  qium  dispar  nunc  mea  vita  tuc  ! 
Nm:  mihi  displiccant  qu«  sunt  tibi  grata ;  sed  ipsa  est, 

Tc  sine,  lux  oculis  pcne  inimica  mcis. 
Non  auro  aut  gemmi  caput  exomare  nitenti 
Me  Juvat,  aut  Arabo  apargere  odore  comas : 


No — *tLS  not  the  region  where  Love's  to  be  fi 
They  have  bosoms  that  sigh,  they  have  | 
that  rove. 
They  have  language  a  Sappho's  own  I9 
resound. 
When  she  warbled  her  best — bnt  tbeyVei 
like  Love. 

Nor  'is*t  that  pure  Mntimatt  only  they  wan^ 

Which  Heav*n  for  the  mild  and  the  a 

hath  made — 

Calm,  wedded  affection,  that  home-rooted  p 

Which  sweetens  seelnsion,  and  auks  i 

shade; 

That  feeling,  which,  after  long  years  have  go 
Remains,  like  a  portrait  we've  sat  fiv  in  } 

Where,  ev'n  though  the  flush  of  the  cokwrsm 
The  features  still  live,  in  their  first  smilmg 

That  union,  where  all  that  in  Woman  is  kia 
With  all  that  in  Man  most  ennoUingly  w 

Grow  wreath'd  intoone — like  thecolnmn,cai 
Of  the  strength  of  the  shaft  and  the  Oj 
Jlow'rt, 

Of  this — bear  ye  witness,  ye  wives,  ev*ry  *i 
By  the  Arno,  the  Po,  by  all  Italy's  itni 

Of  this  heart- wedded  love,  so  delicioiis  to  ih 
Not  a  husband  hath  even  one  gtimpie  i 
dreams. 


Nm  celebret  ludot  Cutis  apectara  dMiM. 
•  •  •  « 

Sola  tuos  Tultus  rvfereai  Bapharili 

Piota  manu,  curaa  allevat  inqoa  ■ 
Iluic  rgo  delldas  ftuio,  arrideoqiw 

Alloquor  K  tanqoan  raddera  vote 
Assensu  nutuque  mihi  tape  Ilia 

Dlcere  velle  aliquld  et  toa  vote 
Agnoaclt  balboque  patram  pus 

Hoc  lolor  itmaai  dcdploMM 
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But  it  if  not  this,  only ; — born  fall  of  the  light 
Of  a  son,  firom  whose  foont  the  luxuriant  festoons 

Of  these  beautiful  ralleys  drink  lustre  so  bright. 
That,  beside  him,  our  suns  of  the  north  are  but 
moons, — 

~  We  might  fancy,  at  least,  like  their  climate  they 
bnm*d; 
And  that  Lore,  though  nnus'd,  in  this  region  of 
spring, 
~.  To  be  thus  to  a  tame  Household  Deity  turned, 
Wbold  yet  be  all  soul,  when  abroad  on  the  wing. 

And  there  mojf  be,  there  ewe,  those  explosions  of 
heart, 
Which  bunt,  when  the  senses  have  first  caught 
the  flame; 
8wh  fits  of  the  Uood  as  those  climates  impart. 
Where  Lore  is  a  sun-stroke,  that  maddens  the 
fhone. 

Bit  tfiat  Passion,  which  springs  in  the  depth  of 
the  soul; 

Whose  beginnings  are  virginly  pure  as  the  source 
Of  some  small  mountain  rivulet,  destin*d  to  roll 

Atatorrent,  ere  kmg,  losing  peace  in  its  course — 

A  coiine,  to  which  Modesty*s  struggle  but  lends 
A  more  headlong  descent,  without  chance  of 
recall; 

Bst  which  Modesty  eVn  to  the  last  edge  attends. 
And,  then,  throws  a  halo  of  tears  round  its  fall ! 

Thb  exquisite  Passion — ay,  exquisite,  even 
Mid  the  ruin  its  madness  too  often  hath  made, 

Af  it  keeps,  eren  then,  a  bright  trace  of  the  heaven, 
lint  heaven  of  Virtue  from  which  it  has  stray 'd — 


entireness  of  love,  which  can  only  be  found, 
Where  Woman,  like   something   that's  holy, 
watch'd  over. 
And  fenced,  from  her  childhood,  with  parity  round, 
Comes,  body  and  soul,  fresh  as  Spring,  to  a  lover ! 


not  an  eye  answers,  where  not  a  hand 
presses. 
Till  spirit  with  spirit  in  sympathy  move  ; 
And  the  Senses,  asleep  in  their  sacred  recesses. 
Can  only  be  reach*d  through  the  temple  of 
Love  I  — 

lliia  perfection  of  Passion — how  can  it  be  found. 
Where  the  mjrstery  nature  hath  hung  round 
the  tie 


^  the  Mrtb-plaee,  It  to  Mid,  of  Harlequin. 


By  which  souls  are  together  attracted  and  bound. 
Is  laid  open,  for  ever,  to  heart,  ear,  and  eye; — 

Where  nought  of  that  innocent  doubt  can  exist. 
That  ignorance,  even  than  knowledge  more 
bright. 
Which  circles  the  young,  like  the  mom*s  sunny 
mist. 
And  curtains  them  round  m  their  own  native 
light  ;- 

Where  Experience  leaves  nothing  for  Love  to  reveal. 
Or  for  Fancy,  in  visions,  to  gleam  o*er  the  thought ; 

But  the  truths  which,  alone,  we  would  die  to  conceal 
From  the  maiden's  young  heart,  are  the  only  ones 
taught 

No,  no,  'tis  not  here,  howsoever  we  sigh. 
Whether  purely  to  Hymen's  one  planet  we  pray. 

Or  adore,  like  Sabseans,  each  light  of  Love's- sky. 
Here  is  not  the  region,  to  fix  or  to  stray. 

For  faithless  in  wedlock,  in  gallantry  gross. 
Without  honour  to  guard,  or  reserve  to  restrain. 

What  have  they,  a  husband  can  mourn  as  a  loss  ? 
What  have  they,  a  lover  can  prize  as  a  gain  ? 


EXTRACT  XIL 
t 

Florence. 

Mutic  in  Italy —  Ditappointed  by  U.  —  Recollections  qf  other 
Times  and  Friends —  Dalton.  —  Sir  John  Stevenson.  —  His 
Daughter —  Musical  Evenings  together. 


If  it  he  true  that  Music  reigns, 

Supreme,  in  Italy's  soft  shades, 
'Tis  like  that  Harmony,  so  famous. 
Among  the  spheres,  which.  He  of  Samos 
Declar'd,  had  such  transcendent  merit. 
That  not  a  soul  on  earth  could  hear  it ; 
For,  for  as  I  have  come— from  Lakes, 
Whose  sleep  the  Tramontana  breaks. 
Through  Milan,  and  that  land,  which  gave 

The  Hero  of  the  rainbow  vest — ' 
By  MiNcio's  banks,  and  by  that  wave, « 

Which  made  Verona's  bard  so  blest — 
Places,  that  (like  the  Attic  shore. 

Which  rung  back  music,  when  the  sea 
Struck  on  its  marge)  should  be,  all  o'er, 

Thrilling  alive  with  melody — 
I've  heard  no  music — not  a  note 
Of  such  sweet  native  airs  as  float, 

s  The  Lago  dl  Garda. 
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la  mj  ovn  Und.  unonp  the  throng. 
And  speak  oar  nation's  soul  for  song. 

Nay,  ev'D  in  higher  walk*,  where  Art 
Performs  as  'twvre.  the  gardener's  part. 
And  richer,  if  not  sweeter,  makes 
The  flow"rs  she  from  the  wild-hedge  takes  — 
Ev'n  there,  no  voice  hath  charm'd  my  ear. 

No  taste  hath  wrin  my  perfect  praise. 
Like  thine,  dear  friend  >  —  long,  truly  dear — 

Thine,  and  thy  lov'd  Olivia's  lays. 
She.  always  beautiful,  and  growing 

Still  more  so  ev'ry  note  she  sings — 
Like  an  inspir'd  young  Sibyl ',  glowing 

With  her  own  bright  imaginings ! 
.\nd  thou,  most  worthv  to  be  tied 

In  music  to  her.  as  in  love. 
Breathing  that  language  by  her  side, 
-  All  other  language  far  above. 
Eloquent  Song — whose  tones  and  words 
In  ev'r}-  heart  find  answering  chords ! 

IIow  happy  once  the  hours  we  past. 

Singing  or  list*ning  all  day  long. 
Till  Time  itself  8eem*d  chang'd,  at  last, 

To  music,  and  we  liv'd  in  song ! 
Turning  the  leaves  of  Hatdn  o*er, 

As  quick,  beneath  her  master  hand, 
They  open'd  all  their  brilliant  store. 

Like  chambers,  touch *d  by  fair}'  wand ; 
Or  o*er  the  page  of  Mozart  betiding, 

Now  by  his  airy  warblings  cheer'd. 
Now  in  his  mournful  Jiequiem  blending 

Voices,  through  which  the  heart  was  heard. 

And  still,  to  load  our  ev'ning  choir, 
Was  He  invok'd,  thy  lov'd-one's  Sire— 3 
He,  who,  if  auglit  of  grace  there  be 

In  the  wild  notes  I  write  or  sing. 
First  smooth'd  their  links  of  harmony, 

And  lent  them  charms  they  did  not  bring;  — 
He,  of  the  gentlest,  simplest  heart, 
With  whom,  employed  in  his  sweet  art, 
(That  art,  which  gives  this  world  of  ours 

A  notion  how  they  speak  in  heav'n,) 
Fve  pa8S*d  more  bright  and  charmed  hours 

Than  all  earth's  wisdom  could  have  giv'n. 
Oh  happy  days,  oh  early  friends. 

How  Life,  since  then,  hath  lost  its  flowers  I 


I  Edward  Tulte  Dalton,  the  fint  husband  of  Sir  John 
Itevenson's  daughter,  the  late  Marchloneaa  of  Headfort. 

*  Such  as  those  of  Domenicblno  in  the  Palaxio  Borghese 
t  the  Capitol.  &c. 

*  Sir  John  Stevenson. 

*  The  "  Coixjuration  de  Nicolas  Gabrini.  dit  de  Riensi,"  bj 
lie  Jesuit  Du  Cerceau,  Is  chiefly  taken  from  the  much  more 


Bat  yet— though  Time  mme  foliage  r 
The  Item,  the  Friendship,  itill  is  oi 
And  long  may  it  endure,  as  green. 
And  fresh  as  it  hath  always  been ! 

How  I  hare  wander'd  fh»n  my  theme 

But  where  is  he,  that  ooold  return 
To  snch  cold  subjects  from  a  dream, 

Throu^  whieh  these  best  of  feelingi 
Not  all  the  works  of  Science,  Art, 

Or  Genius  in  this  world  are  worth 
One  genuine  sigh,  that  fhMn  the  heart 

Friendship  or  Lore  draws  freshly  fc 


EXTRACT  Xnt 


R^fleetiomi  m  remUmg  Dm  CertemmU  Aaami  ^ 
tpiranf  qf  Riewmi,  im  lUtS—  The  JfoMy  ^ 
tpiratan  m  Ike  Ni^  tf  ike  \9ak  ^  M^.  _  I 
ee9$iiMimtkeMomimgtotkeCeifaeL^Mima% 

'TwAS  a  proud  moment — eVn  to  hear  thi 

Of  Truth  and  Freedom  inid  these 
breath'd, 
And  see,  once  more,  the  Fonmi  shine  wiA 

In  the  Republic's  sacred  name  unsheadi 
That  glimpse,  that  vision  of  a  brighter  di; 

For  his  dear  Rome,  must  to  a  Romsa  \ 
Short  as  it  was,  worth  ages  pass'd  away 

In  the  dull  lapse  of  hopeless  sUvery. 

'Twos  on  a  night  of  May,  beneath  that  m 
Which  had,  through  many  an  age,  seen  Tin 
The  strings  of  this  Great  Empire,  till  it  ft 
From  his  rude  hands,  a  broken,  sikat  shd 
The  sound  of  the  church  clock  \  near  A 

Tomb, 
Summond  the  warriora,  who  had  riecn fti 
To  meet  unarm'd,  —  with  none  to  wriid 

there. 
But  God's  own  eye, — and  pass  the  nigbii 
Holy  beginning  of  a  holy  cause, 
When  heroes,  girt  for  IVeedom's  eooM  I 
Before  high  HeaT^  and,  fanmhle  hthori 
Call  down  its  blessing  on  that  ooniig  ^ 


authentic  work  of  FortMoeea  oa  the 
was  the  soa  oTa  UondrMH 

»  It  Is  not  aas7  to  dtacoffv  vlMI 
Cerceau  here :— "  n  lit  critr  dm  let 
trompe,  que  chacun  tttt  i  w  tnaww,  I 
lendemain,  dix-n«iiilii— ,  dot  rigllis 
Ange,  an  iOii  da  la  dochib  iia  d 
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At  dawn,  in  anuB,  went  fortli  the  patriot  band ; 
And,  as  the  breeze,  fresh  from  the  Tiber,  fanned 
Their  gilded  gon&lons,  all  eyes  could  see 
The  palm-tree  there,  the  sword,  the  keys  of 
Heav*n— » 
Types  of  the  justice,  peace,  and  liberty. 
That  were  to  bless  them,  when  their  chains  were 
riv'n. 
On  to  the  Capitol  the  pageant  mov'd. 

While  many  a  Shade  of  other  times,  that  still 
Aronnd  that  grave  of  grandeur  sighing  roy*d. 

Hang  o*er  their  footsteps  up  the  Sacred  Hill, 
And  heard  its  mournful  echoes,  as  the  last 
High-minded  heirs  of  the  Republic  passed. 
*Twas  then  that  thou,  their  Tribune^,  (name, 
which  brought 

of  lost  glory  to  each  patriot* s  thought,) 
with  a  spirit  Rome  in  vain  shall  seek 
1o  wake  up  in  her  sons  again,  thus  speak : — 
**  Romans,  look  round  you — on  this  sacred  place 
**  There  once  stood  shrines,  and  gods,  and  god- 
like men. 
**  What  see  yon  now  ?  what  solitary  trace 

"  li  left  of  all,  that  made  Rome*s  glory  then  ? 
"*  The  shrines  are  sunk,  the  Sacred  Mount  bereft 
**  Er'n  of  its  name — and  nothing  now  remains 
"*  Bat  the  deep  memory  of  that  glory,  left 

**  To  whet  our  pangs  and  aggravate  our  chains! 
"*  Bnf  sAoi?  this  be  ? — our  sun  and  sky  the  same, — 

**  Treading  the  very  soil  our  fathers  trode,  — 
^  What  withering  curse  hath  falln  on  soul  and  frame, 

"  What  visitation  hath  there  come  from  God, 
^  To  blast  our  strength,  and  rot  us  into  slaws, 
"  Herej  on  our  great  forefathers*  glorious  graves  ? 
*•  It  cannot  be — rise  up,  ye  Mighty  Dead,  — 
**  If  we,  the  living,  are  too  weak  to  crush 
*"  These  tyrant  priests,  that  o*er  your  empire  tread, 
**  Till  all  but  Romans  at  Rome's  tamcncss  blush ! 

**  Hsppy,  Palmyra,  in  thy  desert  domes, 

**  Where  only  date-trees  sigh  and  serpents  hiss ; 

*  And  thou,  whose  pillars  are  but  silent  homes 
^  For  the  stork's  brood,  superb  Persepous  1 


gmtflshommes  coiyur^  porUient  decant  liii  trols 

NIcolu  GualUto,  surnommc  U  ton  diseur,  por> 

te  premier,  qui  Rait  de  couleur  rouge,  ct  plus  grand  que 

On  J  Tojait  des  caractdres  d'or  avcc  uno  ft^mnio 

deux  Uoni,  Umant  d'une  main  Ic  globe  du  monde, 

Tautre  mmt  Palme  pour  rcpr^ionter  la  tUIc  dc  Home. 

le  Gonfalon  de  ia  Liberie.    Le  second,  k  fonds  blanc, 

OD  St.  Faul  tenant  de  la  droite  une  Ep4e  nue  ot  do  la 

La  cooronne  de  Justice,  itait  portc  par  Etienne  Mag- 

sotalre  apoatollque.    Dans  le  trolidime.  St.  Pierre 

main  let  elc/k  de  ia  Concorde  et  do  la  Paix.    Tout 

inaiiiiialt  le  detsein  de  Riensi,  qui  6tait  de  retablir  la 

U  Jnatke,  et  la  paix.*'~  Du  Cbrcbau,  Ut.  11. 


turn  Caniooe  of  Petrarch,  beginning  "  Spirto  gentil,' 
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Thrice  happy  both,  that  your  extinguish'd  race 
Have  left  no  embers — no  half-living  trace — 
No  slaves,  to  crawl  around  the  once  proud  spot. 
Till  past  renown  in  present  shame's  forgot 
While  Rome,  the  Queen  of  all,whose  very  wrecks, 
"  If  lone  and  lifeless  through  a  desert  hurl'd. 
Would  wear  more  true  magnificence  than  decks 
**  The'  assembled  thrones  of  all  the'  existing 

world — 
Rome,  Rove  alone,  is  haunted,  stain'd  and  curst, 
"  Through  ev'ry  spot  her  princely  Tiber  laves. 
By  living  human  things — the  deadliest,  worst, 
"  This  earth  engenders — tyrants    and    their 

slaves ! 
And  we — oh  shame! — we,  who  have  ponder'd 

o'er 
**  The  patriot's  lesson  and  the  poet's  lay ;' 
Have  mounted  up  the  streams  of  ancient  lore, 
**  Tracking  our  country's  glories  all  the  way  — 
Ev*n  we  have  tamely,  basely  kiss'd  the  ground 
"  Before  that  Papal  Power,— that  Ghost  of  Her, 
The  World's  Imperial  mistress — sitting,  crown'd 
**  And  ghastly,  on  her  mould'ring  sepulchre  I  ** 

But  this  is  past : — too  long  have  lordly  priests 

"  And  priestly  lords  led  us,  with  all  our  pride 

With'ring  about  us — like  devoted  beasts, 

**  Dragg'd  to  the  shrine,  with  faded  garlands  tied. 

'Tis  o'er — the  dawn  of  our  deliv'rance  breaks  I 

Up  from  his  sleep  of  centuries  awakes 

The  Genius  of  the  Old  Republic,  free 

As  first  he  stood,  in  chainless  majesty. 

And  sends  his  voice  through  ages  yet  to  come. 

Proclaiming  Rome,  Rome,  Rome,  Eternal  Rome  !" 


ii  supposed,  by  Voltaire  and  others,  to  hare  been  addressed  to 
Rienxi ;  but  there  is  much  more  eridence  of  its  baring  been 
written,  as  Ginguenc  asserts,  to  the  young  Stephen  Colonna, 
on  his  being  created  a  Senator  of  Rome.  That  Petrarch, 
however,  was  filled  with  high  and  patriotic  hopes  by  the  first 
measures  of  this  extraordinary  man,  appears  from  one  of  his 
letters,  quoted  by  Dti  Cerccau,  where  he  says,  — "  Pour  tout 
dire,  en  un  mot,  J'atteste,  non  comme  lectcur,  mais  comme 
t^moin  oculaire,  qu'il  nous  a  ramen^  la  Justice,  la  paix,  la 
bonne  foi,  la  t6curit(,  et  tous  les  autres  vestiges  de  Tige 
d'or." 

*  This  image  is  borrowed  firom  Hobbet,  whose  words  are, 
as  near  as  I  can  recollect :  —  "  For  what  is  the  Papacy,  but 
the  Ghost  of  the  old  Roman  Empire,  sitting  crowned  on  the 
grave  thereof?" 
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Flli.'li  viti)  the  wnnden  I  bad  stcd. 

In  Roinr'f  itupfuciotu  sbrioet  (nil  hAUi, 
I  Eilt  lh«  Tuij  oTileep.  sereae, 
Come  o'er  the  tnem'r j  of  earh  scene, 

Ai  twitighl  o'er  lh«  landicipe  GiILe. 
Nur  1*1  it  tliuulwr.  aoimd  and  deep. 

Dat  sach  u  •uili  o  poet's  rut — 
That  BUTt  of  Ihio,  transpareDl  ileep. 

Through  which  hia  day-drtuDi  ■bine  the  beiL 
Mrthuojjbt  apoQ  a  plUD  I  ttood, 

Whpre  certain  wondroiu  mpo,  ^tw  Aald. 
With  strange,  mirsc'loiw  pow'r  andu'J, 

Were  coming,  each  in  turn,  to  ihed 
His  arts'  illOBioni  o'er  the  aiglit. 
And  call  up  miractei  of  tight. 
The  sky  above  this  lonely  place. 

Was  of  that  cold,  uncertain  hue. 
The  BBDTass  wean,  ere,  nann'd  apnci', 

Im  bright  creation  dawns  to  view, 

But  sooD  a  glimmer  from  the  eatl 

ProBlaim'd  the  first  encliantmenta  nigh  ; ' 
jLnil  u  the  feeble  tight  increas'd. 

Strange  figures  moT'd  across  the  sky, 
With  golden  glories  deck'd,  snd  streaks 

Of  gold  amoDg  their  gannents'  dyes  j> 
And  life's  rewmblaucc  ting'd  their  cheeks, 

Bui  nought  of  life  wns  in  their  eyes;  — 
Like  the  ti«ib-piiintcd  Dead  one  meets, 
Banie  slow  along  Kome's  mournful  itreeli. 


Bat  Eoon  iheae  figures  pasi'd  mn;  ; 

And  (bmu  socceoltd  to  their  pUo^ 
With  l«s  of  goh],  in  their  array, 

Uut  shining  with  more  oantrel  gm 
Al^  all  coold  sec  the  channing  wudi 
Had  pass'd  into  mom  gifted  hands.' 

Atnong  thest  lisions  there  was  one.* 
Surpassing  liair,  on  which  the  sun. 
That  inslonl  ris'o,  a  beam  let  bll. 

Which  through  the  dnaky  twilighl 
And  reacb'd  il  length,  the  spot  wbov 

Those  great  magicians  stood  ■■ 
And  as  they  Inm'd  th«T  heads,  to  til 

The  aluoing  lustre.  1  could  trace 
The  bright  varieties  it  threw 

On  each  uplifted  stodyiog  bee  i* 
While  many  a  Yoice  with  loud  aedi 
Coll'd  fonb,  "  Masaccio  "  as  the  u 
or  him,  the'  Enchanter,  who  had  ni^ 
This  mincle,  on  which  ail  gai'd. 

Twas  daylight  now  —  thitiia  had  ti 

From  ont  the  dungeon  of  old  Nigl 
Like  the  .Apostle,  from  his  prison 

Led  by  the  Angel's  hand  of  GjhiK 
And  —  Hs  the  fetten,  when  that  my 
Of  glory  reach'd  them,  dropp'd  b«^ 
So  fled  the  clondi  at  tonrb  of  day  ! 
Juat  then,  a  bearded  tagv  '  come  fofltb 

Who  oft  in  thoDghtful  dream  ■ 
To  trace  npon  the  dusky  eanh 

Strange  learned  figures  with  hit  m 
And  oft  he  took  the  silver  late' 

Ilia  little  page  behind  him  boftk 
And  Hak'd  such  music  as,  when  mU 

Left  in  the  soul  a  thim  for  murel 

Meanwhile,  hia  potent  spells  wcnl  m 
And  fbrms  and  faces,  that  from  oa 

A  depth  of  shadow  mildly  shone. 
Were  in  the  soft  air  seen  abool. 

Thongh  thick  as  midnight  sun  they; 

Yet  all  like  living  sisters  secm'~ 


dfplaturei,  spnctLnwIiicli,  Uiaugh  II 
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n  ererj  point,  resembling 
her's  beaaties —  firom  the  eyes 
f  throogh  crystal  trembling, 
as  if  siifFii8*d  with  sighs, 
ig,  fawn-like  month,  and  chin, 
tapering,  less  and  less, 
this  very  charm's  excess, 
e  on  the  verge  of  sin, 
'd  the  bounds  of  ugliness, 
'd  as  when  they  liv'd  the  shades 
f  Amo's  dark-ey*d  maids — 
s  as  should  alone  live  on, 
thus,  when  their  charms  are  gone 
la  Lisa,  on  whose  eyes 
er  for  whole  years  might  gaze,i 
n  all  his  pallet's  dyes, 
t  could  even  approach  their  blaze ! 

two  spirit  shapes  S  the  one, 

irhite  fingers  to  the  sim 

,  as  if  to  ask  his  ray 

t  e'er  had  chanc'd  to  play 

lalf  sofair  as  they! 

»Ieas*d  nymph,  was  Vanity — 

r  side  another  smil'd, 

as  beautiful  as  she, 

[lat  air,  subdu'd  and  mild, 

1  reserve  of  purity, 

d  beauty  like  the  haze 

ig  to  some  sunny  view. 

ich  charms  as  it  displays, 

ing  others  in  that  hue. 

incy  only  can  see  through ! 

om  nymph,  who  could  she  be. 

ght  Spirit,  Modesty  ? 

le  leam'd  enchanter  stay 
e  his  spells,  and  still  there  passed, 
intern's  shifting  play. 
*  group  in  close  array, 
rer,  grander,  than  the  last. 
!at  triumph  of  his  pow'r 
to  come:  — gradual  and  slow, 
tt  is  ordain'd  to  tow'r 
he  works  of  man  must  grow,) 
vision  stole  to  view, 
alf  light,  half  shadow  shown. 


)  hare  been  four  jeart  eroplojed  upon  the 
lir  Florendne,  without  being  able,  after  all, 
I  idea  of  her  beauty. 

dodesty  In  the  collection  of  Cardinal  Fetch, 
»mpo«ition  of  the  four  handi  here  ii  rather 
he  picture,  altogether,  it  very  delightful, 
tion  of  the  aubject  in  the  potaewion  of  Lucien 

pper  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  which  i«  in  the 
Conreot  delle  Grasie  at  Milan.    See  L'Hii- 


Which  gives  to  ev*D  the  gayest  hue. 

A  sober'd,  melancholy  tone. 
It  was  a  vision  of  that  last,) 
Sorrowful  night  which  Jesus  pass'd 
With  his  disciples,  when  he  said 

Mournfully  to  them — **  I  shall  be 
'*  Betray'd  by  one,  who  here  hath  fed 

'*  This  night  at  the  same  board  with  me.* 
And  though  the  Saviour,  in  the  dream 
Spoke  not  these  words,  we  saw  them  beam 
Legibly  in  his  eyes  (so  well 
The  great  magician  work*d  his  spell). 
And  read  in  every  thoughtful  line 
Imprinted  on  that  brow  divine. 
The  meek,  the  tender  nature,  griev'd, 
Not  anger'd,  to  be  thus  deceiv'd — 
Celestial  love  requited  ill 
For  all  its  care,  yet  loving  still — 
Deep,  deep  regret  that  there  should  fall 

From  man's  deceit  so  foul  a  blight 
Upon  that  parting  hour — and  all 

His  Spirit  must  have  felt  that  night, 
Who,  soon  to  die  for  human-kind. 

Thought  only,  'mid  his  mortal  pain. 
How  many  a  soul  was  left  behind 

For  whom  he  died  that  death  in  vain  I 

Such  was  the  heavenly  scene — alas. 
That  scene  so  bright  so  soon  should  pass  I 
But  pictur'd  on  the  humid  air, 
Its  tints,  ere  long,  grew  languid  there  ;  ^ 
And  storms  came  on,  that,  cold  and  rough, 

Scatter'd  its  gentlest  glories  all  — 
As  when  the  baffling  winds  blow  off 

The  hues  that  hang  o'er  Temi's  fall, — 
Till,  one  by  one,  the  vision's  beams 

Faded  away,  and  soon  it  fled, 
To  join  those  other  vanish'd  dreams 

That  now  flit  palely  'mong  the  dead,  — 
The  shadows  of  those  shades,  that  go. 
Around  Oblivion's  lake,  below  ! 


toire  de  la  Peinture  in  lUIie.  liv.iii.  chap.  46.  The  writer 
of  that  interesting  work  (to  whom  I  take  this  opportunity  of 
offering  my  acknowledgment*,  for  the  copy  he  lent  me  a  year 
since  from  Rome,)  will  see  I  have  profited  by  some  of  his  ob- 
servations on  this  celebrated  picture. 

*  Leonardo  appears  to  have  used  a  mixture  of  oil  and 
▼amish  for  this  picture,  which  alone,  without  the  rarious 
other  causes  of  its  ruin,  would  have  preTented  any  long  dura- 
tion of  its  beauties.    It  is  now  almost  entirdy  eflhced. 
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EXTRACT  XV. 


Rooml 


ivy  Miig^alen.  —  Her  Storg.  -.  Sumerous  Pictum  qf  her. 
-  Corrquplo —  Gmido.  —  Raphael,  t^.  —  Cttnova^M  two  ex- 
miMt'te  Sld/w*.  — TV  Spmariwa  Magdalen.—  Chantreg't 
iiimirmhom  oi  Camora*M  Worhs. 

No  wonder,  Mart,  that  thy  story 
Touches  all  hearts  —  for  there  we  see 

The  soal*8  corruption,  and  its  glory, 
Its  death  and  life  combin'd  in  thee. 

From  the  first  moment,  when  we  find 

Thy  spirit  haunted  by  a  swarm 
Of  dark  desires. — like  demons  shrin*d 

I'nholilT  in  that  £ur  form.— 
Till  when,  by  touch  of  Heav'n  set  free, 

Thou  cam'st.  with  those  bright  locks  of  gold 
^S^t  oft  the  gaie  of  Bethany), 

And.  c\>v'ring  in  their  precious  fold 
Thy  Saviour's  feet,  didst  shed  such  tears 
A»  p^^d.  each  dn«p.  the  sins  of  years ! 
Tht:r.x"r  v»o,  thr\^uch  all  thT  coarse  of  love 

To  l{:m,  thy  Heavenly  Master, —  Him, 
^"Vxw  Mner  doaih-cup  from  above 

Hjkl  ref  this  cordial  round  the  bnm, 
TV^at  woman's  faith  and  love  stood  fast 
Asi  fcirless  bv  Him  to  the  last : — 
T'.'.\.  oh.  Most  bot^n  for  truth  like  thine ! 

Th.^u  wort,  of  all,  the  choson  one, 
Betoiv  whose  oyes  that  Face  Divine, 

^^"hon  risen  fn">m  the  dead,  first  shone : 
That  thou  might 'st  see  how.  like  a  cloud. 
Hjd  pass'd  away  its  monal  shroud. 
And  make  that  bnght  revealment  known 
To  hearts,  loss  trusiine  than  thv  o^n. 
Ail  is  affectins,  cheering,  grand : 

The  kindliest  record  ever  giv'n. 
Ev'n  under  God's  own  kindly  hand. 

Of  what  Repentance  wins  from  Heav'c  : 

No  wonder.  Mart,  that  thy  face. 

Is  all  its  touching  light  of  tears, 
sib.'^i  meet  us  in  each  holy  place. 

Where  Man  N'fon;  his  (»<m\  appears. 
H.-«j«*  — ^ere  h<?  not  taught  to  see 
AV.  b-^t  in  Him,  who  imnlon'd  thee! 
X:  wre3er  that  tin*  |Miiiiti'r'ii  Hkill 

!%.-«jd  oft  hav<!  triiiiiipliM  in  thv  pow'r 
\Y  iitf^oic  thw  nil  lovfly  Mtill 

r^  X  :&  thy  Borniw'a  bilt'rrat  hour; 

ni,5.  «:i(ra»  w  •«•  »if  ll»«»  >•••  •••••fc»  •'»  *'iinoTa,  and  wai 

T  "*  T?  w»t*  whtm  I  Wn  liHHiii  riin  III  hiT,  which  teens 
^, — «  -  .«fr^rw|lr(tnN|MH-«k  melmuiluiHly.lhtteipret- 
hlli4,  !•  lulli  ikiiliiii  iliP  «|itH*reof  icalp- 


That  lofl  CoKBBOGio  ihoiild  diilnie 

His  "»»H«"g  ihadowB  nand  thj  lona; 
That  GuxDo't  pak,  mentlily  hnei 

Should,  in  portrayiiig  tliee,  g;row  win 
That  all  — from  the  ideal,  grand. 
Inimitable  Rooian  band, 
Down  to  the  imail,  enamelling  touch 

Of  smooch  Caelixo — shoold  delight 
In  picturing  her,  who  "  kyr'd  so  muGh,** 

And  was,  in  spite  of  sin,  to  bright! 


But,  Mabt,  *niong  these  bold 
Of  Genius  and  of  Art  to  raise 
A  semblance  of  those  weeping  eyes— 

A  Tision,  worthy  of  the  aphere 
Thy  fiiith  has  eam'd  thee  in  the  skies, 

And  in  the  bearti  of  all  men  hcR,— 
None  e*er  hath  matched,  in  grief  or  grM 
Caxova's  day-dream  of  tby  t$et. 
In  those  bright  ienlptnr*d  fbnna,  raoR  b 
With  true  expresaion*8  breathing  ligbti 
Than  ever  yet,  beneath  the  ttnke 
Of  chisel,  into  life  awoke. 
The  onei,  portraying  what  tfaoa  wcrt 

In  thy  first  griei;— while  yet  the  flmv' 
Of  those  young  beantiea  was  mihnt 

By  sorrow's  slow,  consaming  povY; 
And  mingling  eartb*a  tediietiYe  gnee 

With  heav Vs  sabliming  tbooghts  so  i 
We  doubt,  while  gazing,  in  which  pbee 

Such  beauty  was  moat  fonn'd  to  dwdl 
The  other,  aa  thoa  look*dat,  when  yesn 
Of  fitsting,  penitence,  and  tears 
Had  worn  thy  frame :— -and  ne'er  did  A] 

With  half  such  speaking  pow  r  ezprea 
The  ruin  which  a  breaking  heart 

Spreads,  by  degrees,  o'er  hurdineK. 
Those  wasting  arms,  that  keep  the  tiaee. 
Ev'n  still,  of  all  their  yoathflBl  grwe. 
That  loosened  hair,  of  whieb  thy  hrofw 
Was  once  so  proud, — selected  now!— 
Those  features,  er^  in  fidiog  wotk 

The  fireshest  Uoom  to  othen  gn% 
And  those  sunk  eyes,  now  kat  to  cbA, 

But,  to  the  last,  stiU  fbli  afheBV^! 


Wonderful  artist!  praiae^  like 
Though  springing  fttmi  n 

Deep  worship  of  tboae  wofks 
Where  Genius  all  hia  Ugkt 

How  weak  'tis  to  tbe  word 

From  him,  tby  peer  in  art 


tteft 
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[  have  known,  by  day,  by  night, 

er  thy  marble  with  delight ; 

lile  his  lingering  hand  would  steal 

nrery  grace  the  taper's  rays,^ 

ie,  with  all  the  gen*roas  seal 

ister-q)irits  only  feel, 

best  of  £une,  a  rival's  praise  I 


EXTRACT  XVL 

Lef  Channettes. 
e  Hom$e  where  Bomueau  Iwed  ufith  Madame  de 
—  Tkehr  MSnage.  —  lU  Groitneu.  —  Claude 
everemee  vfWk  wUck  the  Spot  is  now  visited.  — 
qftkisbUrndDewotioH  to  Fame.  —  Peelings  excited 
mig  and Sedmsion  ^ the  Scene. -^Disturbed  by 
tions  with  Bomsseau's  History.— Impostures qf 
•nius.  —  Their  power  qf  mimicking  ali  the  best 
\a9ey  independence,  ifc. 

B  power  of  Genius,  that  can  throw 
dl  that's  Ticioos,  weak,  and  low, 
igic  lights,  snch  rainbow  dyes 
le  ev'n  the  steadiest  eyes 


rse  than  weak — 'tis  wrong,  'tis  shame, 
am  prostration  before  Fame ; 
(ting  down,  beneath  the  car 
t,  whatsoe'er  they  are, 
orest,  holiest  decencies, 
areer*d  o*er,  as  they  please. 
▼e  triumphant  Genius  all 
ch  his  loftiest  wish  can  call : 
worshipp'd,  let  it  be 
ttribntes,  his  noblest,  first ; 
h  that  base  idolatry, 
h  sanctifies  his  last  and  worst 

e  cold ; — may  want  that  glow 
romance,  which  bards  should  know ; 
»ly  homage,  which  is  felt 
ling  where  the  great  have  dwelt ; 
v*rence,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 
',  I  feel,  I  hayc  it  not: — 
e,  at  this  still  hour,  to  me 
:harms  of  this  delightful  spot ; 
I  seclusion  from  the  throng, 
.  all  the  heart  would  fain  forget ; 
irrow  Talley,  and  the  song 
I  small  murm'ring  riyulet ; 
ting,  to  and  fro,  of  birds, 
quil  and  tame  as  they  were  once 

always  sbovs  hU  Aim  lUtue^  the  Venere  Vinci- 
light  of  a  unall  candlfl: 


In  Eden,  ere  the  startling  words 

Of  Man  disturb'd  their  orisons ; 
Those  little,  shadowy  paths,  that  wind 
Up  the  hill-side,  with  fruit-trees  lin'd. 
And  lighted  only  by  the  breaks 
The  gay  wind  in  the  foliage  makes, 
Or  vistas,  here  and  there,  that  ope 

Through  weeping  willows,  like  the  snatches 
Of  far-off  scenes  of  light,  which  Hope 

Ev'n  through  the  shade  of  sadness  catches ! — 
All  this,  which — could  I  once  but  lose 

The  memory  of  those  vulgar  ties, 
Whose  grossness  all  the  heavenliest  hues 

Of  Genius  can  no  more  disguise. 
Than  the  sun*s  beams  can  do  away 
The  filth  of  fens  o'er  which  they  play — 
This  scene,  which  would  have  fiird  my  heart 

With  thoughts  of  all  that  happiest  is ; — 
Of  Love,  where  self  hath  only  part. 
As  echoing  back  another's  bliss ; 
Of  solitude,  secure  and  sweet. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  Virtues  meet ; 
Which,  while  it  shelters,  never  chills 
Our  sympathies  with  human  woe. 
But  keeps  them,  like  sequestered  rills. 

Purer  and  fresher  in  their  flow ; 
Of  happy  days,  that  share  their  beams 

'Twixt  quiet  mirth  and  wise  employ ; 
Of  tranquil  nights,  that  give,  in  dreams. 

The  moonlight  of  the  morning's  joy ! — 
All  this  my  heart  could  dwell  on  here. 
But  for  those  gross  mementos  near ; 
Those  sullying  truths,  that  cross  the  track 
Of  each  sweet  thought,  and  drive  them  back 
Full  into  all  the  mire,  and  strife. 
And  vanities  of  that  man*s  life. 
Who,  more  than  all  that  e'er  have  glow'd 

With  Fancy's  flame  (and  it  was  his^ 
In  fullest  warmth  and  radiance)  show*d 

What  an  impostor  Genius  is ; 
How,  with  that  strong,  mimetic  art, 

Which  forms  its  life  and  soul,  it  takes 
All  shapes  of  thought,  all  hues  of  heart. 
Nor  feels,  itself,  one  throb  it  wakes ; 
How  like  a  gem  its  light  may  smile 

O'er  the  dark  path,  by  mortals  trod. 
Itself  as  mean  a  worm,  the  while, 

As  crawls  at  midnight  o'er  the  sod  ; 
What  gentle  words  and  thoughts  may  fiill 

From  its  false  lip,  what  zeal  to  bless, 
While  home,  friends,  kindred,  country,  all. 

Lie  waste  beneath  its  selfishness ; 
How,  with  the  pencil  hardly  dry 

From  colouring  up  such  scenes  of  love 
And  beauty,  as  make  young  hearts  sigh. 
And  droun,  and  think  through  heav'n  they  rove. 


MOORFS  WORKS. 


"hey,  who  can  thus  describe  and  more. 
The  very  workers  of  these  charms, 

Tor  seek,  nor  know  a  joy,  above 
Some  Maman*8  or  Theresa's  arms  I 


[ow  all,  in  short,  that  makes  the  boast 
)f  their  false  tongues,  they  want  the  most ; 
.nd,  while  with  freedom  on  their  lips. 

Sounding  their  timbrels,  to  set  free 
'his  bright  world,  labouring  in  the*  eclipse 

Of  priestcraft,  and  of  slavery, — 


They  may,  themaelvcf,  be  slaves  as  low 

As  ever  Lord  or  Patron  made 
To  blossom  in  his  smile,  or  grow, 

Like  stunted  brushwood,  in  his  shade. 
Out  on  the  craft ! — I'd  rather  be 

One  of  those  hinds,  that  roood  me  tread, 
With  just  enough  of  sense  to  see 

The  noonday  sun  that's  o*er  his  head. 
Than  thus,  with  high-boilt  genius  cunt. 

That  hath  no  heart  for  its  foundation, 
Be  all,  at  once,  that's  brightest,  wont, 

Sublimest,  meanest  in  creation ! 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


OCCASIONAL  EPILOC-rE. 

iKN  UT  MR.  CORRT,  IN  THE  CHARACTER  OF 
il*l1>.  AFTER  THE  PLAT  OF  THE  DRAXATIST. 
;  TIIK    KII.KKNNY   THEATRE. 

^  h'.Htn  ing  at  fftu  announce  the  F.'att .  ^ 

tin  tiMil  ( uMitlcuion,  on  Monday  nlfiht, 

jiu'  ninth  tiini' — oh  accents  of  delight 

\w  iHM»r  unthor's  ear,  when  three  times  three 

I  {I  Tnll  lmin|K'r  crowns  his  Comedy ! 

n.  U*i\fi  by  money,  and  the  mnsc,  forsaken, 

luU  lit  lonffth  his  jokes  and  boxes  tak'n. 

!t\v<i  liiM  ])lay-bill  circulate  —  alas, 

\Mil>  lull  on  which  his  name  will  pass! 

I,  Vupiil,  tliiiN  sliall  Thespian  scrolls  of  fame 

•uxh  tm\  and  Kall'ry  wafl  your  well-known 

tiiinii*, 
V  v'ltiio  cycN  the  happy  cast  shall  con, 
IcuuihI  Udies  mih*11  your  Dram.  Person. 

Md  our  wortliy  Manager  >  intends 
.'Ip  my  night,  nnd  he^  you  know,  lias  friends. 
iK  did  I  uny  ?  for  fixing  friends,  or  parts, 
(;ing  atiors,  or  engaging  hearts. 


(»  Ul<i  Mr.  Itlrhiinl  l*oww. 

•.  l>iti>l  «|i|H>lliiil«ii  lijT  which  thiMtt  piTMiiM  were  dig- 
UkA  Willi,  «|  |hf«  iifiritlnR  of  the  new  thratre  of  Corent 
•  « Uwiimifit  nir  Ihr  nmllniunr**  of  tho  old  prkci  of 


There's  nothing  like  him !  whi,  at  his  iiqsii^ 
Are  tum*d  to  fools,  and  doQ  dogs  lean  lojflti 
Soldiers,  for  him,  good  "  trembUng  eowndi'*^ 
And  beans,  tum'd  clowns,  look  u^y  ftr  Uiflk^ 
For  him  ev'n  lawyers  talk  without  a  fee, 
For  him  (oh  friendship !)  /  act  tragedy! 
In  short,  like  Orpheus,  his  persnasiTe  tri^ 
Make  hoarM  amusing,  and  put  life  ia  jtiek 

With  gttch  a  manager  we  can*t  bat  plesie, 
Though  London  sent  us  all  her  load  (X  ?.\* 
I^t  them  come  on,  like  snakea,  all  hiss 
Arm'd  with  a  thousand  fima,  we'd  give  thea  W^S 
You,  on  our  side,  R.  P.  '  npon  our  banaeiib 
Soon  should  we  teach  the  saoey  O.  P.'s  mssstf: 
And  show  that,  here — howe*er  John  BsD  if 

doubt — 
In  all  our  plays,  the  Uot- Act's  est  cot; 
And,  while  we  skim  the  cream  of  mmy  aji^ 
Your  well-tim'd  thunder  never  aonn  its  s«t 


Oh  gently  thus,  when  three  short 
At  Shakqieare's  altar ^  shall  we 
And,  ere  this  long^lov'd  dome  to 
Die  all,  die  nobly,  die  like 


weeks  sRfi^ 
osrhtfj 


'  Theinttiaboroor 
*  ThU  allodct  to  a  losoic 
the  lut  night  of  the 
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EXTRACT 

tOLOOUE  WRITTEN  AND  SPOKEN  BT  THE 
,  AT  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  KILKENNY 
£,  OCTOBEB,  1809. 

•  ••«•«• 

here,  though  Fiction  rales  the  hour, 
ne  some  genuine  smiles,  beyond  her 
fer; 

are  tears,  too — tears  that  Memory  sheds 
:he  feast  that  mimic  fancy  spreads, 
heart  misses  one  lamented  guest,  > 
!  so  long  threw  light  o*er  all  the  rest ! 
re,  indeed,  the  Muse  forgets  her  task, 
ling  weeps  behind  Thalia*8  mask. 

is  gloom — forgive  this  joyless  strain, 
•  welcome  pleasure's  smiling  train. 
Dg  thus,  our  hearts  will  part  the  lighter, 
dawn  but  makes  the  setting  brighter ; 
^ue  will  shine  where  Prologue  fails — 
onus  keep  their  splendour  for  their  tails. 

t  why — but  time,  methinks,  hath  pass'd 
than  usual  since  we  parted  last 
It  like  a  dream  of  yester-night, 
rm  still  hangs,  with  fond,  delaying  light; 
ie  memory  lose  one  glowing  hue 
joy,  we  come  to  kindle  new. 
may  the  flying  moments  haste 
less  foot  along  life's  vulgar  waste, 
print  and  lingeringly  move, 
they  reach  the  sunny  spots  we  love. 
latever  be  our  gay  career, 
still  the  solstice  of  the  year, 
asure*8  sun  shall  at  its  height  remain, 
f  sink  to  level  life  again. 


THE  SYLPHS  BALL. 

«PH,  as  bright  as  ever  sported 
'  figure  through  the  fields  of  air, 
old  swarthy  Gnome  was  courted, 
i,  strange  to  say,  he  won  the  fair. 

nnals  of  the  oldest  witch 
air  so  sorted  could  not  show, 
>w  refuse  ? — the  Gnome  was  rich, 
i  Rothschild  of  the  world  below ; 

Mr.  John  Lyster,  one  of  the  oIde«t  memben 
rt  of  the  Kilkenny  Theatrical  Society. 


And  Sylphs,  like  other  pretty  creatures. 
Are  told,  betimes,  they  must  consider 

Love  as  an  auctioneer  of  features, 
Who  knocks  them  down  to  the  best  bidder. 

Home  she  was  taken  to  his  Mine — 
A  Palace,  paVd  with  diamonds  all — 

And,  proud  as  Lady  Gnome  to  shine. 
Sent  out  her  tickets  for  a  Ball. 

The  bwer  world,  of  course,  was  there, 
And  all  the  best ;  but  of  the  vpper 

The  sprinkling  was  but  shy  and  rare, 
A  few  old  Sylphids,  who  lov'd  supper. 

As  none  yet  knew  the  wondrous  Lamp 
Of  Dayt,  that  renown*d  Aladdin, 

And  the  Gnome's  Halls  ezhal*d  a  damp, 
Which  accidents  from  fire  were  bad  in ; 

The  chambers  were  supplied  with  light 
By  many  strange  but  safe  devices ; 

Large  fire-flies,  such  as  shine  at  night 
Among  the  Orient's  flowers  and  spices  ;— 

Musical  flint-mills  — swiftly  play'd 
By  elfin  hands — that,  flashing  round. 

Like  certain  fire-eyed  minstrel  maids, 
Gave  out,  at  once,  both  light  and  sound. 

Bologna  stones,  that  drink  the  sun ; 

And  water  from  that  Indian  sea. 
Whose  waves  at  night  like  wild-fire  run 

Cork'd  up  in  crystal  carefully. 

Glow-worms,  that  round  the  tiny  dishes. 
Like  little  light-houses,  were  set  up ; 

And  pretty  phosphorescent  fishes. 
That  by  their  own  gay  light  were  eat  up. 

'Mong  the  few  guests  fh>m  Ether,  came 
That  wicked  Sylph,  whom  Love  we  call 

My  Lady  knew  him  but  by  name. 
My  Lord,  her  husband,  not  at  all. 

Some  prudent  Gnomes,  'tis  said,  appris'd 
That  he  was  coming,  and,  no  doubt, 

Alarm'd  about  his  touch,  advis'd 
He  should,  by  all  means,  be  kept  out 

But  others  disapproved  this  plan. 

And,  by  his  flame  though  somewhat  frighted. 
Thought  Love  too  much  a  gentleman. 

In  such  a  dangerous  place  to  light  it 


8 


MOORE'S  WORK& 


•werer,  tkfre  he  was — and  dancing 
^Vith  the  fair  Sylph,  light  as  a  feather ; 
ey  look'd  like  two  fresh  sunbeams,  glancing, 
Kt  daybreak,  down  to  earth  together. 

.d  all  had  gone  off  safe  and  well, 
3ut  for  that  plaguy  torch,  whose  light, 
ought  not  j^t  kindled — who  could  tell 
ilow  soon,  how  devilishly,  it  might? 

d  so  it  chanced — which,  in  those  dark 
Vnd  fireless  halls,  was  quite  amazing ; 
I  we  not  know  how  small  a  spark 
?an  set  the  torch  of  Love  a-blazing. 

lether  it  came  (when  close  entangled 
n  the  gay  walu)  from  her  bright  eyes, 
from  the  lucciole,  that  spangled 
ler  locks  of  jet  —  is  all  surmise; 

:  certain  'tis  the*  ethereal  girl 
'>ii/  drv^p  a  spark,  at  some  odd  turning, 
lioh.  bv  the  waltz's  windv  whirl, 
iVas  £mn'd  up  into  actual  burning. 

f%^r  that  Lamp's  metallic  gauze, 
That  curtain  of  protecting  wire, 
lioh  Datt  delicately  draws 
Iround  illicit,  dangerous  fire !  — 

>  wall  he  sots  'twixt  Flame  and  Air, 
Like  that,  which  barr'd  young  Thisbe's  bliss.) 
>^ugh  whivse  small  holes  this  dangerous  pair 
lav  see  each  other,  but  not  kiss.  > 

first  the  torch  look'd  rather  bluely, 
L  sign,  they  say,  that  no  good  boded — 
■n  quick  the  gas  became  unruly, 
^nd,  crack !  the  ball-room  all  expli^t  d. 

>hs.  gnomes,  and  fiddlers  mix'd  together. 
r:th  all  their  aunts,  sons,  cousins,  nic'ces, 
L*  butterflies  in  sU^ruiy  weather, 
fere    blown — legs,   wingH,   and    tails — to 
pieces! 

lie.  'mid  these  victinis  of  the  torch, 
"be  Sylph,  alas,  trx>,  Imih*  her  part — 
■y?.  Ijing.  ^ith  a  livid  won^h, 
>f  :f  frran  lightning,  oVr  Jicr  heart ! 


"*  Well  doiie**~a  langhing  Goblin  said 
Escaping  from  this  gaseous  strife — 

**  'Tis  not  the  /int  time  Love  has  made 
**  A  blow'tp  in  oonnulHal  life  !** 


P«rf |i|iN>  ilnlf it* 

iW^U  ^uliqu*  tiw.  HUH  iwi  vvHliHttU  i-iiiilr4. 

Ovid. 


REMONSTRANCE. 

inUmaled  mme  Uem  nfgim'^  mp  mUpoUtieai  fkr 

What  !  thom^  with  thy  genius,  thy  yooth,  i 
name — 

Thou,  bom  of  a  Rnssell — whose  instinct 
The  accustom*d  career  of  thy  sires,  is  the  s 

As  the  eaglet's,  to  soar  with  his  eyes  oo  tl 

^Vhose  nobility  comes  to  thee,  stamped  with 
Far,  far  more  ennobling  than  monarch  e* 

With  the  blood  of  thy  race,  oflcr'd  iq>  Ifartk 
Of  a  nation,  that  swears  by  that  maitjida 


'  Shalt  thorn,  be  fiunt-hearted  and  tnxn  from  tk 
From  the  mighty  arena,  where  all  thU  iij 
j  And  devoted,  and  pore,  and  adonii^g  in  lift 
<  'Tis  for  high-thonghted  spirits  like  tU 
I  command  ? 

>  Oh  no,  never  dream  it — while  good  men  de 

;      Bet  ween  tATants  and  traitors,  and  timid  ami 

Xcver  think,  for  an  instant,  thy  coontir  cm 

Such  a  light  from  her  Aiu^mn\n^  koni 

thou. 

With  a  spirit  as  meek  as  the  gentlert  of  iha 
^^lio  in  life's  sunny  valley  lie  shelter'< 
!  warm; 

Yet  bold  and  heroic  as  ever  yet  tmt 
To  the  top  cliffs  of  Fortnne,  and  hiUHte^ 
storm ; 

With  an  ardour  for  liberty,  fkesh  m,  in  yo^ 
It  first  kindles  the  faaid  and  givci  life  I 
lyre; 

Yet  mellow'd,  ev*n  now,  by  that  miMimim  of  i 
Which  tempers,  hnt  chills  not,  the  pilriotl 

With  an  eloquence— not  like  tbon  rib  fti 
height. 
Which  sparkle,  and 
But  a  current,  that  woria  o«t  iti 
Through  the  filtering 
of  lore. 


w^intoli 
eftho^ 


/^ 
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Thus  gifted,  iSboa  nerer  emit  tleep  in  the  shade ; 

If  the  ftinriiigs  of  Ge^ns,  the  music  of  fiune. 
And  the  charms  of  thy  eanse  ha^e  not  power  to 
persuade, 
Tet  think  how  to  Freedom  thoa*rt  pledged  by 
thy  Name. 

like  the  boughs  of  that  laurel,  by  Delphi's  decree 
Set  apart  Hsr  the  Fane  and  its  senrice  divine. 

So  the  branches,  that  spring  from  the  old  Russell 
tree. 
Are  by  Liberty  tkMd  fiar  the  use  of  her  Shrine. 


MT  BIRTH-DAT. 

*  Mt  birth-day  "—what  a  diTrent  sound 
That  word  had  in  my  youthful  ears ! 

And  how,  each  time  the  day  comes  round. 
Leas  and  less  white  its  mark  appears! 

When  first  our  scanty  years  are  told, 
11  teens  like  pastime  to  grow  old ; 
And,  as  Tooth  counts  the  shining  links, 

That  Time  around  him  binds  so  fast, 
Flea^d  with  the  task,  he  littU  thinks 

How  hard  that  chain  will  press  at  last 
Tain  was  the  man,  and  false  as  vain. 

Who  said  i  —  **  were  he  ordained  to  run 
"  His  long  career  of  life  again, 

•«  He  would  do  all  that  he  had  done.''— 
Ah,  'tis  not  thus  the  Toice,  that  dwells 

In  sober  birth-days,  speaks  to  me  ; 
Far  otherwise — of  time  it  tells, 

LaTish'd  unwisely,  carelessly ; 
Of  ooonsel  mock'd ;  of  talents,  made 

Haply  fbr  high  and  pure  designs, 
But  oft,  like  brael's  incense,  laid 

Upon  unholy,  earthly  shrines ;    * 
Of  nursing  many  a  wrong  desire ; 

Of  wandering  after  Loye  too  far, 
And  taking  erery  meteor  fire. 

That  cross'd  my  pathway,  for  his  star. — 
AU  this  it  tells,  and,  could  I  trace 

The'  imperfSect  picture  o*er  again. 
With  pow'r  to  add,  retouch,  e£face 

The  lights  and  shades,  the  joy  and  pain, 
How  little  of  the  past  would  stay  I 
How  quickly  all  should  melt  away — 
All— but  that  Freedom  of  the  Mind, 

Whkh  hadi  been  more  than  wealth  to  me; 


Those  friendships,  in  my  boyhood  twin'd, 
And  kept  till  now  unchangingly ; 

And  that  dear  home,  that  saving  ark. 
Where  Love'k  true  light  at  last  iSre  fbond. 

Cheering  within,  when  all  grows  dark. 
And  comfi>rtleis,  and  stormy  round! 


FANCY. 


The  more  I've  view'd  this  world,  the  more  Fve 
found. 

That,  fill'd  as  'tis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare, 
Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  hi  more  fidr. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  single  charm,  thafs  not  fmtn.  nature  won, — 
No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  single  tint  unborrow*d  tmm  the  sun ; 
But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shines  through, 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hue; 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings, 
Will,  entering  in  the  rounded  rain-drop,  make 

Colours  as  gay  as  those  on  angels*  wings! 


SONG. 


1  VnrrBHBUa— "SlienoosBBMDfaUinAGUTitre.Jeferal 
— tcsfwJ'SlMC* 


FANNT,   DEAREST  ! 

Yes  I  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  Fd  sigh ; 
And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 
But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep. 

So  busy  a  life  I  live, 
That  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 
Then  wish  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 

Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears  I 
The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 

Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

Reflected  bright  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah  !  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine, 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 
They  lose  the  half  of  beauty's  light, 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear ; 
And  'tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beams  clear. 


460                                            MOORE'S  WORKS. 

Then  wait  no  longer  till  tears  shall  flow  — 

Like  a  iair  flow'r,  the  meadow*8  last. 

Fanny,  dearest  I  the  hope  is  yain ; 

Which  feels  the  ploughshare's  edge,  asd  di 

If  sunshine  cannot  dissoWe  thy  snow. 

I  shall  neyer  attempt  it  with  rain. 

OirM.29. 

Ocelle. 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  CATULLUS. 

Swi^RT  Sirmio  I  thou,  the  rery  eye 

Of  all  peninsulas  and  isles. 

Ckurm,70. 

That  in  our  lakes  of  silver  lie. 

Or  sleep,  enwreath'd  by  Neptune's  smile 

Dicebas  quondam^  iffc. 

How  gladly  back  to  thee  I  fly ! 

TO  LE8BIA. 

Still  doubting,  asking  —  con  it  be 

That  I  have  left  Bithynia's  sky. 

Thou  told'st  me,  in  our  days  of  loTe, 

And  gaze  in  safety  upon  thee  ? 

That  I  had  all  that  heart  of  thine ; 

^                                                         •              A 

That,  ev*n  to  share  the  couch  of  Jove, 

Oh  I  what  is  happier  than  to  find 

Thou  would'st  not,  Leshia,  part  from  mine. 

*  • 

Our  hearts  at  ease,  our  perils  past ; 

When,  anxious  long,  the  lighten'd  mind 

How  purely  wert  thou  worshipp'd  then ! 

Lays  down  its  load  of  care  at  last : 

Not  with  the  yague  and  vulgar  fires 

•r 

Which  Beauty  wakes  in  soulless  men, — 

When,  tir'd  with  toil  o*er  land  and  deep, 

But  lov'd,  as  children  hy  their  sires. 

Again  we  tread  the  welcome  floor 

Of  our  own  home,  and  unk  to  sleep 

That  flattVing  dream,  alas,  is  o'er  ;— 

On  the  long-wish'd-for  bed  once  more.' 

I  know  thee  now — and  though  these  eyes 

Doat  on  thee  wildly  as  before. 

This,  this  it  is,  that  pays  alone 

Tet,  even  in  doating,  I  despise. 

The  ills  of  all  life's  former  track.  — 

Shine  out,  my  beautiful,  my  own 

Yes,  sorceress — mad  as  it  may  seem — 

Sweet  Sirmio !  greet  thy  master  back. 

With  all  thy  craft,  such  spells  adorn  thee. 

That  passion  even  outlives  esteem, 

And  thou,  fair  Lake,  whose  water  quaffs 

And  I,  at  once,  adore — and  scorn  thee. 

The  light  of  heav'n  like  Lydia's  sea. 

Rejoice,  rejoice — let  all  that  laughs 

Abroad,  at  home,  laugh  out  for  me ! 

Carm.  11. 
Pauca  nunciate  mete  pueUte. 

•               ••••• 

TIBULLUS  TO  SULPICIA 

Comrades  and  friends !  with  whom,  where'er 

Nulla  tuum  nobis  subducet  femina  lectam,  &c.  &c 

The  fates  have  will'd  through  life  I've  rov'd, 

LibuiT.Can 

Now  speed  ye  home,  and  with  you  bear 

These  bitter  words  to  her  I've  lov'd. 

**  Never  shall  woman's  smile  have  pow'r 

*^  To  win  me  from  those  gentle  charms 

Tell  her  from  fool  to  fool  to  run, 

Thus  swore  I,  in  that  happy  hour. 

"Where'er  her  vain  caprice  may  call ; 

When  Love  first  gave  thee  to  my  arms. 

Of  all  her  dupes  not  loving  one. 

But  mining  and  madd'ning  all. 

And  still  alone  thou  charm'st  my  sight  — 

Still,  though  our  city  proudly  shine 

Bid  her  forget — what  now  is  past — 

With  forms  and  faces,  fair  and  bright. 

Our  once  dear  love,  whose  ruin  lies 

I  see  none  fair  or  bright  but  thine. 

1            O  quid  lolutls  est  beatiui  curls. 

Lahore  fesst  renimus  larem  ad  noitnim. 

Cuia  mem  onui  repoolt,  ac  peregrine 

Desideratoque  acquieidmas  lecto. 
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thoa  wert  ha  for  only  me, 
coold'tt  no  heart  but  mine  allure ! — 
men  else  nnpleasing  be, 
lall  I  feel  my  prize  secure.  > 

re  like  mine  ne'er  wants  the  zest 
thers'  enrj,  others*  praise ; 
its  silence  safely  blest, 
ds  o'er  a  bliss  it  ne'er  betrays. 

of  my  life !  by  whose  sweet  pow'r 
»res  are  hush'd,  all  ills  subdued — 
ht,  in  ev'n  the  darkest  hour, 
ntrwd,  in  deepest  solitude !  * 

:  though  heaVn  itself  sent  down 
*  maid,  of  more  than  heav'nly  charms, 
lias  undreamt  thy  bard  to  crown, 
Id  he  for  her  forsake  those  arms  I 


IMITATION. 


FROM  THE  FRENCH. 


men  and  apples  both  Paris  and  Adam 

nischief  enough  in  their  day :  — 

rais'd  that  the  fate  of  mankind,  my  dear 

■dam. 

Is  not  on  uSf  the  same  way. 

c  as  I  am  with  temptation  to  grapple, 

>rld  would  have  doubly  to  rue  thee ; 

m,  Fd  gladly  take  from  thee  the  apple, 

aris,  at  once  give  it  to  thee. 


NVITATION  TO  DINNER, 

DDRE88ED  TO  LORD  LANSI>OWNE. 

September,  1818. 
hink  we  bards  have  nothing  real ; 
poets  live  among  the  stars  so, 
rery  dinners  are  ideal, — 
U  heaven  knows,  too  oft  they  are  so,) — 
tance,  that  we  have,  instead 
ulgar  chops,  and  stews,  and  hashes. 


tlleeM  alilf,  tic  ego  tatua  ero. 

ttibi  curanun  requiet,  tu  nocte  rel  atri 

«aine&,  et  in  lolU  tu  mihl  turba  locU. 

reiqua  vOlate  in  sight  of  mj  cottage,  and  from 
tcparatad  bat  by  a  unall  vardant  vallejr. 


First  course — a  Phcenix,  at  the  head, 

Done  in  its  own  celestial  ashes ; 
At  foot,  a  cygnet,  which  kept  singing 
All  the  time  its  neck  was  wringing. 
Side  dishes,  thus — Minerva's  owl, 
Or  any  such  like  learned  fbwl : 
Doves,  such  as  heav'n's  poulterer  gets, 
When  Cupid  shoots  his  mother's  pets. 
Larks,  stew'd  in  Morning's  roseate  breath. 

Or  roasted  by  a  sunbeam's  splendour ; 
And  nightingales,  berhymed  to  death — 

Like  young  pigs  whipp'd  to  make  them  tender. 

Such  fare  may  suit  those  bards,  who're  able 
To  banquet  at  Duke  Humphrey's  table ; 
But  as  for  me,  who've  long  been  taught 

To  eat  and  drink  like  other  people ; 
And  can  put  up  with  mutton,  bought 

Where  Bromham^  rears  its  ancient  steeple — 
If  Lansdowne  will  consent  to  share 
My  humble  feast,  though  rude  the  fiure, 
Tet,  season'd  by  that  salt  he  brings 
From  Attica's  salinest  springs, 
'Twill  turn  to  dainties ; — while  the  cup 
Beneath  his  influence  bright'ning  up. 
Like  that  of  Baucis,  touch'd  by  Jove, 
Will  sparkle  fit  for  gods  above ! 


VERSES  TO  THE  POET  CRABBE'S 
INKSTAND.  4 

WRITTEN  MAY,  1832. 

All,  as  he  left  it  I — er'n  the  pen. 
So  lately  at  that  mind's  command. 

Carelessly  lying,  as  if  then 
Just  fall'n  from  his  gifted  hand. 

Have  we  then  lost  him  ?  scarce  an  hour, 
A  little  hour,  seems  to  have  past, 

Since  Life  and  Inspiration's  pow'r 
Around  that  relic  breath'd  their  last 

Ah,  pow'rless  now — like  talisman. 
Found  in  some  vanish'd  wizard's  halls. 

Whose  mighty  charm  with  him  began. 
Whose  charm  with  him  extinguish'd  falls. 


*  Soon  after  Mr.  Crabbe's  death,  the  soni  of  that  gentleman 
did  me  the  honour  of  presenting  to  me  the  Inkitand,  pencil, 
&c.  which  their  disUnguished  fother  had  long  been  in  the 
habit  of  using. 
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'et  tkoagh,  alas  I  the  gifts  that  shone 
Around  that  pvn*s  exploring  track, 

(e  now,  with  its  great  master,  gone, 
Nor  living  hand  can  call  them  back ; 

rho  does  not  feel,  while  thus  his  eyes 
Rest  on  the  enchanter's  broken  wand, 

lach  earth-bom  spell  it  work'd  arise 
Before  him  in  succession  grand  ? — 

Irand,  from  the  Truth  that  reigns  oVr  all ; 

The  unshrinking  Truth,  that  lets  her  light 
'hrough  Life's  low,  dark,  interior  £ill, 

Opening  the  whole,  severely  bright : 

et  softening,  as  she  frowns  along. 

O'er  scenes  which  an<rels  weep  to  see — 
i»'here  Truth  herself  half  veils  the  Wrong, 

In  pity  of  the  Misery. 

'rue  bard  ! — and  simple,  as  the  race 

Of  true-N."»m  poets  ever  are, 
klien.  stoi^ping  from  their  starry  place. 

They're  children,  near,  though  gods,  afar. 

(ow  fn*shlv  doth  mv  mind  recall, 
*M«mg  the  few  days  I've  known  with  thee, 

)ne  that,  most  buoyantly  of  all, 
KK>ats  in  the  wake  of  memory  ;  > 

iTion  he.  the  jk)**!,  douMy  crac'd. 

In  life,  as  in  his  pt-rfect  strain. 
I'ith  that  pure,  mellowing  power  of  Taste. 

Without  which  Fancv  shines  in  vaiu  : 

"ho  in  his  page  will  leave  behind. 

Pn'gnant  with  genius  though  it  be, 
ut  half  the  treasures  of  a  mind. 

When'  Sense  o'er  all  holds  mastery :  — 

rieiid  of  long  years  !  of  friendship  tried 
Thnmgh  many  a  bright  and  dark  event ; 

I  doubts,  my  jiMlg<*  —  in  taste,  my  guide  — 
In  all.  my  stay  and  ornament ! 

e.  tiHH  wB«  of  our  fi-.'ist  that  day, 
\nd  all  wi'H*  gncNiN  of  one,  v.  hose  hand 

%\\\  »hnl  n  new  and  drullilcKH  ray 
\nHiiid  Ihi'  lyre  of  iliiN  great  land; 

•   «b,W  M*a-lMl|iH        HM  ill  lIlONi*  hliflU 

\V!ww  (ktN'iin'M  vtiliHi  of  iiii^i-My 

«..  -k^.d  ihti  Mliiw  «iUiiil«i  l»  •>  »i<^t  |Mi«isl  ill  rcimpuiy 

«t.    t  •■«i  I-.    iMiiiit  \tM»  ■luin.  hIm-ii  it  pill  I V.  rnii«i>ting 

.  M.    I..K.M..  Ml   « i4l»W   ^'"»  »»-  UMllior  i»r  theie 


Seemi  iCill  to  toiiiid — imniortal  dweOs 
Old  Album's  Spirit  of  the  Set. 

Such  woi  oar  hart ;  and  though,  tmce  Iho, 
Slight  clouds  haye  ris*n  twixt  him  and  mt» 

Who  would  not  grasp  such  band  again, 
Stretched  forth  again  in  amity? 

Who  can,  in  this  short  life,  aSbfd 
To  let  such  mists  a  moment  stay, 

When  thus  one  frank,  atoning  word, 
Like  sunshine,  melts  them  all  away  7 

Bright  was  our  board  that  day — though  « 
Unworthy  brother  there  had  place; 

As  *mong  the  horses  of  the  Sun, 
One  was,  they  say,  of  earthly  raeei 

Yet,  next  to  Genius  is  the  power 
Of  feeling  where  true  Genius  lies; 

And  there  was  light  around  that  hoar 
Such  as,  in  memory,  never 


Light  which  comes  o*er  me,  as  I  gise, 
Thou  Relic  of  the  Dead,  on  thee, 

Like  all  such  dreams  of  Tanish^  dsyi* 
Brightly,  indeed — bat  mounfiiUy ! 


TO 

CAROLINE,  VISCOUNTESS  VALLETOKT. 

WBimN  AT  LACOCK  ABBIT,  JASTCABT,  I>Qt 

When  I  would  sing  thy  beauty's  light, 
Such  various  forms,  and  all  so  bright, 
I've  seen  thee,  from  thy  childhood,  wetfi 
I  know  not  which  to  call  most  &ir. 
Nor  'mong  the  countless  cbanns  that  tgaaf 
For  ever  roimd  thee,  whidt  to  sing: 

When  I  would  paint  thee,  as  tboa  ai. 
Then  all  thou  wert  comes  o*er  my  heart— 
The  graceful  child,  in  beauty's  tarn. 
Within  the  nursery's  shade  witbdnwn, 
Or  peeping  out — like  a  yoong  bmnu 
Upon  a  world  twill  brighten  soon. 
Then  next,  in  girlhood's  Uashing  hoai; 
As  from  thy  own  lor^  Abbey-lovV 


renei,  had  the  pleHiiMordlBiBt  wUl  Ur. 
at  his  bouse  at  SyitmhiM. 
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!e  kx^  all  radiant,  down, 
that  to  the  hoary  frown 
roond  thee  lent  a  raj, 
Q  Age*8  gloom  away ;  — 
orld's  resplendent  throng, 
tark*d  thee  glide  along, 
crowds  of  &ir  and  great 
"e  and  separate, 
ren  Admiration*8  eye 
to  approach  too  nigh ; — 
circled  by  a  spell 
h  nothing  wrong  conld  dwell ; 
ad  clear  as  from  the  soarce, 
)ogh  life  her  limpid  coarse, 
isa  through  the  sea, 
juntain  parity. 

another  change  of  light  I 
de,  still  meekly  bright, 
;t  thy  Lord  a  dower  aboye 
>rice,  pure  woman's  love ; 
what  lustre  Rank  receives, 
lis  proud  Corinthian  leaves 
IS  high-bred  Beauty  weaves. 

ot  if^  where  all's  so  fair 

ere  more  than  bard  can  dare ; 

if^  while  every  scene 

thee  through  so  bright  hath  been, 

ir'd  Muse  should,  in  her  quest 

Qow  not  where  to  rest, 

,  at  thy  feet  thus  fSdl, 

beautiful  in  all  I 


I  SPECULATION. 

ions  the  market  holds  forth, 

I I  know  for  a  lover  of  pelf, 
us  up,  at  the  price  he  is  worth, 

1  him  at  that  which  he  sets  on 


rO  MY  MOTHER. 

N  IN  A  POCKET  BOOK,  1822. 

of  an  Indian  tree, 
)W8oe*er  the  sun  and  sky 
ts  boughs  to  wander  free, 
,  and  blossom,  wide  and  high, 


Far  better  loves  to  bend  its  anns 
Downward  again  to  that  dear  earth. 

From  which  the  life,  that  fills  and  warms 
Its  grateful  being,  first  had  birth. 

Tis  thus,  though  woo*d  by  flattering  Mends, 
And  fed  with  £une  (if  £une  it  be) 

This  heart,  my  own  dear  mother,  bends, 
With  love's  true  instinct,  back  to  thee  I 


LOVE  AND  HYBiEN. 

Love  had  a  fever — ne'er  coold  close 
His  little  eyes  till  day  was  breaking ; 

And  wild  and  strange  enough,  HeaVn  knows. 
The  things  he  raVd  about  while  waking. 

To  let  him  pine  so  were  a  sin ; — 
One,  to  whom  all  the  world's  a  debtor — 

So  Doctor  Hymen  was  call'd  in. 
And  Love  that  night  slept  rather  better. 

Next  day  the  case  gave  fhrther  hope  yet, 
Thoogh  still  some  ugly  fever  latent ; — 

"  Dose,  as  before" — a  gentle  opiate, 
For  which  old  Hymen  has  a  patent 

After  a  month  of  daily  call. 
So  fast  the  dose  went  on  restoring. 

That  Love,  who  first  ne'er  slept  at  all. 

Now  took,  the  rogue  I  to  downright  snoring. 


LINES 


ON  TBI 

ENTRY  OF  THE  AUSTRIANS  INTO  NAPLES.  I8S1. 

Cttrb<me  noiati. 

Ay — down  to  the  dust  with  them,  slaves  as  they 
are, 
From  this  hour,  let  the  blood  in  their  dastardly 
veins. 
That  shrunk  at  the  first  touch  of  Liberty's  war, 
Be  wasted  for  tyrants,  or  stagnate  in  chains. 

On,  on  like  a  cloud,  through  their  beautiAil  vales, 
Ye  locusts  of  tyranny,  blasting  them  o'er — 

Fill,  fill  up  their  wide  sunny  waters,  ye  sails 
From  each  slave-mart  of  Europe,  and  shadow 
their  shore  I 
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Let  their  fate  be  a  mock-word — let  men  of  all  lands 
Laugh  out,  with  a  scorn  that  shall  ring  to  the 
poles, 
When  each  sword,  that  the  cowards  let  fall  from 
their  hands. 
Shall  be  forg'd  into  fetters  to  enter  their  sools. 

And  deep,  and  more  deep,  as  the  iron  is  driv'n, 
Base  slayes !  let  the  whet  of  their  agon j  be, 

To  think — as  the  Doom'd  often  think  of  that  heav'n 
They  had  once  within  reach — that  they  might 
haye  been  f^e. 

Oh  shame  I  when  there  was  not  a  bosom,  whose 
heat 

Ever  rose  *bove  the  zero  of  C h*s  heart. 

That  did  not,  like  echo,  yoar  war-hymn  repeat. 
And  send  all  its  prayers  with  your  Liberty's 
start; 

When  the  world  stood  in  hope — when  a  spirit, 
that  breath'd 

The  fresh  air  of  the  olden  time,  whispered  about ; 
And  the  swords  of  all  Italy,  half-way  unsheath*d. 

But  waited  one  conquering  cry,  to  flash  out  I 

When  around  you  the  shades  of  your  Mighty  in 
£une, 
FiLicAJAS  and  Petrabchb,  seem*d  bursting  to 
view, 


And  their  words,  and  their  wamingi,  like  toogi 
of  bright  flame 
Over  Freedom's  apostles,  fell  Jrinilling  oq  yot 

Oh  shame  I  that,  in  such  a  proud  moment  of  lif 
Worth  the  hist'ry  of  ages,  when,  had  yon  1 
hurl'd 
One  bolt  at  your  tyrant  invader,  that  strife 
Between  freemen  and  tyrants  had  spread  thra 
the  world — 

That  then — oh!  disgrace  upon  manhood ->e 
then, 
Tou  should  falter,  should  cling  to  your  jHti 
breath ; 
Cow'r  down  into  beasts,  when  yon  might  h 
stood  men. 
And  prefer  the  slave's  life  of  prostration  to  da 

It  is  strange,  it  is  dreadfU : — shout.  Tyranny,  ib 

Through  your  dungeons  and  palaces,  **  Freed 

is  o'er;" — 

If  there  lingers  one  spark  of  her  light,  tread  it  ( 

And  return  to  your  empire  of  darkness  o 

more. 

For,  if  tuck  are  the  braggarts  that  claim  to  be  fi 
Come,  Despot  of  Russia,  thy  feet  let  me  kia 

Far  nobler  to  live  the  brute  bondman  of  thee, 
Than  to  sully  ev'n  chains  by  a  struggle  like  tl 


THE  LOVES   OF  THE   ANGELS. 


PREFACE. 

The  Eastern  story  of  the  angels  Harut  and  Marut  ^ 
and  the  Rabbinical  fictions  of  the  loves  of  Uzziel 
and  Shamchazai  ^,  are  the  only  sources  to  which  I 
need  refer,  for  the  origin  of  the  notion  on  which 
this  Romance  is  founded.    In   addition  to  the 


>  See  note  on  page  468. 

>  Hyde,  de  Rellg.  Vet.  Persarum.  p.  272. 

'  The  account  which  Macrobius  gives  «  of  the  downward 
Journej  of  the  Soul,  through  that  gate  of  the  zodiac  which 
opens  into  the  lower  spheres,  is  a  curioiii  specimen  of  the 
wild  fancies  passed  for  philosophy  in  ancient  times. 

•  In  BcniB.  Sdptoih,  cap.  18. 


fitness  of  the  subject  for  poetry,  it  struck  me  i 
as  capable  of  affording  an  allegorical  medio 
through  which  might  be  shadowed  out  (as  I  b: 
endeavoured  to  do  in  the  following  storirt)  ' 
fall  of  the  Soul  from  its  original  purity '  — the  I 
of  light  and  happiness  which  it  suffers,  in  the  p 
suit  of  this  world's  perishable  pleasures— and  i 

In  the  system  of  Manes,  the  luminous  or  spiritual  print 
owes  its  cfirruption  not  to  any  ertl  tendency  of  its  own,  Iw 
a  violent  inroad  of  Che  spirits  of  darknes*.  who,  flndinir  tb< 
selves  in  the  neighbourhood  of  tliis  pure  liglit.  and  becon 
passionately  enamoured  of  its  beauty,  break  the  bounds 
between  them,  and  take  forcible  potaeaskm  of  it.  ^ 

b  See  a  TrmtiM  "  De  U  R«ll||ion  da  P«na,"  bj  lh«  AU4  Tm 
MtaMim  de  rAcadtaii*«  torn.  uiL  p.  iML 
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1,  both  from  conscience  and  Divine 
which  imporitj,  pride,  and  presump- 
y  into  the  awful  secrets  of  Heaven  arc  ' 
isited.  The  beaatiful  story  of  Cupid  ' 
owes  its  chief  charm  to  this  sort  of , 
ning,**  and  it  has  been  my  wish  (how-  j 
have  fisLiled  in  the  attempt)  to  com-  | 

the  following  pages  the  same  moral  \ 

i 

lie  doctrines,  or  notions,  derived  by  | 
he  East,  one  of  the  most  natural  and  ' 
\aX  which  incolcates  the  pre-existence 
md  its  gradual  descent  into  this  dark 
>ld,  from  that  region  of  spirit  and  light 
{apposed  to  have  once  inhabited,  and 
fler  a  long  lapse  of  purification  and 

return.  This  relief,  under  various 
orms,  may  be  traced  through  almost 
ital  theologies.  The  Chaldeans  repre- 
il  as  originally  endowed  with  wings, 
iway  when  it  sinks  from  its  native 
1  must  be  reproduced  before  it  can 
m.    Some  disciples  of  Zoroaster  once 

him,  **  How  the  wings  of  the  Soul 
de  to  grow  again  ?*' — "  By  sprinkling 
eplied,  "  with  the  Waters  of  Life."— 
•  are  those  Waters  to  be  found  ?"  they 
In    the    Garden    of   God,"    replied 

lology  of  the  Persians  has  allegorized 
strine,  in  the  history  of  those  genii  of 
rayed  from  their  dwellings  in  the  stars, 
Hi  their  original  nature  by  mixture 
aterial  sphere;  while  the  Egyptians, 
t  with  the  descent  and  ascent  of  the 
)diac,  considered  Autumn  as  emblem- 
Sours  decline  towards  darkness,  and 
irance  of  Spring  as  its  return  to  life 

he  chief  spirits  of  the  Mahometan 
I  as  Gabriel,  the  angel  of  Revelations, 
hom  the  last  trumpet  is  to  be  sounded, 
the  angel  of  death,  there  were  also  a 
subaltern  intelligences,  of  which  tra- 
reserved  the  names,  appointed  to  pre- 
he  different  stages,  or  ascents,  into 
celestial  world  was  supposed  to  be 
rhus  Kelail  governs  the  fifth  heaven ; 
,  the  presiding  spirit  of  the  third,  is 
ed  in  steadying  the  motions  of  the 
h  would  be  in  a  constant  state  of 
this  angel  did  not  keep  his  foot  planted 


ncd  the  lower  heaven  with  lighti,  and  placed 
I  of  angtli.**  — £orai»,  chap.  xli. 


Among  other  miraculous  interpositions  in  favour 
of  Mahomet,  we  find  commemorated  in  the  pages 
of  the  Koran  the  appearance  of  five  thousand 
angels  on  his  side  at  the  battle  of  Bedr. 

The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  Ormuzd 
appointed  thirty  angels  to  preside  successively 
over  the  days  of  the  month,  and  twelve  greater 
ones  to  assume  the  government  of  the  months 
themselves;  among  whom  Bahman  (to  whom 
Ormuzd  committed  the  custody  of  all  animals, 
except  man,)  was  the  greatest  Mihr,  the  angel 
of  the  7th  month,  was  also  the  spirit  that  watched 
over  the  affidrs  of  friendship  and  love; — Chiir 
had  the  care  of  the  disk  of  the  sun ; — Mah  was 
agent  for  the  concerns  of  the  moon; — Isphan- 
darmaz  (whom  Cazvin  calls  the  Spirit  of  the 
Earth)  was  the  tutelar  genius  of  good  and  virtuons 
women,  &c  &c  &c.  For  all  this  the  reader  may 
consult  the  19th  and  20th  chapters  of  Hyde  de 
Relig.  Yet  Persarum,  where  the  names  and  attri- 
butes of  these  daily  and  monthly  angels  are  with 
much  minuteness  and  erudition  explained.  It  ap- 
pears, from  the  Zend-avesta,  that  the  Persians  had 
a  certain  office  or  prayer  for  every  day  of  the 
month  (addressed  to  the  particular  angel  who  pre- 
sided over  it),  which  they  called  the  Sirouze. 

The  Celestial  Hierarchy  of  the  Syrians,  as 
described  by  Kircher,  appears  to  be  the  most  re- 
gularly graduated  of  any  of  these  systems.  In  the 
sphere  of  the  Moon  they  placed  the  angels,  in  that 
of  Mercury  the  archangels,  Venus  and  the  Sun 
contained  the  Principalities  and  the  Powers  ; — and 
so  on  to  the  summit  of  the  planetary  system, 
where,  in  the  sphere  of  Saturn,  the  Thrones  had 
their  station.  Above  this  was  the  habitation  of 
the  Cherubim  in  the  sphere  of  the  fixed  stars ;  and 
still  higher,  in  the  region  of  those  stars  which  are 
so  distant  as  to  be  imperceptible,  the  Seraphim, 
we  are  told,  the  most  perfect  of  all  celestial  crea- 
tures, dwelt 

The  Sabeans  also  (as  D'llerbelot  tells  us)  had 
their  classes  of  angels,  to  whom  they  prayed  as 
mediators,  or  intercessors ;  and  the  Arabians  wor- 
shipped female  angels,  whom  they  called  Benad 
Ilaschc,  or,  Daughters  of  God. 


>  See  D*HerbeIot,  passim. 
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'TwA8  when  the  world  was  in  its  prime. 

When  the  fresh  stars  had  just  begun 
Their  race  of  glory,  and  young  Time 

Told  his  first  birth-days  by  the  sun ; 
When,  in  the  light  of  Nature's  dawn 

Rejoicing,  men  and  angels  met  > 
On  the  high  hill  and  sunny  lawn, — 
Ere  sorrow  came,  or  Sin  had  drawn 

'Twixt  man  and  heay'n  her  curtain  yet  I 
When  earth  lay  nearer  to  the  skies 

Than  in  these  days  of  crime  and  woe. 
And  mortals  saw,  without  surprise, 
In  the  mid-air,  angelic  eyes 

Gazing  upon  this  world  below. 

Alas,  that  Passion  should  profane, 
Ev'n  then,  the  morning  of  the  earth  I 

That,  sadder  still,  the  fatal  stain 
Should  fSall  on  hearts  of  heav'nly  birth  — 

And  that  from  Woman*s  loye  should  fall 

So  dark  a  stain,  most  sad  of  all ! 

One  ey'ning,  in  that  primal  hour. 

On  a  hill's  side,  where  hung  the  ray 
Of  sunset,  bright'ning  rill  and  bowV, 

Three  noble  youths  conversing  lay ; 
And,  as  they  look*d,  from  time  to  time. 

To  the  far  sky,  where  Daylight  furl'd 
His  radiant  wiug,  their  brows  sublime 

Bespoke  them  of  that  distant  world  — 
Spirits,  who  once,  in  brotherhood 
Of  faith  and  bliss,  near  Alla  stood. 
And  o'er  whose  checks  full  oft  had  blown 
The  wind  that  breathes  from  Alla's  throne,' 
Creatures  of  light,  such  as  still  play. 

Like  motes  in  sunshine,  round  the  Lord, 
And  through  their  infinite  array 
Transmit  each  moment,  night  and  day. 

The  echo  of  His  luminous  word! 

Of  Heaven  they  spoke,  and,  still  more  oft. 
Of  the  bright  eyes  that  charm'd  them  thence; 

>  The  Mahonietant  belieTe,  MysD'HcrboIot,  that  in  that 
early  period  of  the  world,  "  les  honimps  n'eurent  qu'une  setilc 
religion,  et  furent  touTent  ritit^  de>  Ange«,  qui  leur  donnoient 
la  main." 

*  "  To  which  will  be  joined  the  lound  of  the  bolU  hanging 
on  the  trees,  which  will  bo  put  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
ceeding from  the  Throne,  to  often  as  the  Blessed  wish  for 
music.*'    See  Salr'a  Ki»ran^  Prelim  Dissert. 

'  The  ancient  Persians  sup|)Osed  that  this  Throne  was 
placed  in  the  Sun,  and  that  through  the  stars  were  distributed 
the  Tmrious  claues  of  Angels  that  encircled  it. 


Till,  yielding  gndnal  to  the  toft 

And  balmy  evening's  influence — 
The  silent  breathing  of  the  ^ow'n 

The  melting  light  thit  beam*d  above, 
Ab  on  their  fint,  fond,  erring  hoora, 

Each  told  the  story  of  his  love, 
The  history  of  thit  hour  unblest. 
When,  like  a  bird,  firom  its  high  neit 
Won  down  by  fascinating  eyes. 
For  Woman's  smile  he  lost  the  skies. 

The  First  who  spoke  was  one,  with  look 

The  least  celestial  of  the  three — 
A  Spirit  of  light  mould,  that  took 

The  prints  of  earth  most  yieldingly ; 
Who,  ev'n  in  heav*n,  was  not  of  those 

Nearest  the  Throne  3,  but  held  a  plaee 
Far  off,  among  those  shining  rows 

That  circle  oat  through  endless  qitee. 
And  o'er  whose  wings  the  light  from  Hln 
In  Heaven's  centre  fidls  most  dim. 

Still  fair  and  glorioos,  he  but  shone 
Among  those  youths  the*  onheavenlieft  ooc 
A  creature,  to  whom  light  remain'd 
From  Eden  still,  bnt  alter'd,  stain'd. 
And  o*er  whose  brow  not  Love  alone 

A  blight  had,  in  his  transit,  cast, 
But  other,  earthlier  joys  had  gone. 

And  left  their  foot-prints  as  they  paa'd. 
Sighing,  as  back  through  ages  flown. 

Like  a  tomb-searcher,  Mem'ry  ran. 
Lifting  each  shroud  that  Time  had  throvn 

O'er  buried  hopes,  he  thus  began: — 


FIRST  ANGEL'S  STORY 

"  'TwAS  in  a  land,  that  fkr  away 

Into  the  golden  orient  lies. 
Where  Nature  knows  not  night's  delay. 
But  springs  to  meet  her  bridegroom.  Day. 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies. 
One  mom,  on  earthly  mission  sent,  * 

And  mid-way  choosing  where  to  light. 

The  Basilidians  suppoted  that  there  were  three  bii 

j  and  sixty-fire  orders  of  angels,  "  dont  U  perfection  sll 

■  dicroissant,  i  mesure  quMlsVf loignoient  de  la  prcmiirr 

I  d'espriu  places  dans  le  premier  del.**   See  Dvprn.  Or 

CuUrs,  torn  Al.  p.  11 S. 

*  It  appears  that,  in  most  laogtuget,  the  term  car 
for  an  angel  means  alsoa  messenger.  FIrischteh,  the  T 
word  for  angel,  is  derived  (sajri  D'HerbeloC)  from  tb 
Firischtin.  to  send.  The  Hebrew  term,  too,  McUk.  b 
same  significatkm. 
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•om  the  blae  element — 

autifol,  but  fiital  fight ! 

(arth's  fisurest  womankind, 

I'd  from  yiew,  or  rather  shrin'd 

lear  crystal  of  a  brook ; 

!i,  while  it  hid  no  single  gleam 

'oung  beauties,  made  them  look 

spirit-like,  as  they  might  seem 

igh  the  dim  shadowing  of  a  dream. 

in  wonder  I  look*d  on, 

,  playfully  around  her  breaking 

ers,  that  like  diamonds  shone 

OT*d  in  light  of  her  own  making. 

h,  as  from  that  airy  height 

lower'd  my  breathless  flight, 

able  of  my  wings  all  o*er 

hrongh  each  plume  I  felt  the  thrill) 

ler,  as  she  reach'd  the  shore 

t  small  lake — her  mirror  still — 

'hose  brink  she  stood,  like  snow 

«y  with  a  simset  glow. 

lall  I  forget  those  eyes ! — 

ne,  the  innocent  surprise 

»right  £ice,  when  in  the  air 

ig,  she  beheld  me  there. 

I  as  if  each  thought,  and  look, 

lotion,  were  that  minute  chained 

he  spot,  such  root  she  took, 

ke  a  sunflower  by  a  brook, 

(kce  upturned — so  still  remained ! 

0  the  wondering  maid, 

;h  loth  from  such  a  vision  turning, 
rd  I  bent,  beneath  the  shade 
spread  wings  to  hide  the  burning 
es,  which — I  well  could  feel — 
e,  for  her,  too  warmly  shone ; 

1  could  again  unseal 
ess  eyes,  or  even  steal 

delong  look,  the  maid  was  gone — 
1  me  in  the  forest  leaves, 
1  as  when,  in  all  her  charms 
lown  light,  some  cloud  receives 
[oon  into  his  dusky  arms. 

in  words  to  tell  the  pow'r, 
)otism  that,  from  that  hour, 
leld  o*er  me.     Day  and  night 
ht  around  each  neighbouring  spot ; 

e  given  by  the  Mahometans  to  the  infernal  re- 
lich,  thejr  wiy.  the  angel  Tabhek  presides, 
n  galea  of  hell,  mentioned  in  the  Koran,  the 
I  aoderttand  aeren  different  departments  or 
ich  teren  difflerent  torts  of  sinners  are  to  be 
be  first,  called  Gehennem,  Is  for  sinful  Mussul- 
cood,  Ladha,  for  Christian  offenders ;  the  third. 


And,  in  the  chase  of  this  sweet  light. 

My  task,  and  heav*n,  and  all  forgot ; — 
All,  but  the  one,  sole,  haunting  dream 
Of  her  I  saw  in  that  bright  stream. 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  by  her  side 

I  found  myself^  whole  happy  days, 
List'ning  to  words,  whose  music  vied 

With  our  own  £den*s  seraph  lays, 
When  seraph  lays  are  warm'd  by  love. 
But,  wanting  that,  far,  far  above  I  — 
And  looking  into  eyes  where,  blue 
And  beautiful,  like  skies  seen  through 
The  sleeping  wave,  for  me  there  shone 
A  heaven,  more  worshipp'd  than  my  own. 
Oh  what,  while  I  could  hear  and  see 
Such  words  and  looks,  was  heav*n  to  me  ? 
Though  gross  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
'Twas  blessed,  while  she  breath'd  it  too ; 
Though  dark  the  flow*rs,  though  dim  the  sky, 
Love  lent  them  light,  while  she  was  nigh. 
Throughout  creation  I  but  knew 
Two  separate  worlds — the  oruj  that  small, 

BeloVd,  and  consecrated  spot 
Where  Lea  wcu^ihe  other,  all 

The  dull,  wide  waste,  where  she  was  not! 

But  vain  my  suit,  my  madness  vain ; 
Though  gladly,  from  her  eyes  to  gain 

One  earthly  look,  one  stray  desire, 
I  would  have  torn  the  wings,  that  hung 

Furl'd  at  my  back,  and  o'er  the  Fire 
In  Gehim's  >  pit  their  fragments  flung; — 
'Twas  hopeless  all — pure  and  unmov'd 

She  stood,  as  lilies  in  the  light 

Of  the  hot  noon  but  look  more  white ; — 
And  though  she  lov'd  me,  deeply  lov'd, 
'Twas  not  as  man.  as  mortal — no, 
Nothing  of  earth  was  in  that  glow — 
She  lov'd  me  but  as  one,  of  race 
Angelic,  from  that  radiant  place 
She  saw  so  oft  in  dreams — that  Heaven, 

To  which  her  prayers  at  mom  were  sent. 
And  on  whose  light  she  gaz'd  at  even. 
Wishing  for  wings,  that  she  might  go 
Out  of  this  shadowy  world  below. 

To  that  free,  glorious  element  I 

Well  I  remember  by  her  side 
Sitting  at  rosy  even-tide, 

Hothama,  is  appointed  for  Jews ;  and  the  fourth  and  fifth, 
called  Sair  and  Sacar,  are  destined  to  receive  the  Sabs^ans  and 
the  worshippers  of  fire :  in  the  sixth,  named  Gehim,  those 
pagans  and  idolaters  who  admit  a  plurality  of  gods  are  placed ; 
while  into  the  abyss  of  the  seventh,  called  Derk  Asfal,  or 
the  Deepest,  the  hypocritical  canters  of  all  religions  are 
thrown. 

liU  3 
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Vhon.  —  turning  to  the  star,  whose  head 
XH>k*d  out,  as  from  a  bridal  bed, 
Lt  that  mute,  blushing  hour,  —  she  said, 
l)h!  that  it  were  my  doom  to  bv 

*  The  Spirit  of  yon  beautiM>us  star, 
Dvelling  up  there  in  purity, 

*  Alone,  as  all  such  bright  things  are  ; — 
My  sole  employ  to  pray  and  shine, 

'  To  light  my  censer  at  the  sun 
And  cast  its  tire  towards  the  shrine 

*  Of  Him  in  heav'n.  the*  Eternal  one!' 

ik>  innocent  the  maid,  so  free 

From  mortal  taint  in  soul  and  fhune, 
ATiom  'twas  mT  crime  —  mv  destiny  — 
To  love.  ay.  bum  for,  with  a  flame. 
To  which  earth's  wildest  fires  are  tame. 
!ad  vou  but  seen  her  look,  when  first 
^rom  my  mad  lips  the*  avowal  burst ; 
Sot  anger'd  —  no  —  the  fi^-'ling  came 
t'rom  depths  beyond  mere  anger's  flame — 
it  was  a  sorrow,  calm  as  deep, 
\  moumfulnoss  that  could  not  weep, 
H>  fill'd  her  heart  was  to  the  brink, 
>o  fix'd  and  froz'n  with  grief,  to  think 
That  angel  natures — that  ev'n  I, 
Whose  love  she  clung  to.  as  the  tie 
Between  her  spirit  and  the  sky^ 
Should  fall  thus  headlong  from  the  height 
.>f  all  that  hoav'n  hath  pure  and  bright! 

rhat  verj*  night  —  my  heart  had  grown 

Impatient  of  its  inward  burning  ; 
The  term.  iix\  of  my  stay  was  flown. 
And  the  bright  Watchers  near  the  throne. 
Already,  if  a  motet^r  shone 
Botwi'on  thoni  and  this  nether  zone, 

Thoujiht  'twas  tluir  herald's  wing  returning. 
Oft  did  the  pi.>tont  spell-woni.  giv'n 

To  Knvo\s  liither  from  the  skies, 

m 

To  be  prvMioune'd,  when  back  to  heav'n 

It  is  their  time  or  wish  to  rise, 
L\>me  to  my  lips  that  fatal  day : 

And  onoo,  t»H.\  was  S4>  nearly  spoken, 
That  my  spn.»ad  plumage  in  the  ray 
And  breeze  of  heav'n  Ivgan  to  play; — 

When  my  heart  fail'd— the  spell  was  broken— 
The  word  uufinish'd  ditnl  away. 
And  my  oheck'd  plumes,  ready  to  soar, 
Fell  slack  and  lifeless  as  before. 


I  h*Te  alreauly  mentioned  that  wme  of  the  circumrtancet 
this  »toi7  tfcpre  vupgetted  to  me  by  the  eattern  legend  of 
.  two  anjeU.  Harm  and  Marut.  as  irfreo  by  Mariti,  who 
I  that  the  author  of  the  Taalim  founda  upon  tt  the  Ma- 
nefcin  prohibilion  of  wine.*  1  br  *^  MsritTB 


How  could  I  leare  a  world  which  ihe, 

Or  lost  or  won,  made  all  to  me? 

No  matter  where  my  wand*rmgB  wen. 

So  there  she  looked,  breath'd,  moT*d  at 
Woe,  min,  death,  more  sweet  with  her. 

Than  Paradise  itiaU;  without! 


But,  toretnm — that  rerj  day 

A  feast  was  held,  where,  Adl  of  mirth. 
Came — crowding  thick  ai  flow'rs  that  pli 
Id  summer  winda — the  yoong  and  gay 

And  beautiful  of  this  bright  earth. 
And  she  was  there,  and  "Imid  the  yoong 

And  beantifhl  stood  first,  alone ; 
Though  on  her  gentle  brow  still  hnng 

The  shadow  I  that  mom  had  thrown— 
The  first,  that  erer  ihame  or  woe 
Had  cast  upon  its  yemal  inow. 
My  heart  was  madden*d; — in  the  flmh 

Of  the  wild  rerel  I  gave  way 
To  all  that  fVantic  mirth — that  msh 

Of  desperate  gaiety,  which  they, 
Wlio  never  felt  bow  painii  ezcea 
Can  break  out  thna,  think  happinwi ! 
Sad  mimicry  of  mirth  and  life. 
Whose  flashes  come  bat  firam  the  strife 
Of  inward  paisioiii — like  the  light 
Struck  out  by  daihing  sworda  in  fi^ 

Then,  too,  that  juice  of  earth,  the  hine 
And  blessing  of  man's  heart  and  brain- 
That  draught  of  sorcery,  which  brings 

Phantoms  of  fair,  forbidden  things 

Whose  drops,  like  those  of  rainbows,  nik 

Upon  the  mists  that  circle  man, 
Bright'ning  not  only  Earth,  the  while. 

But  grasping  HeaVn,  too,  in  tb«r  qai! 
Then  first  the  fatal  wine-cnp  nun*d 

Its  dews  of  darkness  throogh  my  lipii' 
Castingpwhate'er  of  light  remun'd 

To  my  lost  sonl  into  eclipee ; 
And  filling  it  with  snch  wild  dreamy 

Such  fantasies  and  wrong  detirei^ 
As,  in  the  abeence  of  heart's  beaai^ 

Haunt  ni  for  erer — like  wild-firei 

That  walk  this  earth,  when  iaj  nfaoM. 

Now  hear  the  rest ; — oar  1»iiq«cl  doM^ 
I  sought  her  in  tiie*  aeeoilom'd  bovY^ 


Tenloo  of  the  tale  (which 
deaiu.  In  hit  Life  of 
EncyclopMie,  in  which 
thercwkrwiUflDdlt. 
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late  we  oft,  when  day  was  gone, 
e  world  hush'd,  had  met  alone, 
le  same  silent,  moonlight  hoar, 
es,  as  nsnal,  were  nptam*d 
IoT*d  star,  whose  lustre  bom'd 
r  than  ever  on  that  night ; 
le  she,  in  looking,  grew  more  bright, 
loogh  she  borrowed  of  its  light 

was  a  Tirtne  in  that  scene, 
ell  of  holiness  aronnd, 

had  my  bnming  brain  not  been 
I  madden'd,  would  haye  held  me  bound, 
lough  I  trod  celestial  ground. 

it  was,  with  soul  all  flame, 
lips  that  bum'd  in  their  own  sighs, 
to  gaze,  with  awe  and  shame — 
nnory  of  Eden  came 
o*er  me  when  I  saw  those  eyes ; 
oogh  too  well  each  glance  of  mine 
tie  pale,  shrinking  maiden  proved 
r,  alas,  from  aught  divine, 
worthy  of  so  pure  a  shrine, 
the  wild  love  with  which  I  loy'd, 
St  she,  too,  have  seen  —  oh  yes, 
toothing  but  to  think  she  saw 
ep,  true,  soul-felt  tenderness, 
homage  of  an  Angel's  awe 
,  a  mortal,  whom  pure  love 
Iac*d  above  him — fiu:  above — 

that  struggle  to  repress 
1  spirit's  mad  excess, 
work'd  within  me  at  that  hour, 
Q,  with  a  voice,  where  Passion  shed 

deep  sadness  of  her  powV, 

melancholy  power — I  said, 

be  it  so ;  if  back  to  heaven 

DSt  unlov'd,  unpitied  fly, 

ut  one  blest  memorial  giv'n 

soothe  me  in  that  lonely  sky ; 

>ok,  like  those  the  young  and  fond 

e  when  they're  parting — which  would  be, 

n  remembrance,  far  beyond 

heav'n  hath  led  of  bliss  for  me  I 

it  to  see  that  head  recline 

linute  on  this  trembling  arm, 

bose  mild  eyes  look  up  to  mine, 

hout  a  dread,  a  thought  of  harm  ! 

«t,  but  once,  the  thrilling  touch 

ips  too  purely  fond  to  fear  me  — 

that  boon  be  all  too  much, 

1  thus  to  bring  their  fragrance  near  me ! 

hrink  not  so — a  look — a  word — 

t  them  but  kindly  and  I  fly  ; 


*  Already,  see,  my  plumes  have  stirr'd, 

*  And  tremble  for  their  home  on  high. 

*  Thus  be  our  parting — cheek  to  cheek — 

'  One  minute's  lapse  will  be  forgiv'n, 
'  And  thou,  the  next,  shalt  hear  me  speak 

*  The  spell  that  plumes  my  wing  for  heaven  I ' 

While  thus  I  spoke,  the  fearftil  maid. 
Of  me,  and  of  herself  afraid, 
Had  shrinking  stood,  like  flow'rs  beneath 
The  scorching  of  the  south- wind's  breath: 
But  when  I  nam'd — alas,  too  well, 

I  now  recall,  though  wilder'd  then,  — 
Instantly,  when  I  nam'd  the  spell. 

Her  brow,  her  eyes  uprose  again. 
And,  with  an  eagerness,  that  spoke 
The  sudden  light  that  o'er  her  broke, 

*  The  spell,  the  spell !  — oh,  speak  it  now, 

*  And  I  will  bless  thee !'  she  exclaim'd — 
Unknowing  what  I  did,  inflam'd. 

And  lost  already,  on  her  brow 

I  stamp'd  one  burning  kiss,  and  nam'd 
The  mystic  word,  till  then  ne'er  told 
To  living  creature  of  earth's  mould ! 
Scarce  was  it  said,  when,  quick  as  thought. 
Her  lips  from  mine,  like  echo,  caught 
The  holy  sound — her  hands  and  eyes 
Were  instant  lifted  to  the  skies, 
And  thrice  to  heav'n  she  spoke  it  out 

With  that  triumphant  look  Faith  wears, 
When  not  a  cloud  of  fear  or  doubt, 
A  vapour  from  this  vale  of  tears. 
Between  her  and  her  God  appears  ! 

That  very  moment  her  whole  frame 
All  bright  and  glorified  became, 
And  at  her  back  I  saw  unclose 
Two  wings,  magnificent  as  those 

That  sparkle  around  Axla's  Throne, 
Whose  plumes,  as  buoyantly  she  rose 

Above  me,  in  the  moon-beam  shone 
With  a  pure  light,  which — from  its  hue. 
Unknown  upon  this  earth — I  knew 
Was  light  from  Eden,  glistening  through  ! 
Most  holy  vision !  ne'er  before 

Did  aught  so  radiant  —  since  the  day 
When  Eblis,  in  his  downfal,  bore 

The  third  of  the  bright  stars  away — 
Rise,  in  earth's  beauty,  to  repair 
That  loss  of  light  and  glory  there  I 

But  did  I  tamely  view  her  flight  ? 

Did  not  /,  too,  proclaim  out  thrice 
The  pow'rful  words  that  were,  that  night, — 
Oh  eVn  for  heaven  too  much  delight ! — 
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Again  to  bring  ua,  eyee  lo  ejee, 

And  soul  to  Bonl,  in  Paradise  ? 
1  did  —  1  ipoke  il  o'er  wd  o'er  — 

I  proiy'd,  I  wept,  but  all  in  PBJn  ; 
For  rae  the  spell  had  poir'r  no  more- 

Tbere  eecm'd  around  me  nomc  dark  chain 
Which  still,  B5  I  CBsay'd  to  soar, 

Baffled,  alas,  eaeb  wild  endeuvoar  : 
Dead  hij  my  wings,  as  they  have  bin 
Smce  that  sad  hunr.  and  will  reiusin  — 

So  wills  the'  offended  God— for  ercr  I 

It  WM  to  yonder  star  I  trac'd 
Her  journey  up  ibe"  illnmio'd  waste^ 
ThAt  isle  in  Ihu  blue  firmamenC, 
To  which  go  oil  her  ^ey  went 

In  wishel  and  in  dreams  before. 
And  which  was  now — such.  Purity, 
Thy  bleit  reward  — ordain'd  lo  be 

Her  home  of  light  for  erennore  1 
Once — or  did  I  hut  6ncy  no?  — 

Et'd  in  her  flight  to  tbal  fkir  spbcre. 
'Mid  all  her  ipiril's  new-felt  glow, 
A  pitying  look  she  tnrn'd  below 

On  him  who  stood  in  darkness  here  ■, 
Him  whom,  perhups,  if  yain  regret 
Can  dwell  in  heaven,  sbe  pities  yel ; 
And  oft.  w  be  a  looking  lo  this  dim 
And  distant  world,  remembers  bini. 

Bnt  soon  Ihsit  passing  dream  was  gone  ^ 
Farther  and  tarlher  off  she  shone, 
Till  Icsseo'd  lo  a  point,  as  small 

As  arc  those  sp«Gks  that  yonder  bum, — 
Those  vivid  drops  of  light,  that  fall 

The  last  from  Day's  exhausted  urn. 
And  wiien  at  length  she  merg'd,  ikfar, 
Into  her  own  immortal  liar, 
And  when  at  lenglh  my  straining  sight 

Had  caught  her  wing's  last  Ihdiiig  ray, 
That  minute  from  my  soul  the  light 

Of  heav'n  and  love  both  poss'd  away ; 
And  I  forgot  my  home,  my  birth, 

Profiin'd  my  epirit,  sunk  my  brow, 
And  rerell'd  in  gross  joys  of  earth. 

Till  I  became — what  I  am  now  I" 

The  Spirit  bow'd  bis  bead  in  shuinc  ; 

A  shame,  that  of  itself  would  tell  — 
Were  there  not  ev'n  those  breaks  of  flame, 
Celestial,  through  his  clouded  frame — 

How  grand  the  height  from  which  he  fell '. 


That  holy  Shame,  wbioh  ne'«r  lorgtf* 

The'  unblencb'd  renown  it  lu'd  to  w 

Whose  blush  remains,  when  Vinpe  »li 

To  show  her  snnshine  hat  been  thet*   ^ 

Once  only,  while  the  tale  he  (old. 
Were  bis  eyes  lifled  to  tiehoM 

That  happy  stainless  star,  where  she 

Dwell  in  her  bower  of  purity  1 

"Ine  minote  did  he  look,  and  then — 
As  though  he  felt  some  deadly  p] 
From  its  sweet  light  tbroogh  heart  il 

Shrunk  back,  and  nerer  look'd  M 


Who  was  (he  Second  Spirit  F  he 

With  Ibe  proud  fhini  nod  pierd 

Who  seem'd  when  viewing  hearen'i  i 
As  though  hia  ftr-sent  eje  could  se 
On,  on  into  the'  Immeosity 
Behind  the  veils  of  that  bine  sky. 
Where  Ally's  grandest  secrets  lie  t — M 
Uis  wings,  the  while,  Ihoogb  day  w 

Flashing  with  many  a  various  ho 
Of  light  they  from  tbemselve*  aloD<         _ 

luitinct  with  Edeu's  brightness,  drew. 
Twss  Hitbi — once  ajnang  the  prime 

And  flow'r  of  those  bright  creaiares.  nsm'd 

Spirits  of  Knowledge  ',  who  o'er  Time       

id  Space  and  Thought  an  empire 
Second  alone  lo  Bim,  whose  p^it 

ev"n  to  theirs,  as  day  to  night  ( 
'Twiit  whom  and  them  was  distanoe  1 
id  wide  as  wonld  ibe  jonmer  be 
To  reach  from  any  island  nar 

The  vague  shores  of  tnCoilj  ! 

'Twos  Runt,  in  wbose  moumTuI  eye 
Slept  the  dim  tight  of  days  gone  by  j 
Whose  voice,  though  sweet,  fell  on  tha  4 

Like  echoes,  in  some  silent  places 
When  GrsC  awak'd  for  manj  ■ 

And  when  he  smii'd,  if  o'er  hU  bee  | 

Smile  ever  shone,  'twas  like  lb*  ;i 
Of  mounlighl  rainbows,  fkir,  but  wm.    ' 
~'     annny  life,  the  glory  gone. 

o'er  bis  pride,  though  still  the  n 
A  soft'ning  shade  from  sonnw  a 
And  tliougb  at  times  his  spirit  ku^w 

The  kindlings  of  disdain  aad  iM, 
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tie  fitful  glare  they  threw  — 
;t  flashes,  fierce  but  few, 
ugh  some  noble  pile  on  fire ! 

e  Angel,  who  now  broke 

ce  that  had  come  o*er  all, 

le  Spirit  that  last  spoke, 

i  sad  hist'ry  of  his  fidl ; 

a  sacred  lustre,  flown 

'  a  daj  relum*d  his  cheek — 

I  in  days  of  old ; 

tse  eloquent  lips  alone 

'  feature  seem'd  to  speak — 

entful  story  told : — 


)ND  ANGEL'S    STORY. 

remember  well  the  day, 
jo  Eden's  new-made  bow'rs, 
k'd  the  bright  array 
ireme  angelic  pow'rs, 
he  one  wonder  yet, 
lan,  angel,  star,  or  sun, 
lieye,  ere  he  could  set 
pon  the  world,  as  done — 
last  perfection  rise, 
ming  of  creation's  birth, 
the  worship  and  surprise 
mgels.  Woman's  eyes 
I'd  upon  heav'n  and  earth ; 
leir  lids  a  thrill  was  sent, 
h  each  living  spirit  went, 
^ht  through  the  firmament ! 

get  how  gradual  stole 
waken'd  breath  of  soul 
her  perfect  form — which  seem'd 
insparent,  as  there  beam'd 
of  Mind  within,  and  caught 
ess  from  each  new  thought  ? 
summer  seas  we  trace 
ress  of  the  noontide  air, 
s  bright  and  silent  face 
3  into  some  new  grace, 
ing  heav'n's  reflections  there — 
light  of  ev'ning,  stealing 
i  £ur  temple,  which  all  day 
n  shadow,  slow  revealing 
1  beauties,  ray  by  ray, 
s  out,  a  thing  to  bless, 
ght  and  loyeliness. 

lit  indubttable  que  U  plupart  dcs  ancient 

Chaldtoit,  soil  Grecs,  nouf  ont  donn^  les 

m^f ,  et  ont  soutenu  que  let  attret,  qui  nout 

It  qoeoQ  let  dian,  oa  mtme  let  naTirei,  det 


Can  you  forget  her  blush,  when  round 
Through  Eden's  lone,  enchanted  ground 
She  look'd,  and  saw,  the  sea — the  skies.— 

And  heard  the  rush  of  many  a  wing, 

On  high  behests  then  vanishing ; 
And  saw  the  last  few  angel  eyes, 
Still  lingering — mine  among  the  rest,— 
Reluctant  leaving  scenes  so  blest  ? 
From  that  miraculous  hour,  the  fate 

Of  this  new,  glorious  Being  dwelt 
For  ever,  with  a  spell ^like  weight, 
Upon  my  spirit — early,  late, 

Whate'er  I  did,  or  dream'd,  or  felt, 
The  thought  of  what  might  yet  befall 
That  matchless  creature  mix'd  with  alL — 
Nor  she  alone,  but  her  whole  race 

Through  ages  yet  to  come — whate'er 

Of  feminine,  and  fond,  and  fair. 
Should  spring  from  that  pure  mind  and  face, 

All  wak'd  my  soul's  intensest  care ; 
Their  forms,  souls,  feelings,  still  to  me 
Creation's  strangest  mystery  I 

It  was  my  doom — ev'n  fh>m  the  first, 

When  witnessing  the  primal  burst 

Of  Nature's  wonders,  I  saw  rise 

Those  bright  creations  in  the  skies, — 

Those  worlds  instinct  with  life  and  light, 

Which  man,  remote,  but  sees  by  night, — 

It  was  my  doom  still  to  be  haunted 
By  some  new  wonder,  some  sublime 
And  matchless  work,  that,  for  the  time 

Held  all  my  soul,  cnchain'd,  enchanted. 

And  left  me  not  a  thought,  a  dream, 

A  word,  but  on  that  only  theme ! 

The  wish  to  know — that  endless  thirst. 

Which  ev'n  by  quenching  is  awak'd. 
And  which  becomes  or  blest  or  curst. 

As  is  the  fount  whereat  'tis  slak'd — 
Still  urg'd  me  onward,  with  desire 
Insatiate,  to  explore,  inquire — 
Whate'er  the  wondrous  things  might  be. 
That  wak'd  each  new  idolatry  — 

Their  cause,  aim,  source,  whence-ever  sprung — 
Their  inmost  pow'rs,  as  though  for  me 

Existence  on  that  knowledge  hung. 

Oh  what  a  vision  were  the  stars. 
When  first  I  saw  them  bum  on  high. 

Rolling  along,  like  living  cars 
Of  light,  for  gods  to  journey  by !  • 

Intelligencet  qui  les  conduisoient.    Pour  let  CkarSt  ceU  te 
lit  partout ;  on  n'a  qu'ouvrir  Pline,  St,  Clement,"  Ac.  Ac — 
Mhnoire  Historiqne,  tvr  le  Sabiitme,  par  M.  Fcckmomt. 
A  belief  that  the  ttart  are  either  tplriu  or  the  Tehidea  of 
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Now  blcM  the  hambleat.  nteanisl  and 

And  Bighu.  unwearied,  in  Iheir  rays 

Oflhe  dark  earth  where  Wonunmidl 

Have  I  hnog  floating,  ttil  each  >«tiGe 

In  lain  my  former  idols  glitlen-d 

Seein'd  full  of  their  bright  mflucnce. 

Fnm  their  far  tbrono  ;  in  vain  thnt  tm 

.    Innocent  joy  1  alas,  tow  wuch 

To  the  once-thrilling  music  liWca'd, 

(If  mifiery  had  I  shunn'd  belov. 

That  hymn'd  around  my  bvuunle  iphvi 

Could  1  hB»e  Blill  Ilr-d  blMl  with  such  ; 

Xor,  proud  aud  rcaItG»s  hurn'd  to  know 

That  in  this  half-lost  soul  had  birth ; 

1'hc  knowledge  that  brings  guilt  and  woe. 

Like  some  high  mount,  whoK  head's  ia  ki 

Often  — »o  much  I  lov'd  lo  trace 

While  in  whole  shadow  rests  on  eanhl 

The  »ecreW  of  this  atarrj-  mce  — 

HaTf  I  at  mom  and  evening  ran 

Nor  was  it  Love,  ev'n  yet.  that  lbr»ird 

Along  the  lines  of  radiance  spun 

My  Bpiril  in  bis  burning  ties  i 

Like  welw,  hetweeo  them  and  the  sun, 

And  leas,  still  less  could  it  be  caird 

Uulwisling  all  the  tangled  liei 

That  grosser  flame,  round  which  Love  Si 

oriighl  into  their  different  dyes— 

Nearer  and  nearer,  till  he  dies- 

Then  fleetly  wing'd  I  off,  in  ^uesl 

No,  it  was  wonder,  such  as  thritl'd 

Of  those,  the  brlhen,  loneliett. 

At  all  Ood'B  works  my  daiiled  stok  ; 

That  watch,  like  winking  aentinali.' 

The  same  rapt  wonder,  only  fiU'd 

The  void,  beyond  which  Chaos  dwells  i 

And  there,  with  ooiBeles*  plume,  pursued 

A  vehement,  but  wand'ring  fire. 

Their  track  through  that  grand  aoticude, 

Which,  though  nor  love,  nor  yet  deri 

Asking  intently  all  and  i>ach 

What  soul  within  their  radinnce  dwelt. 

Its  range,  as  hiwless  lighluingi  Tin 

And  wishing  their  sweet  light  were  epeeeh. 

Yet  wanted  but  a  (ouch,  a  look. 

That  ihev  might  tell  me  aU  they  fell. 

To  fis  it  hnming  upon  One. 

Then.  too.  the  evcr-rwiie«  ttti. 

The'  insatiate  CBnoshj 

Oft  did  I  follow— lest  I.  raj 

To  know  how  ihapes,  so  bir,  bum  4 

Should  'scape  me  in  the  ferthesl  night- 

To  took,  but  once.  beneUh  the  Md 

Some  pilgrim  Comet,  on  his  way 

To  visit  diatanl  shrines  of  light. 

HVhat  souls  belong'd  to  snch  bright  q 

Eiultingly,  when  on  my  sight 

Into  the  gem  that  hidden  lies. 

Mew  worlds  of  stars,  all  fresh  and  young, 

Those  looks  could  inwanl  nra  ihdl 

As  if  just  bora  of  darkness,  sprung  1 

And  make  the  soul  as  bright  al  Ihq 
AU  thU  impell-d  my  anxious  ehtsr. 

Such  was  luy  pure  ambition  then. 

And  still  the  more  1  raw  ud  knvw 

My  sinlcM  uamiport,  night  and  mom ; 

Of  Woman's  fond,  weak,  eooqu'ring  i 

Ere  yet  this  newer  world  of  men. 

The-  iotenser  stUI  my  wonder  gn^l 

And  that  most  fair  of  stars  was  bom 

Which  I.  in  fatal  hour,  saw  rise 

I  had  beheld  their  First,  their  Et«. 

Among  the  flow'rs  of  Paradise  1 

Bom  in  that  splendid  PatwliM^ 

Which  spmng  there  talely  in  nttit* 

My  heart,  soul,  senses  lura'd  below  -. 

The  first  light  of  her  waking  eyM. 

And  he,  who  but  so  Utely  rnngM 

I  had  seen  purest  angeli  Uao 

In  worship  o'er  het  from  abov*  i 

Worlds  >ipon  worlds. -yet  found  his  niiud 

And  man  — oh  yes,  had  envying  utea 

F.v'n  in  that  luminous  range  confinU  — 

Proud  man  pnssess'd  of  all  bvr  lot^ 

.Pl.,u,  —  ™,m™  to  dl  Ui.  relW™  ^  l»r„i«  «<  ,k. 

b-«a..  u,  ...ch  o™  U..  «!.«  ..«.  «„.  ^ 

Kwi.  '  Klrdiir  hu  itlTio  tlw  nam  >nd  >tW«it  ol  the  H>i.n 

(Rhnoili.  m.o  w«a  bj  Di>  CalMU  ol  the  liwt  dlitTlliulKl 

■Uri  >».  ucDRlIni  111  Urn  Huan4«li.  ThUiim,  far  iIh  • 

thmmibihopJiiMi. 

SwerU.  for  th.  ■«  ,  V  viud,  Ibr  ■>«  Kytk ,  bU  Mk< 

.<r>  Ibur  •!»•  »l  u  iMIods  ta  the  (our  quuurt  of  llir 
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I  saw  their  happiiieBS,  to  brief; 

So  exqnifite, — lier  error,  too, 
That  easj  trust,  that  prompt  belief 

In  what  the  warm  heart  wishes  tme  i 
That  fidth  in  words,  when  kindly  said. 
By  which  the  whole  fbnd  sex  is  led — 
Mingled  with — what  I  durst  not  blame. 

For  'tis  my  own— that  seal  to  know. 
Sad,  iktal  seal,  so  sore  of  woe ; 
Which,  though  from  hear'n  all  pure  it  came, 
Tet  stain'd,  misos'd,  brought  sin  and  shame 

On  her,  on  me,  on  all  below  I 

I  had  seen  this ;  had  seen  Bian,  arm'd. 

As  his  soul  is,  with  strength  and  sense. 
By  her  first  words  to  ruin  charm*d ; 
His  Taunted  reason's  cold  defence. 
Like  an  ice-barrier  in  the  ray 
Of  melting  summer,  smil'd  away. 
Nay,  stranger  yet,  spite  of  all  this — 

Though  by  her  counsels  taught  to  err. 

Though  driT*n  from  Paradise  for  her, 
(And  with  her — £Aa£,  at  least,  was  bliss,) 
Had  I  not  heard  him,  ere  he  crost 

The  threshold  of  that  earthly  heav'n, 
'Which  by  her  wildering  smile  he  lost — 

So  quickly  was  the  wrong  forgir'n  I  »- 
Had  I  not  heard  him,  as  he  prest 
The  frmil,  fond  trembler  to  a  breast 
Which  she  had  doom'd  to  sin  and  strife, 
Call  her— er'n  then— his  Life !  his  Life  !  i 
Tea,  such  the  lore-taught  name,  the  first, 

That  ruin'd  Man  to  Woman  gave, 
Et^  in  his  outcast  hour,  when  curst 
By  her  fond  witchery,  with  that  worst 

And  earliest  boon  of  lore,  the  grave  I 
9ie,  who  brought  death  into  the  world. 

There  stood  before  him,  with  the  light 

Of  their  lost  Paradise  still  bright 
Upon  those  sunny  locks,  that  curl'd 
Down  her  white  shoulders  to  her  feet — 
So  beautiful  in  form,  so  sweet 
In  heart  and  voice,  as  to  redeem 

The  loss,  the  death  of  all  things  dear, 
Except  herself — and  make  it  seem 

Life,  endless  Life,  while  she  was  near  I 
Could  I  help  wond*ring  at  a  creature, 

Thus  circled  round  with  spells  so  strong — 
One,  to  whose  ev'ry  thought,  word,  feature. 

In  joy  and  woe,  through  right  and  wrong, 
Such  sweet  omnipotence  heaven  gave, 
To  bless  or  ruin,  curse  or  save  ? 


I  Chanh,  or,  m  H  b  In  Arabic,  Havah  (the  name  by  which 
callad  the  woman  after  their  trantgre«iion),  meant 


Nor  did  the  marvel  cease  with  hero- 
New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came. 

As  strong  to  charm,  as  weak  to  err. 
As  sure  of  man  through  praise  and  blame, 
Whate'er  they  brought  him,  pride  or  shame^ 

He  still  the'  unreasoning  worshipper, 
And  they,  throughout  all  time,  the  same. 
Enchantresses  of  soul  and  frame. 

Into  whose  hands,  fh>m  first  to  last. 
This  world  with  all  its  destinies. 

Devotedly  by  heaVn  seems  cast. 
To  save  or  ruin,  as  they  please  I 

Oh,  'tis  not  to  be  told  how  long, 
How  restlessly  I  sigh'd  to  find 

Some  one,  from  out  that  witching  throng, 
Some  abstract  of  the  form  and  mind 

Of  the  whole  matchless  sex,  from  which 
In  my  own  arms  beheld,  possest, 

I  might  learn  all  the  pow'rs  to  witch. 
To  warm,  and  (if  my  fate  unblest 
Would  have  it)  ruin,  of  the  rest ! 

Into  whose  inward  soul  and  sense 
I  might  descend,  as  doth  the  bee 

Into  the  flower's  deep  heart,  and  thence 
Rifle,  in  all  its  purity. 

The  prime,  the  quintessence,  the  whole 

Of  wondrous  Woman's  frame  and  soul ! 

At  length,  my  burning  wish,  my  prayer — 
(For  such — oh  what  will  tongues  not  dare, 
When  hearts  go  wrong? — this  lip  preferr'd)  — 
At  length  my  ominous  prayer  was  heard — 
But  whether  heard  in  heaven  or  hell. 
Listen — and  thou  wilt  know  too  well. 

There  was  a  maid,  of  all  who  move 

Like  visions  o'er  this  orb,  most  fit 
To  be  a  bright  young  angel's  love, 

Herself  so  bright,  so  exquisite  I 
The  pride,  too,  of  her  step,  as  light 

Along  the'  unconscious  earth  she  went, 
Seem'd  that  of  one,  bom  with  a  right 

To  walk  some  heavenlier  element. 
And  tread  in  places  where  her  feet 
A  star  at  ev'ry  step  should  meet. 
'Twas  not  alone  that  loveliness 

By  which  the  wilder'd  sense  is  caught — 
Of  lips,  whose  very  breath  could  bless ; 

Of  playful  blushes,  that  seem'd  nought 

But  luminous  escapes  of  thought ; 
Of  eyes  that,  when  by  anger  stirr'd. 
Were  fire  itself  but,  at  a  word 

Of  tenderness,  all  soft  became 
As  though  they  could,  like  the  san*s  bird. 

Dissolve  away  in  their  own  fiame — 
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Of  form,  aa  plknl  as  the  sliMits 

Vague  wishes,  fond  imagining*,                4 

Of  a  joung  tree,  in  vernal  flover ; 

Love-dreams,  a*  yel  no  object  knowisg- 

Yet  round  and  glowing  u  ihe  fruils, 

Light,  winged  hopes,  that  tome  wluai  bid. 

And  rainbow  joys  Ibal  end  in  WKpiag; 

Tvaa  tiot  alooe  this  loyeliiitpes 

Thst  talis  to  loTelieil  women's  shire, 

Though,  eren  here,  her  fcnn  could  Ipwe 

■Mong  aU  these  feeUngs— fell  where'er 

From  tt»  own  beauty's  rich  eicssa 

Young  hearts  are  beating- 1  aiw  lh«f^^ 

Enough  to  make  ev'n  lAem  mare  fair- 

Prond  Ihonghts,  aspirings  higk- bejflH 

But  'twas  the  Mind,  oaUhiaiDg  clear 

Whate'er  yet  dwelt  b  siml  w  fond-iH 

Through  her  whole  frame — the  soul,  stUI  near, 

Glimpses  of  glory,  far  away                ^| 

Of  what  it  lighted,  as  the  stin 

And  fimcies.  free  and  grand.  wbo«  pUy. 

Like  Ihat  of  eaglels,  is  near  haves  1 

Were  there  no  flowers  to  shine  upon— 

With  this,  too— what  a  aool  and  tu*n 

"Twas  thi..  aU  this,  iu  one  combin'd- 

TofallbeDeath  the  tempter'amt:—   <^ 

A  aeal  for  kjiowledgc,  auch  aa  ne'er    ^M 

The  glory  of  young  woman-kiad. 

Enshrin'd  itself  in  form  so  fiur,           ■ 

Tuken.  io  their  perfeelion,  warm, 

Since  that  first,  fatal  honr,  when  E141B 

Ere  time  had  chitl'd  a  aingte  charm. 

With  every  &<iit  of  Eden  blett.       B 

And  slnmp'd  with  such  a  seal  of  Mind. 

&ave  one  aloae — rather  than  leave     ^H 

As  gave  (o  beauties,  that  might  be 

That  one  onreach'd,  lost  all  the  nt^M 

Too  EenEDol  else,  loo  unrefin'd. 

The  impress  of  Divinity ! 

It  was  in  dreamt  Ihat  first  I  stole  j^| 
With  gentle  mutery  o'er  ber  nia^^| 

'Twai  this— 0  anion,  which  the  hand 

In  that  rich  twilight  oFthe  loal.       ^H 

or  Nature  kept  for  her  aione. 

When  reasoQ-t  beam,  half  hid  bd^H 

Of  every  thing  most  playful,  bland, 

The  elonds  of  sleep,  ttbacurelv  gtldt^H 

Each  shadowy  shape  the  Fancy  bnil^H 

In  nngel-natures  ood  her  own— 

'Twas  then,  by  thai  soft  light,  I  titei^H 

Oh  this  it  was  that  drew  me  nigh 

Vague,  glimmering  visions  to  ha  ijH 

One,  who  seom'd  kin  to  heaven  as  I, 

Catches  of  radiance,  lost  when  cau^ 

A  bright  twin-siiter  from  on  high- 

Bright  hibyrinths.  (hot  led  to  nongbu 

One,  in  whose  love,  I  fell,  were  given 

And  vistas,  with  00  pathway  tbroBghi— 

The  mii'd  delights  of  either  sphere. 

Dwellings  of  bliss,  that  opening  shone. 

All  that  the  spirit  seeks  in  heaven. 

Then  clos'd.  dissolr'd.  end  left  no  nH 

And  aU  the  senses  bum  for  here. 

All  that,  ID  short,  conld  tempi  Hop*  I^H 
Bui  give  her  wing  no  reiting-plM« 

Had  we— but  hold— bear  every  pwt 

Myself  the  while,  with  brow,  aayrt.  ^ 

Of  our  sad  tale— spite  of  the  pain 

Pure  as  (be  yoong  moon's  coronet. 

Reroembnuice  gives,  when  the  fii'd  dart 

Through  every  dream  Mill  in  ber  sigbl. 

Is  itirr'd  thus  in  the  wouod  again— 

The'  enchanter  of  each  mocking  lecat. 

Hear  every  step,  so  full  of  bliss. 

Who  gave  the  hope,  then  hrwigbi  the  U^ 

And  yet  so  ruinons.  that  led 

Who  said.  ■  Behold,  you  world  of  l^tjfl 

Down  W  the  last,  dark  precipice, 

Tbeu  sudden  dropl  a  veil  betwceat^H 

Where  perish'd  both— the  fallen,  the  deadl 

At  length,  when  I  pcrceiv-d  tacli  lM^| 

From  the  first  hour  she  caught  my  sight. 

Waking  or  sleeping,  fii'd  on  nongU-H 

I  never  left  her— day  and  night 

But  these  illusive  scenes,  and  uc-^H 

Oovering  unseen  around  her  way. 

The  phantom,  who  thos  came  siiil  *^^| 

And  'mid  her  loneliest  musings  near. 

I  eooD  coutd  track  each  thought  that  lay. 

To  madden  curiosity —                  ^H 

Gteaming  within  her  heart,  as  clear 

When  by  such  varlon.  art.  I  fuuikd  ^M 

As  pebbles  within  brooks  appear  i 

Her  fimcj  to  its  ntntod  wound,         ^H 

And  there,  among  the  eountless  things 

One  night— Iwas  in  a  holy  spot.      ^M 

That  keep  young  hearts  fir  ever  glowing, 

Which  she  (or  prayer  had  ehosea— ^^1 

■ 

^^^^^■^^M 

^^■H 
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Of  pnivt'iiiarUe*  Mlt  bdaw 

Her  gifden  beds,  throng  which  a  glow 

From  lampi  iiiTiitble  then  itole, 
Brightlj  penrading  all  the  place — 

Like  that  myeterioiis  light  the  Kml, 
Itself  unseen,  sheds  throng  the  ftce. 

There,  at  her  altar,  while  she  knelt. 

And  all  that  woman  erer  felt. 
When  God  snd  man  both  daim'd  her  sighs — 

Erery  warm  thooght,  that  cTer  dwelt. 
Like  sommer  doads,  twixt  earth  and  skies. 
Too  pore  to  iUl,  too  gross  to  rise, 
S^wke  in  her  gestures,  tones,  and  eyes — 

Thai,  as  the  mystic  light*s  soft  ray 

Grew  softer  stiU,  as  thoogh  its  ray 

Was  breath'd  fnm  her,  I  heard  her  say  :— 


Oh  idol  of  my  dresms!  whate'er 
'  Thy  nature  be — hmnan,  diTine, 

Or  but  half  heav'nly— still  too  fiur, 
'  Too  hearenly  to  be  erer  mine  I 

Wonderftil  Spirit,  who  dost  make 
'  Somber  so  lovely  that  it  seems 
No  longer  lift  to  live  awake, 

*  Since  hearen  itself  descends  in  dreams. 

Why  do  I  erer  lose  thee?  why 
'  When  on  thy  realms  and  thee  I  gaze 
StiU  drops  that  yeil,  which  I  could  die, 

*  Oh  gladly,  but  one  hour  to  raise? 

Long  ere  such  miracles  as  thou 

'  And  thine  came  o*er  my  thoughts,  a  thirst 
For  light  was  in  this  soul,  which  now 

^  Thy  looks  hsTC  into  passion  nurs'd. 

There's  nothing  bright  above,  below, 
'  In  sky — earth — ocean,  that  this  breast 

Doth  not  intensely  bum  to  know, 
'  And  thee,  thee,  thee,  o'er  all  the  rest  I 

Then  come,  oh  Spirit,  ftt>m  behind 

*  The  curtains  of  thy  radiant  home. 
If  thou  wouldst  be  as  angel  shrin*d, 

*  Or  lov'd  and  clasp*d  as  mortal,  come  I 

Bring  all  thy  daszling  wonders  here, 

*  That  I  may,  waking,  know  and  see ; 
Or  waft  me  hence  to  thy  own  sphere, 

*  Thy  heaven  or — ay,  even  that  with  thee! 


or  God,  who  hold'st  the  book 

*  Of  knowledge  spread  beneath  thine  eye, 
Qhm  me,  with  ihee,  but  one  bright  look 

*  IbIo  iti  leaves,  and  let  me  diel 


'  By  those  ethereal  wings,  whose  way 

*  Lies  through  an  element,  so  frau^ 
'  With  living  Biind,  that,  as  they  play, 

'  Their  every  movement  is  a  thou^  I 

'  By  that  bright,  wreathed  hair,  between 

*  Whose  sunny  clusters  the  sweet  wind 

*  Of  Paradise  so  Ute  hath  been, 

^  And  left  its  fragrant  soul  behindl 

'  By  those  impassion'd  eyes,  that  melt 
'  Their  light  into  the  inmost  heart ; 

*  Like  sunset  in  the  waters,  felt 

'  As  molten  fire  through  every  part— > 

'  I  do  implore  thee,  oh  most  bright 

*  And  worshipp'd  Spirit,  shine  but  o*er 
'  My  waking,  wondering  eyes  this  night, 

*  This  one  blest  night — I  ask  no  more  I ' 

Exhausted,  breathless,  as  she  said 
These  burning  words,  her  languid  head 
Upon  the  altar's  steps  she  cast. 
As  if  that  brain-throb  were  its  last— 

Till,  startled  by  the  breathing,  nigh. 
Of  lips,  that  echoed  back  her  sigh. 
Sudden  her  brow  agun  she  rais*d ; 

And  there,  just  lighted  on  the  shrine. 
Beheld  me — not  as  I  had  blas*d 

Around  her,  fhll  of  light  divine. 
In  her  late  dreams,  but  soften'd  down 
Into  more  mortal  grace ; — my  crown 
Of  flowers,  too  radiant  for  this  world. 

Left  hanging  on  jon  starry  steep ; 
My  wings  shut  up,  like  banners  furl'd. 

When  Peace  hath  put  their  pomp  to  sleep ; 

Or  like  autumnal  clouds,  that  keep 
Their  lightnings  sheath'd,  rather  than  mar 
The  dawning  hoar  of  some  young  star ; 
And  nothing  left,  but  what  beseem'd 

The*  accessible,  though  glorious  mate 
Of  mortal  woman — whose  eyes  beam*d 

Back  upon  hers,  as  passionate ; 
Whose  ready  heart  brought  flame  for  flame, 
"Whose  sin,  whose  madness  was  the  same  *, 
And  whose  soul  lost,  in  that  one  hour. 

For  her  and  for  her  love — oh  more 
Of  heaven's  light  than  ev*n  the  power 

Of  heaVn  itself  could  now  restore  I 


And  yet,  that  hour  I' 


The  Spirit  here 
Stopp'd  in  his  utterance,  as  if  words 
Gave  way  beneath  the  wild  career 
Of  his  then  rushing  thoughts— like  chords, 


Midway  in  Knne  emIiaiiiaEra  tong, 
Breaking  bcneacb  s  touch  too  atroag ; 
While  the  clEoch'd  hand  npon  the  broir 
Told  how  remembrance  throbb'd  there  now  I 
Bui  CDOD  'twas  o'er —  ttut  casual  blaze 
From  Ihe  lunk  fire  of  other  days  — 
Thsl  rtlic  nfa  flame,  whose  burning 

Bad  been  too  fierce  to  be  relum'd 
Soon  pa£«'d  dwbj,  and  the  joutli,  tumiug 

To  his  bright  liiteuers,  thus  reanm'd:  — 

"  Dajt.  month*  elaps'd,  and,  tbougb  what  mi 

Oa  esnh  I  sigb'd  for  was  mine,  all  — 
Tel — was  I  hapjiy?  God,  thou  know'st. 
Howe'er  ihcy  imile,  and  feign,  and  boa*t, 

What  happtoew  la  tbeiis,  who  fall  I 
'Twaa  bitterest  anguish — made  more  keen 
Ev'n  b];  the  love,  tbc  bliu,  between 
Whose  Ibroba  it  came,  tike  gleams  of  belt 

In  Bgoniiing  crass-light  giren 
Athwart  the  glimpses,  thef  who  dwell 

Id  pargstor;  >  catch  oT  liearen  ! 
The  only  feeling  that  to  me 

Seem'd  joji  — or  nuher  my  sole  rest 
Prom  aching  misery  —  was  lo  see 

My  youDg,  proud,  blooming  LtLls  btest. 
She,  the  fair  fountain  of  all  ill 

To  my  lost  snul — whom  yet  its  thlnt 
Fervidly  panted  after  slill. 

And  found  the  charm  fresh  as  at  first  — 
To  see  Aw  happy — to  reflect 

Whatever  beams  still  round  me  play'd 
Of  fbrmer  pride,  of  glory  wreck'd, 

On  her,  my  Moon,  whose  light  I  made, 

And  whose  soul  worahipp'd  even  my  shade 
This  waa,  I  own,  enjoyment  —  this 
My  fole.  last  iingeriug  glimpse  of  bliss. 
And  proud  she  was,  fair  creature  I — proud, 

Beyond  what  ev'n  most  queenly  stirs 
In  woman's  heart,  nor  would  have  bow'd 

That  beautiful  young  brow  of  hers 
To  nnght  beneath  the  First  above, 
80  high  ihe  deein'd  her  Cherub's  love ! 

Then,  loo,  that  passioti,  l)Ourly  growing 
Stronger  and  stronger  —  to  which  even 

■  Cillxl  b7  th 

wptruet  bell  fr 


or  plMVtnTpiirtdcBlton, 


Fler  love,  at  limes,  gave  w«y — rf  knovisg 

Every  thing  strange  in  earth  and  hata 
Not  only  bU  thai,  full  reteal'd. 

The'  eternal  Ai.la  loves  tii  ahm. 
Bat  all  that  He  hath  wisely  seol'd 

In  darkness,  for  man  nof  to  know — 
Ev'n  this  desire,  alas.  iU->larr'it 

And  fatal  as  it  was,  I  wught 
To  feed  each  minnte.  and  imbarT'd 

Such  realms  of  wonder  on  ber  thoogltt, 
As  ne'er,  till  then,  had  let  ibeir  lijhl 
Escape  on  any  mortal's  sight  I 
In  the  deep  earth — beneath  the  sra  — 

Through  eavei  of  fir^ — throDjth  wiUiufi 
Wherever  sleeping  Mystery 

Had  spread  her  curtain,  we  wer^  ti 
I^ve  Bliu  beside  us.  as  we  went. 
At  home  in  each  new  element. 

And  sure  of  worship  every  »h«rad 

Then  first  was  Nalore  taught  to  lay  1 
The  wealth  of  all  her  kjngdoa 

At  woman's  worshipp'd  feet,  and 
'  Bright  creature,  this  is  all  tl 

Then  first  were  diamonda,  tram  tbefl 

Of  earth's  deep  centre  bronght  l< 


Of  proud  young  beauty  with  Ibcir  n 

Then,  loo,  the  pearl  from  01 

Unsightly,  in  the  sunless  sea. 
(As  'twere  a  spirit.  Ibre'd  to  dwciU 

In  form  unlovely)  was  set  ttvt. 
And  mimd  ilie  neck  of  wonan  llitc< 
A  light  it  lent  and  borrow 'd  looi. 
For  never  did  this  maid — whs 

The'  ambition  of  the  hour — targtl 
Her  sex's  pride  in  bidng  (Urt 
Kor  that  adornment,  tasteful,  nrc. 
Which  makes  the  mighty  magnet,  m 
In  Woman's  form,  more  mighty  yet   | 
Nor  was  there  anght  wtthiD  the  r3 

or  my  swift  wing  in  sea  or  sir. 
Of  beautiful,  or  grand,  or  slruii^a. 
That,  quickly  as  ber  wish  could  ehaoge, 

I  did  not  seek,  with  such  fbnd  ci 
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len  Fve  seen  her  look  above 
ne  bright  star  admiringly, 
,  *  Nay,  look  not  there,  my  love,  > 
,  I  cannot  give  it  thee ! ' 

alone  the  wonders  found 
Lgh  Nature's  realm —  the*  unveil*d,  material, 
glories,  that  abound, 
I  all  her  vast,  enchanted  ground — 
hatsoe*er  unseen,  ethereal, 
ar  away  from  human  sense, 
in  its  own  intelligence — 
{tery  of  that  Fountain-head, 
which  all  vital  spirit  runs, 
th  of  Life,  where'er  *tis  spread 
gh  men  or  angels,  flowers  or  suns— 
kings  of  the*  Almighty  Mind, 
rst  o'er  Chaos  he  design'd 
ines  of  this  world ;  and  through 
lepth  of  darkness — like  the  bow, 
It  of  rain-clouds,  hue  by  hue  —  ^ 
le  grand,  gradual  picture  grow ; — 
enant  with  human  kind 
:XA  made^ — the  chains  of  Fate 
1  himself  and  them  hath  twin'd, 
is  high  task  he  consummate ; — 
X)d  from  evil,  love  from  hate, 
work*d  out  through  sin  and  pain, 
e  shall  loose  her  iron  chain, 
be  free,  be  bright  again ! 

re  the  deep-drawn  mysteries, 

omCf  ev*n  more  obscure,  profound, 

lering  to  the  mind  than  these, 

I  —  &r  as  woman's  thought  could  sound, 

'n,  outlaw'd  spirit  reach  — 

1  to  learn,  and  I  to  teach. 

rd  with  such  unearthly  lore, 

lingling  the  pure  light  it  brings 

ich  that  £incy  had,  before, 

n  false,  tinted  glimmerings — 

husiast  girl  spoke  oat,  as  one 

d,  among  her  own  dark  race, 

m  their  ancient  shrines  would  run, 

their  holy  rites  undone, 

ze  upon  her  holier  face. 

)ugh  but  wild  the  things  she  spoke, 

I  that  play  of  error's  smoke 

ur  shapes  by  fancy  curl'd, 

iware  that  this  happy  saying  of  Lord  Albemarle** 
I  of  Its  grace  and  playfulness,  by  being  put  into  the 
iny  bat  a  human  loTer. 

Ung  to  Whitehurst*s  theory,  the  mention  of  rain- 
I  antedilurian  angel  is  an  anachronism  ;  as  he  says, 
ras  no  rain  before  the  flood,  and  consequently  no 
rhidi  aocoonts  for  the  novelty  of  this  sight  after  the 


Some  gleams  of  pure  religion  broke— 
Glimpses,  that  have  not  yet  awoke. 

But  startled  the  still  dreaming  world ! 
Oh,  many  a  truth,  remote,  sublime, 

Which  Heav'n  would  from  the  minds  of  men 
Have  kept  conceal'd,  till  its  own  time. 

Stole  out  in  these  revealments  then  — 
Revealments  dim,  that  have  fore-run, 
By  ages,  the  great.  Sealing  One  I  * 
Like  that  imperfect  dawn,  or  light  ^ 

Escaping  from  the  Zodiac's  signs, 
Which  makes  the  doubtful  east  half  bright, 

Before  the  real  morning  shines  I 

Thus  did  some  moons  of  bliss  go  by — 

Of  bliss  to  her,  who  saw  but  love 
And  knowledge  throughout  earth  and  sky ; 
To  whose  enamour*d  soul  and  eye, 
I  seem'd — as  is  the  sun  on  high — 

The  light  of  all  below,  above, 
The  spirit  of  sea,  and  land,  and  air. 
Whose  influence,  felt  every  where. 
Spread  from  its  centre,  her  own  heart, 
Ev'n  to  the  world's  extremest  part ; 
While  through  that  world  her  reinless  mind 

Had  now  career'd  so  fast  and  far. 
That  earth  itself  seem'd  left  behind. 
And  her  proud  fancy,  unconfin'd. 

Already  saw  Heaven's  gates  i^jar ! 

Happy  enthusiast !  still,  oh,  still 
Spite  of  my  own  heart's  mortal  chill. 
Spite  of  that  double-fronted  sorrow. 

Which  looks  at  once  before  and  back. 
Beholds  the  yesterday,  the  morrow. 

And  sees  both  comfortless,  both  black — 
Spite  of  all  this,  I  could  have  still 
In  her  delight  forgot  all  ill ; 
Or,  if  pain  would  not  be  forgot, 
At  least  have  borne  and  murmur'd  not 
When  thoughts  of  an  offended  heaven. 

Of  sinfulness,  which  I  —  ev'n  I, 
While  down  its  steep  most  headlong  driven— 
Well  knew  could  never  be  forgiven. 

Came  o'er  me  with  an  agony 
Beyond  all  reach  of  mortal  woe  — 
A  torture  kept  for  those  who  know, 
Know  every  thing,  and — worst  of  all — 
Know  and  love  Virtue  while  they  fall  I 

3  For  the  terms  of  this  compact,  of  which  the  angels  were 
supposed  to  be  witnesses,  see  the  chapter  of  the  Koran,  entitled 
Al  Araf,  and  the  article  "  Adam  "  in  D'Herbelot. 

<  In  acknowledging  the  authority  of  the  great  Prophets 
who  had  preceded  him,  Mahomet  represented  his  own  mission 
as  the  final  "  Seal,'*  or  consummation  of  them  all. 

»  The  Zodiacal  Light. 
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Even  then,  her  presence  had  the  power 

To  soothe,  to  warm — nay,  even  to  hless— 
If  ever  hiiss  conld  graft  its  flower. 

On  stem  so  full  of  bitterness — 
Even  then  her  glorious  smile  to  me 

Brought  warmth  and  radiance,  if  not  balm ; 
Like  moonlight  o*er  a  troubled  sea. 

Brightening  the  storm  it  cannot  calm. 

Oft,  too,  when  that  disheartening  fear, 

AVhich  all  who  love,  beneath  yon  sky. 
Feel,  when  they  gaze  on  what  is  dear — 

The  dreadftil  thought  that  it  must  die ! 
That  desolating  thought,  which  comes 
Into  men*s  happiest  hours  and  homes ; 
AVhose  melancholy  boding  flings 
Death's  shadow  o*er  the  brightest  things. 
Sicklies  the  in&nt*s  bloom,  and  spreads 
The  grave  beneath  young  lovers*  heads ! 
This  fear,  so  sad  to  all — to  me 

Most  full  of  sadness,  from  the  thought 
That  I  must  still  live  on  i,  when  she 
Would,  like  the  snow  that  on  the  sea 

Fell  yesterday,  in  vain  be  sought ; 
That  heaven  to  me  this  final  seal 

Of  all  earth*s  sorrow  would  deny, 
And  I  eternally  must  feel 

The  death-pang,  without  power  to  die ! 
Ev*n  this,  her  fond  endearments — fond 
As  ever  chorish'd  the  8we«t  bond 
'Twixt  heart  and  heart — could  charm  away; 
Before  her  look  no  clouds  would  stay, 
Or,  if  they  did,  their  gloom  was  gone, 
Their  darkness  put  a  glor^'  on ! 
But  *tis  not,  'tis  not  for  the  wrong. 
The  guilty,  to  be  happy  long ; 
And  she,  too,  now,  had  sunk  within 
The  shadow  of  her  tempter*8  sin. 
Too  deep  for  ev'n  Omnipotence 
To  snatch  the  fated  victim  thence ! 

Listen,  and,  if  a  tear  there  be 
Left  in  your  hearts,  weep  it  for  me. 

Twas  on  the  evening  of  a  day, 
Wliich  we  in  love  had  dreamt  away ; 
[n  that  same  garden,  where — the  pride 
[>f  seraph  splendour  laid  aside, 
Ajid  those  wings  furl'd,  whose  open  light 
For  mortal  gaze  were  else  too  bright — 
[  first  had  stood  before  her  sight. 
And  found  myself — oh,  ecstasy. 
Which  even  in  pain  I  ne*er  forget — 


Pococke,  howerer,  giret  it  «•  the  opinion  of  the  Maho- 
juk  doctors,  that  all  tools,  not  only  of  men  and  of  animals. 


Worahipp*d  as  only  God  ahoald  be. 
And  lov'd  at  never  man  mm  yet  1 

In  that  same  garden  were  we  now, 
Thonghtftiliy  side  by  aide  reclining; 

Her  eyes  tnm*d  npward,  and  her  brow 
With  its  own  silent  fiuicies  ahining. 

It  was  an  evening  bright  and  still 

As  ever  blnsVd  on  wave  or  bower. 
Smiling  fix>m  heaven,  as  if  nought  ill 

Could  happen  in  ao  sweet  an  hour. 
Tet,  I  remember,  both  grew  sad 

In  looking  at  that  light — even  she, 
Of  heart  so  fresh,  and  brow  so  glad. 

Felt  the  still  boor's  solemnity, 
And  thought  she  saw,  in  that  repose, 

The  death-hoar  not  alone  of  Ught, 
But  of  this  whole  fiur  world— the  doie 

Of  all  things  beantxftil  and  bright— 
The  last,  grand  sunset,  in  whose  rsy 
Nature  herself  died  cahn  away  I 

At  length,  as  though  some  livelier  tim^ 
Had  suddenly  her  fiuicy  can^ht, 
She  tum*d  upon  me  her  dark  eyeift 

Dilated  into  that  ftill  shape 
They  took  in  joy,  reproach,  surprise, 

As  twere  to  let  more  sonl  escape, 
And,  playfully  as  on  my  head 
Her  white  hand  rested,  smil*d  and  sud  :- 

*•  I  had,  last  night,  a  dream  of  thee, 

*  Resembling  those  divine  ones,  giTcn, 

*  Like  preludes  to  sweet  minstrelsy, 

*  Before  thou  cam'st,  thyself  from  hesr 

*  The  same  rich  wreath  was  on  thy  brov, 

*  Dazzling  as  if  of  starlight  made ; 

*  And  these  wings,  lying  darkly  now, 

*  Like  meteors  round  thee  flash*d  sad  p 

*  Thou  stood*st  all  htight,  as  in  those  dre 

*  As  if  just  wafted  ftnom  above ; 

*  Mingling  earth's  wannth  with  heafci'kl 

*  A  creature  to  adore  and  Um, 


*  Sudden  I  felt  thee  draw  me 

*  To  thy  pure  heart,  where,  fondly  phi 

*  I  seem*d  within  the  atmosphere 

*  Of  that  exhaling  light  embrae'd; 

*  And  felt,  methoogfat,  the'  ethenal 

*  Pass  ftom  thy  pnrttr  soul  to  mias; 


livint  eitlMr  OD  land  or  In  the  I 
moastarily  taste  of  dwili. 
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*  TiU^oh,  too  blinftd— I  became, 

*  Like  thee,  all  spirit,  all  diyine! 

'  Say,  why  did  dream  so  blest  come  o'er  me, 
'  U,  now  I  wake,  *tis  fided,  gone  ? 

*  When  will  my  Chemb  shine  before  me 

*  Thns  radiant,  as  in  heaven  he  shone  ? 

*  When  shall  I,  waking,  be  allow'd 

'  To  gaae  npon  those  perfect  charms, 
'  And  clasp  thee  once,  without  a  cloud, 
'  A  chill  of  earth,  within  these  arms  ? 

*  Oh  what  a  pride  to  say,  this,  this 

'  Is  my  own  Angel — all  divine, 

*  And  pore,  and  dasxling  as  he  is, 

'  AndireshfromheaTen — he's  mine,  he's  mine! 

*  Think'st  thoo,  were  Lius  in  thy  place, 

*  A  creature  of  yon  lofty  skies, 

'  She  woold  have  hid  one  single  grace, 

*  One  glory  from  her  lover's  eyes  ? 

'  No,  no — then,  if  thoa  lov'st  like  me, 

*  Shine  out,  yoong  Spirit,  in  the  blaze 
'  Of  thy  most  proud  divinity, 

'  Nor  think  thoalt  wound  this  mortal  gaze. 

*  Too  long  and  oft  Fve  look'd  upon 

'  Those  ardent  eyes,  intense  ev'n  thus — 

*  Too  near  the  stars  themselves  have  gone, 

*  To  fear  aught  grand  or  luminous. 

*  Then  doubt  me  not — oh,  who  can  say 

*  But  that  this  dream  may  yet  come  true, 
'  And  my  blest  spirit  drink  thy  ray, 

*  Till  it  becomes  all  heavenly  too  ? 

'  Let  me  this  once  but  feel  the  flame 
'  Of  those  spread  wings,  the  very  pride 

'  Will  change  my  nature,  and  this  frame 
'  By  the  mere  touch  be  deified !' 

Thns  spoke  the  maid,  as  one,  not  us'd 
To  be  by  earth  or  heaven  refus'd — 
As  one,  who  knew  her  influence  o'er 

All  creatures,  whatsoe'er  they  were. 
And,  though  to  heaven  she  could  not  soar. 

At  least  would  bring  down  heaven  to  her. 


1  The  DoTe«  or  pfgeon  which  attended  Mahomet  ai  hia 
'■BilUr,  and  was  frequentljr  leen  to  whUper  into  hit  ear,  wai, 
f  I  recollect  rffht,  one  of  that  lelect  number  of  animals  (In- 
ludiBf  also  the  ant  of  Solomon,  the  dog  of  the  Seven 
ilespers.  &c)  which  were  thought  by  the  Prophet  worthy  of 
iasisaioD  into  ParadiseL 

**  Tka  Ifoakms  have  a  tradition  that  Mahomet  was  saved 


Little  did  she,  alas,  or  I — 

Even  I,  whose  soul,  but  half-way  yet 
Immerg'd  in  sin's  obscurity 
Was  as  the  earth  whereon  we  lie. 

O'er  half  whose  disk  the  sun  is  set — 
Little  did  we  foresee  the  fate. 

The  dreadful— how  can  it  be  told  ? 
Such  pain,  such  anguish  to  relate 

Is  o'er  again  to  feel,  behold ! 
But,  charg'd  as  'tis,  my  heart  must  speak 
Its  sorrow  out,  or  it  will  break ! 
Some  dark  misgivings  had,  I  own, 

Pass'd  for  a  moment  through  my  breast — 
Fears  of  some  danger,  vague,  unknown. 

To  one,  or  both — something  unblest 

To  happen  fh>m  this  proud  request 
But  soon  these  boding  fancies  fled ; 

Nor  saw  I  aught  that  could  forbid 
My  full  revealment,  save  the  dread 

Of  that  first  dazzle,  when,  imhid. 

Such  light  should  burst  upon  a  lid 
Ne'er  tried  in  heaven ;— and  even  this  glare 
She  might,  by  love's  own  nursing  care. 
Be,  like  young  eagles,  taught  to  bear. 
For  well  I  knew,  the  lustre  shed 
From  cherub  wings,  when  proudliest  spread, 
Was,  in  its  nature,  lambent,  pure, 

And  innocent  as  is  the  light 
The  glow-worm  hangs  out  to  allure 

Her  mate  to  her  green  bower  at  night 
Oft  had  I,  in  the  mid-air,  swept 
Through  clouds  in  which  the  lightning  slept. 
As  in  its  lair,  ready  to  spring. 
Yet  wak'd  it  not — though  from  my  wing 
A  thousand  sparks  fell  glittering ! 
Oft  too  when  round  me  from  above 

The  feather'd  snow,  in  all  its  whiteness. 
Fell,  like  the  moultings  of  heaven's  Dove, — i 

So  harmless,  though  so  full  of  brightness. 
Was  my  brow's  wreath,  that  it  would  shake 
From  off  its  flowers  each  downy  flake 
As  delicate,  unmelted,  fair, 
And  cool  as  they  had  lighted  there. 

Nay  ev'n  with  Lilis — had  I  not 
Around  her  sleep  all  radiant  beam'd, 

Hung  o'er  her  slumbers,  nor  forgot 
To  kiss  her  eye-lids,  as  she  dream'd? 


(when  he  hid  himself  in  a  care  in  Mount  Shur)  by  his  par. 
suers  finding  the  mouth  of  the  cave  coTcred  by  a  spider's  web, 
and  a  nest  built  by  two  pigeons  at  the  entrance,  with  two  eggs 
unbroken  in  it,  which  made  them  think  no  one  could  ha>e 
entered  it.  In  consequence  of  this,  they  say,  Mahomet  en- 
Joined  his  followers  to  look  vpon  pigeons  as  sacred,  and  never 
to  kill  a  spider.'*—  Jfodrns  Univenal  History,  vol.  i. 
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%Dd  jec  at  mom,  fVtnn  that  repose. 
Had  she  not  wak'd,  unscath'd  and  bright, 

\s  doth  the  pure,  unconscioiu  rose. 
Though  b}-  the  fire-fly  kUs*d  all  night? 

rhus  having — as,  alas,  deceived 

3y  my  sin*8  blindness,  I  believ'd — 

^o  cause  for  dread,  and  those  dark  eyes 

Now  fix'd  upon  me,  eagerly 
\s  though  the*  unlocking  of  the  skies 

Then  waited  but  a  sign  from  me — 
[low  could  I  pause?  how  ev'n  let  fall 

A  word,  a  whisper  that  could  stir 
!n  her  proud  heart  a  doubt,  that  all 

I  brought  IVom  heaven  belong*d  to  her. 
$low  from  her  side  I  rose,  while  she 
irose,  too,  mutely,  tremblingly, 
3ut  not  with  fear — all  hope,  and  pride, 

She  waited  for  the  awful  boon, 
liike  priestesses,  at  eventide. 

Watching  the  rise  of  the  fhll  moon, 
i^hose  light,  when  once  its  orb  hath  shone, 
Twill  madden  them  to  look  upon ! 

>f  all  my  glories,  the  bright  crown, 

Aliich,  when  I  last  from  heaven  came  down, 

Yas  left  behind  me,  in  yon  star 

That  shines  from  out  those  clouds  afiir, — 

Vhere,  relic  sad,  *tis  treasur  d  yet, 

The  downfallen  angel's  coronet ! — 

)f  all  my  glories,  this  alone 

Was  wanting  : — but  the'  illumin'd  brow, 

The  sun-bright  locks,  the  eyes  that  now 
lad  love's  spell  added  to  their  own, 
Lnd  poiLr'd  a  light  till  then  unknown  ;  — 

The'  unfolded  wings,  that,  in  their  play, 
hcd  sparkles  bright  as  Alla's  throne  ; 

All  I  could  bring  of  heaven's  array, 

Of  that  rich  panoply  of  charms 
L  Cherub  moves  in,  on  the  day 
►f  his  best  pomp,  I  now  put  on  ; 
ind,  proud  that  in  her  eyes  I  shone 

Thus  glorious,  glided  to  her  arms  ; 
Vhich  still  (though,  at  a  sight  so  splendid, 

Iler  dazzled  brow  had,  instantly, 
unk  on  her  breast,)  were  wide  extended 

To  clasp  the  form  she  durst  not  see !  ■ 
treat  Heaven  !  how  could  thy  vengeance  light 
0  bitterly  on  one  so  bright  ? 
[ow  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms, 
last  them  again,  in  love's  own  arms? 
[rarce  had  I  touch'd  her  shrinking  frame 

When — oh  most  horrible!  —  I  felt 

'  Mohammed  (says  Sale),  though  a  prophet,  was  not  able 
ar  the  light  or  (iabrlel,  when  he  appeared  in  his  proper 
,  much  less  would  others  be  able  to  support  it." 


That  every  ipark  of  that  pore  flame — 

Pare,  while  among  the  stars  I  dwelt^ 
Was  now,  by  my  tranigressioD,  tam*d 
Into  gross,  earthly  fire,  which  bum'd, 
Bum'd  all  it  toach*d,  as  fiut  as  eye 

Could  follow  the  fierce,  rayening  flashes 
Till  there  — oh  God,  I  still  ask  why 
Such  doom  was  hers  ?  —  I  saw  her  lie 

Blackening  within  my  arms  to  ashes! 
That  brow,  a  glory  but  to  see — 

Those  lips,  whose  touch  was  what  the  fii 
Fresh  cup  of  immortality 

Is  to  a  new-made  aDgel*k  thirst ! 
Those  clasping  arms,  within  whose  ramd- 
My  heart  8  horizon — the  whole  bouDd 
Of  its  hope,  prospect,  heaven  was  fimnd ! 
Which,  even  in  Uiis  dread  moment,  food 

As  when  they  first  were  round  me  ctd, 
Loo8*d  not  in  death  the  fistal  bond. 

But,  burning,  held  me  to  the  last  I 
All,  all,  that,  but  that  mom,  had  seen'd 
As  if  LoTe*8  self  there  breath*d  and  bcim^ 
Now,  parched  and  black,  before  me  lay, 
Withering  in  agony  awmy ; 
And  mine,  oh  misery  I  mine  the  flams. 
From  which  this  desolation  enne ; — 
I,  the  curst  spirit,  whose  caress 
Had  bUsted  all  that  loveliness! 


'Twas  maddening! — but  now  hear  even 
Had  death,  death  only,  been  the  cnxBe 
I  brought  npon  her — had  the  doom 
But  ended  here,  when  her  young  bkxai 
Lay  in  the  dust — and  did  the  spirit 
No  part  of  that  fell  curse  inherit, 
'Twere  not  so  dreadful — but,  come  nesr— 
Too  shocking  'tis  for  earth  to  hear— 
Just  when  her  eyes,  in  Aiding,  took 

Their  last,  keen,  agoniz*d  fiuewell. 
And  looked  in  mine  with — oh,  that  look! 

Great  vengeful  Power,  whate*er  the  bdl 
Thou  mayst  to  human  souls  assign. 
The  memory  of  that  look  is  mine! — 

In  her  last  struggle,  on  my  brow 

Her  ashy  lips  a  kiss  imprest. 
So  withering! — I  feel  it  now — 

'Twas  fire — but  fire,  ev'n  more  VBllat 
Than  was  my  own,  and  like  that  tamt, 
The  angels  diodder  bnt  to  namc^ 
Hell's  everlasting  element  I 

Deep,  deep  it  piercid  into  mj  hnun. 
Madd'ning  and  torturing  at  it  went; 

And  here — mark  here,  the  bnad.  tterii 
It  left  upon  my  fipoot — bomt  in  j 

By  that  Uai  kiss  of  lore  and  ni—  J 
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A  brand,  'which  aU  the  pomp  and  pride 
Of  a  fidlen  Spirit  cannot  hide  ! 

But  is  it  thus,  dread  ProTidence — 

Can  it,  indeed,  be  thus,  that  she. 
Who,  (bat  for  one  prood,  fond  ofifence,) 

Had  honoar*d  heaven  itself,  should  be 
Now  doom'd — I  cannot  speak  it — no, 
Merciful  Alla  !  'tis  not  so — 
Never  coold  lips  divine  have  said 
The  fiat  of  a  fate  so  dread. 
And  yet,  that  look — so  deeply  fraught 

With  more  than  anguish,  with  despair — 
That  new,  fierce  fire,  resembling  nought 

In  heaven  or  earth — this  scorch  I  bear! — 
Oh  —for  the  first  time  that  these  knees 

Have  bent  before  thee  since  my  fall. 
Great  Power,  if  ever  thy  decrees 

ThoQ  couldst  for  prayer  like  mine  recall. 
Pardon  that  spirit,  and  on  me. 

On  me,  who  taught  her  pride  to  err, 
Shed  ont  each  drop  of  agony 

Thy  burning  phial  keeps  for  her ! 
See,  too,  where  low  beside  me  kneel 

Two  other  outcasts,  who,  though  gone 
And  loat  themselves,  yet  dare  to  feel 

And  pray  for  that  poor  mortal  one. 
Alas,  too  well,  too  well  they  know 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woe 
That  Passion  brings  upon  the  best, 
The  wisest,  and  the  loveliest — 
Ob,  who  is  to  be  sav'd,  if  such 

Bright,  erring  souls  are  not  forgiven  ; 
So  loth  they  wander,  and  so  much 

Their  very  wand*ring8  lean  towards  heaven  I 
Again,  I  cry,  Just  Power,  transfer 

That  creature's  sufferings  all  to  me  — 

Mine,  mine  the  guilt,  the  torment  be. 
To  save  one  minute's  pain  to  her, 

Let  mine  last  all  eternity ! " 

He  paos'd,  and  to  the  earth  bent  down 

His  throbbing  head ;  while  they,  who  felt 
That  agony  as  'twere  their  own. 

Those  angel  youths,  beside  him  knelt. 
And,  in  the  night's  still  silence  there, 
While  mournfully  each  wand'ring  air 
Play'd  in  those  plumes,  that  never  more 
To  their  lost  home  in  heaven  must  soar, 
Breath'd  inwardly  the  voiceless  prayer, 
Unheard  by  all  but  Mercy's  ear — 
And  which  if  Mercy  did  not  hear, 
Oh,  God  would  not  be  what  this  bright 

And  glorious  universe  of  His, 
^Mus  world  of  beauty,  goodness,  light, 

AjBd  endless  love,  proclaims  He  w  / 


Not  long  they  knelt,  when,  from  a  wood 
That  crown'd  that  airy  solitude. 
They  heard  a  low,  uncertain  sound. 
As  from  a  lute,  that  just  had  found 
Some  happy  theme,  and  murmur'd  round 
The  new-bom  fancy,  with  fond  tone. 
Scarce  thinking  aught  so  sweet  its  own  I 
Till  soon  a  voice,  that  match'd  as  well 

That  gentle  instrument,  as  suits 
The  sea-air  to  an  ocean-shell 

(So  kin  its  spirit  to  the  lute's). 
Tremblingly  follow  *d  the  soft  strain, 
Interpreting  its  joy,  its  pain. 

And  lending  the  light  wings  of  words 
To  many  a  thought,  that  else  had  lain 

Unfledg'd  and  mute  among  the  chords. 

All  started  at  the  sound — but  chief 

The  third  young  Angel,  in  whose  face. 
Though  faded  like  the  others,  grief 

Had  left  a  gentler,  holier  trace ; 
As  if,  even  yet,  through  pain  and  ill, 
Hope  had  not  fied  him — as  if  still 
Her  precious  pearl,  in  sorrow's  cup, 

Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay. 
To  shine  again,  when,  all  drunk  up, 

The  bitterness  should  pass  away. 
Chiefly  did  he,  though  in  his  eyes 
There  shone  more  pleasure  than  surprise. 
Turn  to  the  wood,  from  whence  that  sound 

Of  solitary  sweetness  broke  ; 
Then,  listening,  look  delighted  round 

To  his  bright  peers,  while  thus  it  spoke  :• 
"  Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph  love, 

"  My  angel -lord,  come  pray  with  me ; 
"  In  vain  to-night  my  lip  hath  strove 
"  To  send  one  holy  prayer  above  — 
"  The  knee  may  bend,  the  lip  may  move, 

"  But  pray  I  cannot,  without  thee  I 
"  I've  fed  the  altar  in  my  bower 

**  With  droppings  from  the  incense  tree  ; 
**  Fve  shelter'd  it  from  wind  and  shower, 
"  But  dim  it  bums  the  livelong  hour, 
"  As  if,  like  me,  it  had  no  power 

"  Of  life  or  lustre,  without  thee  ! 

**  A  boat  at  midnight  sent  alone 
"  To  drift  upon  the  moonless  sea, 

"  A  lute,  whose  leading  chord  is  gone, 

"  A  wounded  bird,  that  hath  but  one 

"  Imperfect  wing  to  soar  upon, 
"  Are  like  what  I  am,  without  thee  ! 

•*  Then  ne'er,  my  spirit-love,  divide, 
^  In  life  or  death,  thyself  from  me ; 


I  : 
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"  But  «b(D  ne>in,  in  Ennn)'  prxit, 
-  Thuu  valk'M  ihrougb  EiWa,  Irt  me  glule, 
~  A  pnwmiu:  shaduw,  by  thy  siile^ 
"  Uh  happier  tliui  Iksu  stUiuul  tbei-I" 

The  (ong  h*d  ceu'd.  when,  n^m  the  nooil 

Whii'h,  sweeping  down  that  lirj  height, 
Btacb'd  the  lone  spot  whereon  lliej  stood  — 

There  suddenlj  ahone  out  a  light 
Fn>m  B  clear  lump,  which,  as  it  blu'd 
AcroM  ihe  brow  of  one,  who  iiis'd 
lu  flame  aloft  (as  if  to  llirow 
The  light  upon  that  group  below), 
Display 'd  two  eyes,  BpurkliBg  lieiween 
The  dusky  leates,  aueh  as  are  seen 
By  fitncy  only,  in  those  fkces. 

That  hsuiil  a  poet's  wslk  at  even, 
(.oi^lag  from  ont  Iheir  leafy  places 

Upon  his  dFesma  of  love  and  heaTeo. 
'Tvna  bni  a  moment — the  hlusb,  brought 
O'tT  nil  her  features  at  the  thoiigbl 

Uf  being  seen  thus,  late,  alone. 
By  any  but  the  eyes  she  sought. 

Hod  scarcely  for  an  insWnt  abone 

Throiigb  ibedork  leaves,  wheDshewni  gone- 
Oone,  like  B  meteor  that  o'erhead 
Suddenly  shines,  and,  ere  we'ie  said, 
"  Behold,  bow  beaaliful  1"— 'tis  fled. 

Yet,  ere  she  went,  the  words,  "  I  come, 
"  !  come,  my  Nama,"  rcacb'd  ber  ear. 
In  thai  kind  voice,  familiar,  dear, 

Which  tells  of  oonfldence,  of  home,  — 
Of  habit,  that  hath  drawn  hearts  near, 

Till  Ihey  grow  one, — of  ftiilh  sincere, 

And  all  that  Loie  most  lores  to  bear ; 

A  music,  breathing  of  the  past, 
The  present,  and  Iho  time  to  he. 

Where  Hope  and  Memory,  to  the  last, 
Lengthea  out  life's  irae  harmony  1 


y 


H7(  D'BartwIoi.  upplj  IhP  « 
I  ml]  ami*.  Splriu  "  <|iil  iriiTHl 
QIIUi  number  «ni  Mlksll  onil  CMwML 


Not  long  did  b«,  whoin  call  »  kind 
Sommua'd  sway,  remain  behind  i 
Nor  did  there  need  much  time  to  uH 

M'hni  they— alas,  more  BOl'a  thai 
From  happiness  and  heaven — knew 

Hii  gentler  love's  short  hiKory  t 

Thus  did  it  nm—iai  as  he  told 

The  (ale  himself,  but  as  'tis  gravU 
Upon  the  tablets  that,  of  old. 

By  Sfth  '  were  fmm  the  ddoge 
All  wtitlen  orer  with  sablime 

And  sadd'ning  legends  of  the'  iml 
But  glorious  Spirits  of  that  time. 

And  this  young  Angel's  "mong  (t 


THrao  ANGEL'S  STORI 

Ahomo  the  Spirits,  of  pure  flame; 

That  in  the'  eternal  heiTea*  aUb 
Circles  of  light,  that  from  the  tarn* 

Unclouded  centre  sweeping  widt^ 

Carry  its  beams  on  every  side- 
Like  spheres  of  air  that  wafi  arensd 
The  andalalions  of  rich  samid. 
Till  the  far-ciroling  radiance  be 
Difiiu'd  into  infinity  ] 
First  and  immediate  near  the  TiMa 
Of  Au.a '.  OS  if  most  his  enm. 
The  Seraphs  iland>  —  this  burtungl 
Tmc'd  on  their  banner,  "Lore  divn 
Their  rank,  their  hononn,  br  abor* 

Ev'n  those  to  high-brow'd 
TboDgh  knowing  all; — so  m 

Transcend  all  Kno' 
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;  these  was  Zarafh  once — and  none 

-  felt  affection's  holy  fire, 

um*d  towards  the'  Eternal  One, 

h  half  such  longing,  deep  desire. 

iras  to  his  impassioned  sonl 

,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 

existence,  bat  the  whole — 

}  very  life-breath  of  his  heart ! 

hen  fh>m  Alla's  lifted  brow 

istre  came,  too  bright  to  bear, 

11  the  seraph  ranks  would  bow, 

shade  their  dazzled  sight,  nor  dare 

look  upon  the*  effulgence  there — 

$pirit*s  eyes  would  court  the  blaze 

:h  pride  he  in  adoring  took), 

atber  lose,  in  that  one  gaze, 

!  power  of  looking,  than  not  look  I 

too,  when  angel  voices  sung 

lercy  of  their  God,  and  strung 

harps  to  hail,  with  welcome  sweet, 

it  moment,  watch*d  for  by  all  eyes, 

some  repentant  sinner's  feet 

t  tonch*d  the  threshold  of  the  skies, 

*n  how  clearly  did  the  voice 

BAPH  above  all  rejoice ! 

ras  in  ev^ry  buoyant  tone — 

1  love,  as  only  could  belong 

;  blest  angels,  and  alone 

Id,  ev'n  fhnn  angels,  bring  such  song  I 

hat  it  should  e'er  have  been 

eav*n  as  'tis  too  often  here, 

'  nothing  fond  or  bright  is  seen, 

it  hath  pain  and  peril  near ; — 

!  right  and  wrong  so  close  resemble, 

t  what  we  take  for  virtue's  thrill 

u  the  first  downward  tremble 

he  heart's  balance  unto  ill ; 

!  Love  hath  not  a  sbrine  so  pure, 

oly,  but  the  serpent,  Sin, 

nents,  ev'n  the  most  secure, 

eath  his  altar  may  glide  in ! 

I  it  with  that  Angel — such 
charm,  that  slop'd  his  fall  along, 
^ood  to  ill,  from  loving  much, 
easy  lapse,  to  loving  wrong.  — 
9  that  amorous  Spirit,  bound 
luty's  spell,  where'er  'twas  found, 
the  bright  things  above  the  moon 
n  to  earth's  beaming  eyes  descended, 
ve  for  the  Creator  soon 
assion  for  the  creature  ended. 

first  at  twilight,  on  the  shore 
be  smooth  sea,  he  heard  the  lute 


And  voice  of  her  he  lov'd  steal  o'er 

The  silver  waters,  that  lay  mute. 
As  loth,  by  even  a  breath,  to  stay 
The  pilgrimage  of  that  sweet  lay. 
Whose  echoes  still  went  on  and  on. 
Till  lost  among  the  light  that  shone 
Far  off,  beyond  the  ocean's  brim — 

There,  where  the  rich  cascade  of  day 
Had,  o'er  the'  horizon's  golden  rim, 

Into  Elysium  roU'd  away  I 
Of  God  she  sung,  and  of  the  mild 

Attendant  Mercy,  that  beside 
His  awfld  throne  for  ever  smil'd. 

Ready,  with  her  white  hand,  to  guide 
His  bolts  of  vengeance  to  their  prey — 
That  she  might  quench  them  on  the  way  I 
Of  Peace  ~  of  that  Atoning  Love, 
Upon  whose  star,  shining  above 
This  twilight  world  of  hope  and  fear. 

The  weeping  eyes  of  Faith  are  fix'd 
So  fond,  that  with  her  every  tear 

The  light  of  that  love-star  is  mix'd !— > 
All  this  she  sung,  and  such  a  soul 

Of  piety  was  in  that  song. 
That  the  charm'd  Angel,  as  it  stole 

Tenderly  to  his  ear,  along 
Those  lulling  waters  where  he  lay. 
Watching  the  daylight's  dying  ray. 
Thought  twas  a  voice  firom  out  the  wave. 
An  echo,  that  some  sea-nymph  gave 
To  Eden's  distant  harmony. 
Heard  faint  and  sweet  beneath  the  sea ! 

Quickly,  however,  to  its  source. 
Tracing  that  music's  melting  course. 
He  saw,  upon  the  golden  sand 
Of  the  sea-shore,  a  maiden  stand. 
Before  whose  feet  the'  expiring  waves 

Flung  their  last  offering  with  a  sigh — 
As,  in  the  East,  exhausted  slaves 

Lay  down  the  far-brought  gift,  and  die  — 
And,  while  tier  lute  hung  by  her,  hush'd. 

As  if  unequal  to  the  tide 
Of  song,  that  from  her  lips  still  gush'd. 

She  rais'd,  like  one  beatified. 
Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  given 

To  be  ador'd  than  to  adore  — 
Such  eyes,  as  may  have  look'd/rom  heaven, 

But  ne'er  were  rais'd  to  it  before? 

Oh  Love,  Religion,  Music  > — all 
That's  left  of  Eden  upon  earth— 


>  "  L«s  EgTptlent  disent  que  U  Miuique  est  Sttur  de  la 
ReUgion."  —  Voyages  de  Pjfikagore,  torn.  I.  p.  422. 
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Tbc  oDijr  bleuinga,  tince  tlie  tail 
or  oar  weak  souls,  tliBt  (till  recall 

A  trace  of  their  liigl".  glorious  birth  — 
How  kindred  ant  the  dr^aiDS  you  bring  ! 

How  Love,  though  unto  earth  so  prone, 
Dvtights  to  take  retigioa'a  ving. 

When  time  or  grief  h«tb  slaia'd  hia  owu  i 
Hon  near  to  Love's  beguiling  brink. 

Tod  oft,  entrauc'd  Religion  lies ! 
While  Music,  Music  i>  the  link 

They  liolh  Biill  hold  by  to  the  skies. 
The  language  of  their  nstire  spliere, 
'Which  they  had  else  forgoltim  bere. 

How  then  could  Z*.ripq  fail  to  feel 
That  moment's  witcheries  ?—  one,  »o  fkir. 

Breathing  out  music,  Ibst  might  st«nl 
Heaven  ft'om  itself,  and  rapt  in  prayer 
That  seraphs  might  be  proud  to  share  1 

Oh,  he  did  feel  it,  all  tno  well  — 

With  warintb,  that  tat  too  dearly  cost— 

Nor  knew  he,  when  at  lost  he  fell, 

To  which  attraction,  in  which  spell. 

Love,  Music,  or  Devotion,  most 

His  Boul  in  that  sweet  hour  was  lost. 

Sweet  was  the  hour,  though  dearly  won. 

And  pure,  as  aught  of  earth  could  be. 
For  then  first  did  the  glorious  sua 

Before  religion's  altar  see 
Two  hearts  in  wedlock's  golden  tie 
Sclf-pledg'di  in  love  to  live  and  die. 
Blest  union !  by  that  Angel  wove. 

And  worthy  from  such  bands  to  come  i 
Safe,  sole  asylum,  in  which  J.ove. 
When  faU'n  or  eitil'd  from  above. 

In  this  dark  vurld  can  find  a  home. 

And,  though  the  Spirit  had  trBnsgrvss'd, 
Had,  fhim  his  station  'mong  the  blest 
Won  down  by  woman's  smile,  allow'd 

Terrestrial  passion  to  breathe  o'er 
The  mirror  of  his  heart,  end  cloud 

God's  image,  there  so  bright  before  — 
Yet  never  did  that  Power  look  down 

On  error  with  a  brow  so  mild ; 
Never  did  Justice  wear  a  frown. 

Through  which  so  gently  Mercy  smii'd. 
For  hnmble  was  their  love — with  awe 

And  trembling  tike  some  treasure  kept. 


■lllUlDB  to  tbc  9lipll1l« 


That  was  not  Oiein  by  holy  law—  II 

Wbose  beauty  with  remorse  they  taw. 

And  o'er  whcac  preciouaness  they  wcpL 
Humility,  that  Ion,  sweet  root. 
From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  sliuut. 
Was  in  the  hearts  of  both — but  miMt 

In  Nsna's  heart,  by  whom  ainne 
Those  charms  for  which  a  heaven  wu  la« 

Seum'd  all  nnvalned  and  ODknciwn ; 
And  when  her  seraph's  eyes  ihe  rau^ 

And  hid  hers  glowing  on  his  breast. 
Even  bliss  was  humbled  by  the  thought  — 

"  What  claim  have  I  to  be  so  blat?" 
Still  less  could  maid,  so  tneek,  have  aun'd 
Desire  of  knowledge — that  vain  thirst. 
With  which  the  sex  bath  al 
From  luckless  Eve  to  her,  who  n 
The  Tabernacle  stole  to  hear 
The  secrets  of  the  angels ' :  no  - 

To  love  as  her  own  Senpli  lov'd. 
With  Faith,  the  same  throngh  bliss  ind  *w 

Faith,  that,  were  even  its  light  ihdot'iI, 
Could,  like  the  dial,  fix'd  remain. 
And  wail  till  it  shone  oi 
With  Patieuce  that,  though  oftea  h 

By  the  rude  storm,  can  riae  ai 
And  Hope  that,  even  from  Bvfl'i. 

Sees  sanay  Good  half  breaking  tl 
This  deep,  relying  Love,  worth  man 

In  heaven  than  all  a  Cherub'a  lore 

This  Faith,  more  sure  than  aught  ba 
Was  the  sole  joy,  ambition,  pride 
Of  her  fond  heart' — the'  tinr^LsoninS 

Of  all  its  views,  above,  below  — 
So  true  she  felt  it  that  lo  hepr. 

To  tnal,  is  happier  tbati  to  hnn 
And  thus  in  humbleaess  they  trod. 
Abash'd,  but  pure  before  their  God ; 
Nor  e'er  did  earth  behold  a  sight 

So  meekly  beautiful  as  tliey. 
When,  with  the  altar's  holy  light 

Full  on  their  brows,  they  knell  to  pnij,    , 
Hand  within  hand,  and  side  bv  side. 
Two  links  of  love,  awhile  untied 
From  the  great  eham  above,  but  bM  J 
Holding  together  to  the  last !  — 
Two  &ilen  Splendors  i.  frmn  thai  li> 
Which  buds  with  inch  etemally,> 
Shaken  lo  earth,  yet  keeping  tU 
Their  light  and  freshnev  inilie  &11.  1 

CabtuL*.    Thejin  alted  bf  nrlina  I 
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Their  only  pcmishmeiit,  (as  wrong. 

However  sweet,  most  bear  its  brand,) 
Their  only  doom  was  this —that,  long 

As  the  green  earth  and  ocean  stand. 
They  both  shall  wander  here — the  same, 
Throughout  all  time,  in  heart  and  frame — 
Still  looking  to  that  goal  sublime. 

Whose  light  remote,  but  sure,  they  see ; 
Pilgrims  of  Love,  whose  way  is  Time, 

Whose  home  is  in  Eternity! 
Subject,  the  while,  to  all  the  strife, 
True  Love  encounters  in  this  life — 
The  wbhes,  hopes,  he  breathes  in  vain ; 

Tlie  chill,  that  turns  his  warmest  sighs 

To  earthly  vapour,  ere  they  rise ; 
The  doubt  he  feeds  on,  and  the  pain 

That  in  his  very  sweetness  lies:— 
Still  worse,  the'  illusions  that  betray 

His  fbotsteps  to  their  shining  brink ; 
That  tempt  him,  on  his  desert  way 

Through  the  bleak  world,  to  bend  and  drink, 
^Where  nothing  meets  his  lips,  alas, — 
But  he  again  must  sighing  pass 
On  to  that  ftr-oif  home  of  peace. 
In  which  alone  his  thirst  will  cease. 

All  tfaia  they  bear,  but,  not  the  less. 
Have  moments  rich  in  happiness — 
Bleat  meetings,  after  many  a  day 
Of  widowhood  past  &r  away. 
When  the  lov'd  fiuse  again  is  seen 
Ckae,  dose,  with  not  a  tear  between — 
Confidings  fhmk,  without  control, 
Poured  mutually  fh>m  soul  to  soul ; 
As  fne  from  any  fear  or  doubt 

As  is  that  light  firom  chill  or  stain. 
The  sun  into  the  stars  sheds  out, 

To  be  by  them  shed  back  again  I — 
That  happy  minglement  of  hearts. 

Where,  ehang'd  as  chymic  compounds  are. 
Each  with  its  own  existence  parts. 

To  find  a  new  one,  happier  &r ! 


(fol  tODtaboatir  I  la  BeaoU,  wmt  charges  d'un  grand  nom- 
d'Anget.    n  y  en  a  trmte-cinq  sur  le  canal  de  la  Mi»£r1- 
^  ncompenaent  eC  qui  cooronnent  la  reitu  det 
**  ftc.  Ac  —  For  a  concise  account  of  the  Cabalistic 
Bnfleld*s  very  oseftil  compendiura  of  Brucker. 


Such  are  their  joys — and,  crowning  all. 

That  blessed  hope  of  the  bright  hour. 
When,  happy  and  no  more  to  fall. 

Their  spirits  shall,  with  fk«shen*d  power, 
Rise  up  rewarded  for  their  trust 

In  Him,  from  whom  all  goodness  springs, 
And,  shaking  off  earth's  soiling  dust 

From  their  emancipated  wings. 
Wander  for  ever  through  those  skies 
Of  radiance,  where  Love  never  dies  I 

In  what  lone  region  of  the  earth 

These  Pilgrims  now  may  roam  or  dwell, 
God  and  the  Angels,  who  look  forth 

To  watch  their  steps,  alone  can  telL 
But  should  we,  in  our  wanderings. 

Meet  a  young  pair,  whose  beauty  wants 
But  the  adornment  of  bright  wings. 

To  look  like  heaven's  inhabitants — 
Who  shine  where'er  they  tread,  and  yet 

Are  humble  in  their  earthly  lot. 
As  is  the  way-side  violet. 

That  shines  unseen,  and  were  it  not 

For  its  sweet  breath  would  be  fbrgot— 
Whose  hearts,  in  every  thought,  are  one, 

Whose  voices  utter  the  same  wills — 
Answering,  as  Echo  doth  some  tone 

Of  fidry  music  'mong  the  hills. 
So  like  itself,  we  seek  in  vain 
Which  is  the  echo,  which  the  strain^* 
Whose  piety  is  love,  whose  love. 

Though  close  as  'twere  their  souls'  embrace, 
Is  not  of  earth,  but  from  above — 

Like  two  fair  mirrors,  face  to  face, 
Whose  light,  from  one  to  the'  other  thrown. 
Is  heaven's  reflection,  not  their  own — 
Should  we  e'er  meet  with  aught  so  pure. 
So  perfect  here,  we  may  be  sure 

'Tis  Zaraph  and  his  bride  we  see ; 
And  call  young  lovers  round,  to  view 
The  pilgrim  pair,  as  they  pursue 

Their  pathway  towards  eternity. 


"  On  les  repr^sente  qoelquefois  sous  la  figure  d'un  arbre 
.  .  .  .  I'Ensoph  qu'on  met  au^lcssus  de  I'arbre  Sephirotique 
ou  des  Spleodeurs  divlns,  est  I'lnflnL" — VHuMrt  da  Jw(fs, 
llT.ix.  II. 
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SCEPTICISM. 

Ers  Psyche  drank  the  cup,  that  shed 

Immortal  Life  into  her  sonl. 
Some  evil  spirit  pour*d,  'tis  siud. 

One  drop  of  Doabt  into  the  bowl — 

Which,  minglinj^  darklj  with  the  stream. 
To  Psyche's  lips — she  knew  not  why — 

Made  even  that  blessed  nectar  seem 
As  thoagh  its  sweetness  soon  would  die. 

Oft,  in  the  very  arms  of  Love, 

A  chill  came  o'er  her  heart — a  fear 

That  I>eath  might,  even  yet,  remove 
Her  spirit  from  that  happy  sphere. 

"  Those  sunny  ringlets,'*  she  exclaim'd, 
"  Twining  them  round  her  snowy  fingers  ; 

"  That  forehead,  where  a  light,  unnam'd, 
"  Unknown  on  earth,  for  ever  lingers  ; 


(i 
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Those  lips,  through  which  I  feel  the  breath 
"  Of  Heaven  itself,  whene'er  they  sever — 
Say,  are  they  mine,  beyond  all  death, 
My  own,  hereafter,  and  for  ever  ? 


u 


•*  Smile  not  —  I  know  that  starry  brow, 
**  Those  ringlets,  and  bright  lips  of  thine, 

"  Will  always  shine,  as  they  do  now  — 
"  But  shall  /  live  to  see  them  shine?  " 

In  vain  did  Love  say,  "  Turn  thine  eyes 
*    **  On  all  that  sparkles  round  thee  here  — 
"  Thou'rt  now  in  heaven,  where  nothing  dies, 
"  And  in  these  arms — what caiwUhou fear?" 

In  vain — the  fatal  drop,  that  stole 
Into  that  cup's  immortal  treasure, 

Had  lodg'd  its  bitter  near  her  soul. 
And  gave  a  tinge  to  every  pleasure. 

And,  though  there  ne'er  was  transport  given 
Like  Psyche's  with  that  radiant  boy, 

Hers  is  the  only  face  in  heaven. 
That  wears  a  cloud  amid  its  joy 
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A  JOKE  VERSIFIED. 

Cone,  come,**  taid  Tom*8  &tfaer,  "at  you 

of  life, 
**  There's  no  longer  excue  for  thus  pbji 

rake — 
It  is  time  you  should  think,  boy,  of  takogav 
*"  Why ,  so  it  is, &ther--whoM  wilb ibJI II 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FBIEHDl 

PuBE  as  the  mantle,  whieh,  o*flr  hia  vteM 
By  Jordan's  stream,  dcacended  fkoa  Ae  i 

Is  that  remembruice,  which  tha  vne  ad  fi 
Leave  in  the  hearta  that  lore  iJbgm,  wla 

die. 
So  pnre,  so  precious  shall  the  memocy  be^ 
Bequeath'd,  in  dying,  to  our  sonli  by  tibee— 
So  shall  the  love  we  bore  thee,  chcrisk'd  va 
Within  our  souls  through  grieC  nA  pa 
strife, 
Be,  like  Elisha's  croiae,  a  holy  chnn, 
Wherewith  to  ''heal  the  waten*  oftUiIi 


TO  JAlfES  COURT,  ESQ. 


ON  BII  MAUMG  MS  A 


OTA 


BrianQiW' 

This  life,  dear  Corry,  who  can  doabl?— 
Resembles  much  friend  Ewarn*  wiM^ 

When  Jint  the  roiy  dropa  cooie  oat, 
How  beautifbl,  how  dear  itmj  aUml 

And  thus  awhile  they  keep  Aair  tiotp 
So  ft^  fhim  even  a  ihada  widi  loaeb 

That  they  wookL  aauh^  did  JOB  M  hn^ 
That  darker  dropa  woald  «ai 
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oon  the  niby  tide  runs  short, 

ch  minute  inakes  the  sad  tnith  plainer, 

ife,  like  old  and  cmaty  port, 

len  near  its  dose,  requires  a  strainer. 

friendship  can  alone  confer, 
one  can  teach  the  drops  to  pass, 
t  as  bright  as  once  they  were, 
least  onclonded,  through  the  glass. 

Corry,  could  a  boon  be  mine, 
whidi  this  heart  were  fonder,  vuner, 
i  thus,  if  life  grow  like  old  wine, 
'  haye  <Ay  friendship  for  its  strainer. 


LAGMENT  OF  A  CHARACTER. 

s  lies  Factotum  Ned  at  last ; 
ng  as  he  breath'd  the  vital  air, 
ing  throughout  all  Europe  pass'd, 
which  Ned  hadn't  some  small  share. 

e'er  was  ui,  whoe'er  was  out, 
baterer  statesmen  did  or  said, 
t  exactly  brought  about, 
iras  all,  at  least,  contriv'd  by  Ned. 

Nap,  if  Russia  went  to  war, 
iras  owing,  under  Providence, 
main  hints  Ned  gave  the  Czar — 
ide  his  pamphlet — price,  sixpence.) 

ance  was  beat  at  Waterloo — 
all  but  Frenchmen  think  she  was — 
led,  as  Wellington  well  knew, 
18  owing  half  that  day's  applause. 

I  for  his  news —  no  envoy's  bag 
nr  pass'd  so  many  secrets  through  it ; 
«ly  a  telegraph  could  wag 
wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew  it. 

tales  he  had  of  foreign  plots, 

ith  foreign  names,  one's  ear  to  buzz  in ! 

I  Russia,  chefs  and  ofs  in  lots, 

om  Poland,  owskis  by  the  dozen. 

Q  George,  alarm'd  for  England's  creed, 
im'd  out  the  last  Whig  ministry, 
men  ask'd — who  advis'd  the  deed  ? 
d  modestly  confess'd  'twas  he. 

hough,  by  some  xmlucky  miss, 

\  had  not  downwright  teen  the  King, 


He  sent  such  hints  through  Viscount  This^ 
To  Marquis  That,  as  clench'd  the  thing. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts. 
The  Drama,  Books,  MS.  and  printed — 

Kean  leam'd  from  Ned  his  cleverest  parts, 
And  Scott's  last  work  by  him  was  hinted. 

Childe  Harold  in  the  prooft  he  read. 
And,  here  and  there,  infus'd  some  soul  in*t- 

Nay,  Davy's  Lamp,  till  seen  by  Ned, 
Had — odd  enough — an  awkward  hole  in't 

'Twas  thus,  all-doing  and  all-knowing, 
Wit,  statesman,  boxer,  chymist,  singer. 

Whatever  was  the  best  pye  going. 
In  that  Ned — trust  him — had  his  finger. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  SING  THEE? 


TO 


What  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  Shall  I  tell 
Of  that  bright  hour,  remember'd  well 
As  though  it  shone  but  yesterday, 
When,  loitering  idly  in  the  ray 
Of  a  spring-sun,  I  heard,  o'erhead. 
My  name  as  by  some  spirit  said. 
And,  looking  up,  saw  two  bright  eyes 

Above  me  from  a  casement  shine. 
Dazzling  my  mind  with  such  surprise 

As  they,  who  sail  beyond  the  Line, 
Feel  when  new  stars  above  them  rise ;-» 
And  it  was  thine,  the  voice  that  spoke. 

Like  Ariel's,  in  the  mid-air  then ; 
And  thine  the  eye,  whose  lustre  broke — 

Never  to  be  forgot  again ! 

What  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  Shall  I  weave 
A  song  of  that  sweet  summer-eve, 
(Summer,  of  which  the  sunniest  part 
Was  that  we,  each,  had  in  the  heart,) 
When  thou  and  I,  and  one  like  thee. 

In  life  and  beauty,  to  the  sound 
Of  our  own  breathless  minstrelsy, 

Danc'd  till  the  sunlight  faded  round. 
Ourselves  the  whole  ideal  Ball, 
Lights,  music,  company,  and  all ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  the  languid  strain 

Of  lute  like  mine,  whose  day  is  past. 
To  call  up  even  a  dream  again 

Of  the  fresh  light  those  moments  cast 
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COUNTRY  DANCE  AND  QUADRILLE. 

Ore  night  the  nftnph  call'd  Coitntbt  Dancb — 
(Wbam  folks.  oTlale,  have  used  bo  ill, 

Pwfprring  a  coquette  fi^m  France, 
Thu  mincing  thing.  Manuelle  QoadruxfO  — 

BsTia^;  becD  chas'd  from  LoadoD  down 

To  that  mosi  hamble  hnunl  of  all 
She  u»-d  I"  grace — a  Cnuolry  Town  — 

Went  smiling  lo  the  Ntw-Tesr'i  Ball 

"  Here,  hers,  at  IcMt,"  ahe  cried,  "  though  driveo 
"  From  London's  gay  and  shining  tracks  — 

"  Though,  like  a  Peri  caat  from  heaven, 
"  I've  lost,  for  ever  lost,  Almafk'a— 

"  Thoagh  not  n  London  Miss  alive 
"  Would  noK  for  her  acquaintance  OKn  mt ; 

'■  And  Bpinslers,  even,  of  fort}-fi»e, 

"  Upon  their  honours  ne'er  have  known  me  ; 

"  Here,  here,  at  least,  I  Ifiumpb  still, 
"  And — spile  of  some  few  dandy  Lancers, 

"  Who  Tiioly  Irj  to  preach  Quadrille — 

"  See  nought  bnt  true-blse  Country  Dsnceta. 

"  Here  still  I  reign,  and,  fresh  in  charms, 
"  My  throne,  like  Magna  Cbarta.  raise 

"  'Hong  sturdy,  freebom  legs  and  arms, 

"  ThBl  scorn  the  Ihrealea'd  eialne  Aiiglaiie." 

'Twas  thus  she  laid.  as  'mid  the  din 

Of  footmeo,  and  the  town  sedan. 
She  lighted  at  the  King's  Hesd  Inn, 

And  up  the  stairs  Irlumphaitt  ran. 

Thf  Squires  and  Iheir  Squiresaes  aU. 

With  yonug  Sqoirinas,  just  come  aul. 
And  my  Lord's  daughters  from  the  Hull, 

(Quudrillers,  in  Iheir  hearts,  no  doubt.)  — 

All  these,  as  light  she  tripp'd  up  stairs. 

Were  in  the  cloak-room  seen  sssembling— 

When,  hark  !  some  new,  outlandish  airs. 
From  the  First  Fiddle,  set  her  trembling. 


Alas,  ID  vwB  her  ears  would  'scape  it — 
It  u"Di  tanli  palpiti" 
As  plain  as  Eoglish  bow  can  scrape  iL 

"  Courage  I"  however — in  she  goes. 

With  her  beB^  sweeping  country  grace  ; 
When,  ah  too  true,  her  worst  of  foes, 

Qdadhille,  there  meets  her.  face  lo  face. 


Oh  for  thtf  lyre,  or  violio, 
I      Or  kit  of  that  gay  Mosr.  Terpsi 
I  To  sing  the  rage  these  nymphs  wi 
Their  looks  and  langnage. 


There  stood  Qc^dbille,  with 

(The  beau-ideal  of  French  beauty), 

A  band-box  thing,  all  art  and  lace 
Down  from  her  nose-tip  la  ber  shoe- 

Her  flounces,  fresh  from  Vielmimi  — 
From  HipfxiyU,  her  rouge  and  h, 

Her  poetry,  from  Lamarthu  — 
Her  morals,  from — the  Lord  kaowa  ai 

And,  when  she  danc'd^so  slidingly. 

So  near  the  ground  she  ptied  her  art. 
You'd  swear  her  molher-earib  and  the 

Had  mode  a  compact  ne'er  lo  part. 

Her  face  too,  all  the  while,  sedate, 
No  signs  of  life  or  motion  ebtiwiog. 

Like  a  bright  ptndidet  diol.plate  — 
So  still,  you'd  hardly  think  'two*  ^ 

Full  fronting  her  stood  Cinatry  Done — 
A  fresh,  frank  nymph,  whom  you  w 

For  English,  at  a  single  gtonce  — 
English  nil  o'er,  from  top  to  toe. 

A  little  gauehe.  'tis  fair  to  own. 

And  rather  given  to  skips  and  boono 

Endangering  thereby  many  a  goon. 
And  playing,  oft.  the  devil  with  flonn 

Unlike  MasurUt — who  wonid  prefer 

(As  morally  a  lesser  ill) 
A  thousand  flaws  of  character. 

To  one  vile  rumple  of  a  frilL 

No  rouge  did  She  of  Albion  wear ; 

Let  her  but  run  tlinl  two-henl  race 
She  calls  a  Scl,  not  Dim  e'er 

Came  rosier  from  the  woodland  chaie,   I 

Such  was  the  nympb,  whose  soul  hi 
Such  anger  now  —  whose  eyea  of  hlne    j 

(Eyes  of  that  bright,  victorioos  tiat. 
Which  English  maids  call  "  Waiaict'i 

Like  summer  lightniD^  in  Iht^  dosk 
Of  a  warm  evening,  flashing  famke. 

While— lo  the  tunc  of"  Money  Uoik,* 
Which  struck  up  now — she  p 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


489 


**  Heard  yoa  that  strain — that  joyous  strain  ? 

**  Twas  such  as  England  Ioy*d  to  hear, 
"  Ere  thou,  and  all  thy  fHppery  train, 

**  Cormpted  both  her  foot  and  ear — 

**  Ere  Waltx,  that  rake  from  foreign  lands, 
**  Pre8mn*d,  in  sight  of  all  beholders, 

**  To  lay  his  mde,  licentious  hands 

**  On  yirtnous  English  backs  and  shoulders — 

**  Ere  times  and  morals  both  grew  bad, 
**  And,  yet  nnfleec'd  by  funding  blockheads, 

**  Happy  John  Bull  not  only  hadf 

**  But  danc*d  to,  *  Money  in  both  pockets.' 

**  Alas,  the  change !— Oh,  L-d— y, 

**  Where  is  the  land  could  'scape  disasters, 

••  "With  such  a  Foreign  Secretary, 

**  Aided  by  Foreign  Dancing  Masters  ? 

"  Woe  to  ye,  men  of  ships  and  shops ! 

**  Rulers  of  day-books  and  of  waves  I 
**  Qnadrill*d,  on  one-side,  into  fops, 

**  And  driU*d,  on  t'other,  into  slaves ! 

**  Te,  too,  ye  lovely  victims,  seen, 
"  Like  pigeons,  truss*d  for  exhibition, 

"With  elbows,  a  la  crapavdine, 
**  And  feet  in — God  knows  what  position ; 

**  Hemm'd  in  by  watchful  chaperons, 
**  Inspectors  of  your  airs  and  graces, 

**  Who  intercept  all  whisper'd  tones, 
**  And  read  your  telegraphic  faces ; 

**  Unable  with  the  youth  ador'd, 
**  In  that  grim  cordon  of  Mammas, 

**  To  interchange  one  tender  word, 
**  Though  whisper*d  but  in  queue  de  chats, 

"  Ah  did  you  know  how  blest  we  rang'd, 
**  Ere  vile  Quadrille  usurp'd  the  fiddle — 

**  What  looks  in  setting  were  exchanged, 
**  What  tender  words  in  doum  the  middle; 

**  How  many  a  couple,  like  the  wind, 
**  Which  nothing  in  its  course  controls, 

**  Left  time  and  chaperons  far  behind, 
*^  And  gave  a  loose  to  legs  and  souls ; 

**  How  matrimony  throve — ere  stopp'd 
**  By  this  cold,  silent,  foot-coquetting — 

**  How  charmingly  one*s  partner  popp'd 
"  The'  important  question  in  poussetting. 


**  While  now,  alas — no  sly  advances — 
^  No  marriage  hints — all  goes  on  badly — 

"  'Twixt  Parson  Malthus  and  French  Dances, 
"  We,  girls,  are  at  a  discount  sadly. 


(( 


4( 


Sir  William  Scott  (now  Baron  Stowell) 
"  Declares  not  half  so  much  is  made 
By  Licences — and  he  must  know  well — 
"  Since  vile  Quadrilling  spoil'd  the  trade.** 


She  ceas'd — tears  fell  from  every  Miss — 
She  now  had  touch'd  the  true  pathetic : — 

One  such  authentic  fact  as  this 
Is  worth  whole  volumes  theoretic. 

Instant  the  cry  was  "  Country  dance !" 
And  the  maid  saw,  with  brightening  face, 

The  Steward  of  the  night  advance. 
And  lead  her  to  her  birthright  place. 

The  fiddles,  which  awhile  had  ceas'd. 
Now  tun'd  again  their  summons  sweet. 

And,  for  one  happy  night,  at  least. 
Old  England's  triumph  was  complete. 


GAZEL 


Haste,  Maami,  the  spring  is  nigh ; 

Already,  in  the*  unopen'd  flowers 
That  sleep  around  us.  Fancy's  eye 

Can  see  the  blush  of  future  bowers  ; 
And  joy  it  brings  to  thee  and  me, 
My  own  beloved  Maami ! 

The  streamlet  frozen  on  its  way. 
To  feed  the  marble  Founts  of  Kings, 

Now,  loosen'd  by  the  vernal  ray. 
Upon  its  path  exulting  springs — 

As  doth  this  bounding  heart  to  thee. 

My  ever  blissful  Maami ! 

Such  bright  hours  were  not  made  to  stay ; 

Enough  if  they  a  while  remain. 
Like  Irem's  bowers,  that  fade  away, 

From  time  to  time,  and  come  again. 
And  life  shall  all  one  Irem  be 
For  us,  my  gentle  Maami. 

O  haste,  for  this  impatient  heart. 
Is  like  the  rose  in  Yemen's  vale. 

That  rends  its  inmost  leaves  apart 
With  passion  fbr  the  nightingale ; 

So  languishes  this  soul  for  thee. 

My  bright  and  blushing  Maami  I 
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If  e»er  life  wm  prosperonslr  cam. 

If  erer  life  ■was  like  the  leagtben'd  Sow 

Of  some  iveet  music,  ■weeloeei  to  the  Ust, 
'Toras  hia  whn,  moitni'd  b;  roaaj.  sleeps  belov. 

Tfae  squdj  temper,  hrigbl  where  all  is  strife. 

The  simple  heart  nhove  nil  worldly  wilei ; 
Light  wit  that  plays  sloug  the  ca)m  of  life, 

Aod  stirs  iti  languid  surfnce  into  smiles ; 

Pore  charitj.  that  comes  not  in  a  Bhower. 

Sudden  and  loud,  oppressing  what  it  feeds, 
Btlt,  like  the  dew,  with  gradual  silent  power. 

Felt  in  the  bloom  it  leaves  along  the  meads  i 

The  happy  gralefiil  spirit,  that  hnprores 
And  brighlenf  eTcry  gift  by  fortune  given ; 

That,  wander  wbere  il  will  with  tbosa  it  love^ 
Makes  every  place  a  home,  and  home  a  heaven: 


When  for  tbysel^  thy  children,  lo  the  sky 
Thou  humbly  prayest,  ask  this  bocFn  alone. 
Thai  ye  lUce  him  may  live,  tike  him  may  die ! 


II 


GENICS  AND  CRITICISM. 


'  Or  old.  the  Sultan  Genius  reign'd. 
As  Nature  meant,  supreme,  alone  ; 
With  mind  nneheok'd.  and  bands  UDchaio'd. 
His  views,  his  coBqaKsta  were  his  awn. 

But  power  like  his,  that  digs  its  grave 
With  its  own  sceptre,  could  not  last ; 

So  Genius'  self  became  Ihe  slave 
Of  laws  thai  Geninf  self  had  paas'd. 

As  Jove,  who  forg'd  (he  chain  of  Fate, 
Was,  ever  after,  doom'd  lo  wear  it ; 
His  nods,  bis  struggles  all  Im  lale — 
■metjaail,  innper  partL" 


To  check  yonog  Gemoa'  proud  cokct. 
The  sUvea,  who  now  hie  throne  int« 

Mode  Criticism  bis  prime  Miir, 
And  troia  Ibut  boor  hia  gloi^  &ded. 

Tied  down  in  Legiilatioa's  school. 

Afhud  of  even  his  own  ambilion. 
His  very  victories  were  by  rule. 

And  he  was  great  but  by  pennioioD. 

His  mof^  hermc  deeds — the  same. 
That  daxzled,  when  spontaneous  aclic 

Now,  done  by  law,  seem'd  cold  and  tan 
And  shorn  of  all  their  Gut  attnctioai 

If  he  but  stirr'd  to  lake  the  air. 
Instant,  the  Viiir's  Council  sal — 

"  Good  Lord,  your  Highness  cim'i  go  tt 
"  Bless  me,  yonr  Highness  can't  do  tl 

If.  loving  pomp,  he  chose  to  buy 

Rich  jewels  for  his  diadem, 
"  The  taste  was  bod,  Ihe  price  was  higk- 

"  A  flower  were  simpler  ihaii  a  genu' 

To  please  them  if  he  took  to  flowrrt — 
"  What  trifling,  what  omneaaiag  thinp 

"  Fit  for  a  woman's  toilel  honn, 
"  But  not  at  all  the  style  for  Kings." 

If.  fond  of  his  domestic  sphere. 
He  play'd  no  more  the  rambling  com 

"  A  dull,  gooil  son  of  man.  'twas  clw, 
"  But,  as  for  great  or  brave,  fcr  tram 

Did  he  then  look  o'er  distant  oeeuu. 
For  realms  more  worthy  to  enlhrose 

"  Saint  Aristotle,  what  wild  notioni! 
"  Serve  a  *  ne  exeat  regno '  on  him." 

At  length,  their  isst  and  worst  to  do, 
They  rennd  him  plac'd  a  guard  of  wl 

Reviewers,  knaves  in  brown,  or  Uoe 
Tnm'd  up  with  yellow — chiefly 


To  dog  his  footsteps  all  about. 

Like  those  in  Lonfrwood's  ptiuni  gnW 
Who  at  Napohion's  heels  rode  om. 

For  fear  Ihe  Cooqueror  ihould  bnak  t 

Oh  for  some  Champion  of  hit  power, 

Some  Ultra  spirit,  to  tel  free. 
As  erst  in  Shakspeare's  soverragn  honr. 
The  thunders  of  his  Ruyally  I  — 
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idicate  his  ancient  line, 
first,  the  trae,  the  only  one, 
^ht  eternal  and  dirine, 
t  rules  heneath  the  blessed  son. 


TO  LADY  J  •  R  •  •  Y, 

}  kMKMD  TO  WmiTB  SOlllTBIIfO  IN  Bit  ALBUM. 

Written  at  Middleton. 

mms,  albmns,  how  I  dread, 
r  ererlasting  scrap  and  scrawl*  I 
(ten  wish  that  from  the  dead, 
luu*  W9uld  pop  forth  his  head, 
make  a  bonfire  of  yon  all ! 

;ht  I  'scape  the  spinster  band, 
binshless  bines,  who,  day  and  night, 
ons  in  doorways,  take  their  stand, 
ylay  bards,  with  book  in  hand, 
ing  for  erer,  "  Write,  sir,  write  !" 


So  might  I  shnn  the  shame  and  pain. 
That  o'er  me  at  this  instant  come. 
When  Beanty,  seeking  Wit  in  yain. 
Knocks  at  the  portal  of  my  brain. 
And  gets,  for  answer,  **  Not  at  home  !** 


TO  THE  SAME. 

ON  LOOKING  THROUGH  HER  ALBUX. 

No  wonder  bards,  both  high  and  low. 
From  Byron  down  to  •  •  •  •  •  and  me. 

Should  seek  the  fame,  which  all  bestow 
On  him  whose  task  is  praising  thee. 

Let  but  the  theme  be  J  *  r  *  **  y's  eyes, 
At  once  all  errors  are  forgiren ; 

As  ev'n  old  Stemhold  still  we  prise, 
Becaose,  though  dull,  he  sings  of  heaven. 
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allowing  trifles,  baring  eiyoyed,  in  their 
»n  through  the  newspapers,  all  the  ce- 
Qd  length  of  life  to  which  they  were  en- 
>uld  have  been  suffered  to  pass  quietly 
rion  without  pretending  to  any  further 
»n,  had  they  not  already  been  published, 
lective  form,  both  in  London  and  Paris, 
ach  case,  been  mixed  up  with  a  number  of 
>ductions,  to  which,  whatever  may  be  their 
e  author  of  the  following  pages  has  no 
A  natural  desire  to  separate  his  own  pro- 
ortUess  as  it  is,  from  that  of  others,  is,  he 
ay,  the  chief  motive  of  the  publication  of 
me. 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS 
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TO  SIR  HUDSON  LOWE. 

Eflkre  cauiam  nonlnli, 

Utnimne  room  hoc  tui 

Nomen  dedere,  an  nomen  hoc 

SecuU  morum  regula.  AiivoNict. 


1816. 


Sm  Hudson  Lowe,  Sir  Hudson  Low, 
(By  name,  and  ah!  by  nature  so) 

As  thou  art  fond  of  persecutions. 
Perhaps  thou*8t  read,  or  heard  repeated. 
How  Captain  Gulliver  was  treated. 

When  thrown  among  the  Lilliputians. 
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They  tied  him  down — these  little  men  did- 
\.nd  having  valiantly  ascended 

Tpon  the  Mighty  Man*s  protuberance, 
rhey  did  so  strut! — upon  my  soul, 
t  mu»t  have  been  extremely  droll 

To  see  their  pigmy  pride*8  exuberance  ! 

Vnd  how  the  doughty  mannikins 
Inius'd  themselves  with  sticking  pins. 

And  needles  in  the  great  man's  breeches : 
Ind  how  s<ime  rery  little  things, 
rhat  pass'd  for  Ixirds,  on  scaffoldings 

Got  up,  and  worried  him  with  speeches. 

lias,  alas !  that  it  should  happen 

To  mighty  men  to  be  caught  napping ! — 

Though  different,  too,  these  persecutions ; 
'"or  Gulliver,  therr,  took  the  nap, 
»Vhilo.  htrrf  the  .V(i/>.  oh  sad  mishap. 

Is  taken  by  the  Lilliputians ! 


Propagition  in  reaaon  —  a  nudl  child  or  tn 
Even  Reverend  Malthna  himself  is  a  friei 

The  iisne  of  some  folks  is  moderate  and  fei 
But  ourf,  my  deircorporate  Bank,  there's  i 
to! 

So — hard  though  it  be  on  a  pair,  who*ve  ab 
Dispos'd  of  so  many  pounds,  shillings,  and  ] 

And,  in  spite  of  that  pink  of  prosperity.  Fit 
So  lavish  of  cash  and  so  sparing  of  sense- 

The  day  is  at  hand,  mj  Papyria^  Venus, 
When — high  as  we  once   osed  to  can] 
capers — 

Those  soft  bilUt-domxwe're  now  pflTrmg beCws 
Will  serve  but  to  keep  Mrs.Coiitts  in  cnri-pi 

And  when — if  we  atiB  must  oontinoe  our  knv 
(After  all  that  has  pas8*d) — oar  amour,  it  iic 

Like  that  which  3tliss  Danie  managed  with  Ji 
Must  all  be  transacted  in  btJUom,  my  dev! 

AiiriMyjr,  1SS6. 


lATORY  COLL<>QUY  BETWEEN  BANK 
AND  GOVERNMENT. 

1826. 

Bank. 

U  then  forgotten  ?  those  amorous  pranks 

v»u  And  1.  in  our  vouth,  mv  dear  Government, 

playM :  j 

fn  youoall'd  me  the  fondest,  the  truest  of  Ranks, 
ind  eiyoy'd  the  endearing  mivancei  I  made  I 

«rn  loft  to  ourselvos,  unmolested  and  free. 
*o  do  all  that  a  dashinir  young  couple  should  do. 
iw  ac.iinst  /xitmy  was  laid  up^m  me.  ' 

•ut  none  against  ovintj,  dear  helpmate,  on  you. 

I  i*  it  then  vanish'd  ?  —  that  "  hour  y^as  l>thelIo 

0  happily  calls  it)  of  Love  and  Dinrt:  if"  ' 

1  mu*t  we,  like  other  fond  doves,  my  dear  fellow. 
\t\yw  gvx)d  in  our  old  age,  and  cut  the  connexion  ? 

Government. 

a  *.\  my  belov'd  Mrs.  Bank,  it  must  be : 
"ii  pay  isg  in  cash  plays  the  devil  with  wooing :  * 
>re  SkIx  bjd  our  swing,  but  1  plainly  foresee 
Ixerv  must  soon  be  a  stop  to  our  biU-ing  and 

"  All  hiMir  ' 

Of  kne.  of  vorMly  fnnllrr  niid  illrr<-llrm."  ; 

II  afipevt.  hovffTiT,  Ihnl  Oilil  »m  n  frlmd  to  the  ns  ! 
|i(inn  of  pafinrnt  In  ^frt'lm  •  — 


DIALOGUE    BETWEEN    A    SOVEBEI 
AND  A  ONE  POUND  NOTEL 


**  O  rfo  DOQ  Mix,  qam  ta  ftigli,  «t  psfct 
AguA  lupoi,  capmrqne  leonm.** 


Said  a  Sovereign  to  a  Note, 

In  the  pocket  of  my  coat 
Where  they  met  in  a  neat  purse  of  lesthcr. 

"  How  happens  it,  I  prithee. 

^  That,  though  I^  wedded  tcitk  thcc 
"*  Fair  Pound,  we  can  never  live  together? 

**  Like  your  sex,  fond  of  oftaa^ 
**  With  silver  yon  can  range, 
**  And  of  lots  of  young  sixpences  be  noibff 
**  While  with  sk — npoD  my  word, 
*-  Not  my  Lady  and  my  Lord 

-  Of  W_stm— ch  see  so  little  of  eadi  oikr 

The  indignant  Note  replied 
(Lying  crumpled  by  his  ndeX 

-  Shame,  shame,  it  is  jfomntlfibal  rooD,  Sii 

**  One  cannot  look  askanrr, 
**  But,  whip !  yoa*re  off  to  Fhnee, 
**  Leaving  nothing  but  old  mgi  at  haut,  ft 


V( 


LuctliNu  tanposiiit 

>  HoDourable  Fradcrlck 
*  SocsUcd,todirtii«iilBa 


/- 
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**  Tour  icftmperiiig  began 

"  From  the  moment  Pirson  Van, 
**  Poor  muu  made  ns  one  in  Love'i  fetter ; 

*•  •  For  better  or  for  worse* 

**  Is  the  usnal  marriage  corse, 
"  Bot  oars  is  all '  worse'  and  no  '  better.* 

**  In  Tun  are  laws  pa8s*d, 

**  There*s  nothing  holds  yon  fiut, 

**  Tho'yoa  know,  sweet  Sovereign,  I  adore  yon — 
**  At  the  smallest  hint  in  life, 
**  Tou  forsake  yonr  lawfnl  wife, 

**  Ai  oAar  Sovereigns  did  before  yon. 

•*  I  flirt  with  Silver,  true— 

**  But  what  can  ladies  do, 
**  When  dtsown*d  by  their  natural  protectors  ? 

**  And  as  to  fidsehood,  staff! 

**  I  shall  soon  hefaUe  enough, 
"  When  I  get  among  those  wicked  Bank  Di- 
rectors." 

The  Sovereign,  smiling  on  her, 

Now  swore,  upon  his  honour. 
To  be  henceforth  domestic  and  loyal ; 

But,  within  an  hour  or  two, 

Why —  I  sold  him  to  a  Jew, 
And  be*s  now  at  No.  10.  Palais  Royal 


AN  EXPOSTULATION  TO  LORD  KING. 

"  Qoam  das  Incai,  Rex  magne,  laborum  ?"       Vieoil. 

1826. 

Bow  can  yon,  my  Lord,  thus  delight  to  torment  all 
The  Peers  of  ihe  realm  about  cheapening  their 
com,i 

When  yoa  know,  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
'TIS  hardly  worth  while  being  very  high  bom  ? 

Why  bore  them  so  rudely,  each  night  of  your  life, 
On  a  question,  my  Lord,  there's  so  much  to 
abhor  in  ? 
A  question — like  asking  one,  **  How  is  your 
wife?"— 
At  ooce  so  confounded  damuUc  and  foreign. 


1  Sm  the  proeeediDgf  of  the  Lords,  Wednesday,  March  1. 
Utt^wfaen  Lord  King  waiieTerely  reproved  by  MTeral  of  the 
BoU«  PMrs,  tor  making  so  many  ipeecbet  against  the  Com 


•  TMt  BoUe Earl  nU,  that  "when  he  heard  the  petition 
■Mfrom  iadiaa*  boot  and  shoemakers,  he  thought  it  mnsC 
;  tiM  *  eonifl  *  wbtefa  they  Inflicted  on  the  Ciir  sex.** 


As  to  weavers,  no  matter  how  poorly  they  ftait ; 

But  Peers,  and  such  animals,  fed  up  for  show, 
(Like  the  well-physick'd  elephant,  lately  deceased,) 

Take  a  wonderfol  quantum  of  crammings  yoa 
know. 

Tou  might  see,  my  dear  Baron,  how  bor*d  and 
distrest 
Were  their  high  noble  hearts  by  your  merciless 
tale. 
When  the  force  of  the  agony  wrung  even  a  jest 
From   the   frugal   Scotch   wit   of  my   Lord 
L-d-d-lel« 

Bright  peer!  to  whom  Nature  and  Berwickshire 
gave 
A  humour,  endow'd  with  effects  so  provoking, 
That,  when  the  whole  House  looks  unusually  grave. 
You  may  always  conclude  that  Lord  L-d-d-le*s 
joking! 

And  then,  those  unfortunate  weavers  of  Perth — 
Not  to  know  the  vast  difference  Providence 
dooms 
Between  weavers  of  Perth  and  Peers  of  high  birth, 
*Twizt  those  who  have  Aetr-looms,  and  those 
who've  but  looms ! 

*"  To  talk  now  of  starving!"— as  great  Ath— 1 
said — s 
(And  the  nobles  all  cheer'd,  and  the  bishops  all 
wonder'd,) 
'*  When,  some  years  ago,  he  and  others  had  fed 
**  Of  these  same  hungry  devils  about  fifteen 
hundred!" 

It  follows  from  hence — and  the  Duke's  very  words 
Should  be  publish'd  wherever  poor  rogues  of 
this  craft  are  — 

That  weavers,  once  rescued  fh>m  starving  by  Lords, 
Are  bound  to  be  starved  by  said  Lords  ever  after. 

When  Rome  was  uproarious,  her  knowing  patri- 
cians 
Made  '*  Bread  and  the  Circus  "  a  cure  for  each 
row; 
But  not  so  the  plan  of  owr  noble  physicians, 
**  No  Bread  and  the  Tread-mill's  "  the  regimen 
now. 


*  The  Duke  of  Athol  said,  that "  at  a  former  period,  when    \ 
these  wearers  were  in  great  distrris,  the  landed  lnter^st  of    i 
Perth  had  supported  lAOO  of  them.    It  was  a  poor  return  for    ■ 
these  rery  men  now  to  petition  against  the  persons  who  had 
fad  them." 


fi^ 


MOORE'S  WOBKSb 


cease,  mj  dear  Baroo  of  Ockham,  joar  prow, 
\s  I  shall  my  poetry — meithtr  conrinces : 
d  all  we  have  spoken  and  written  hut  shows, 
iVhtn  vou  tread  on  a  nobleman's  corn  >,  how  he 


THE  SINKING  FIND  CRIED. 


S^«  «hai    «-f  ju>k   i>  Srrnmr  nf  i\m  SinLuxp  Fuad  — 
if  rif^:  n...:i.-i:i»  ti:  >ain*:>i»  ft^:'«c  rvpr^nditarf.  vhirh  «crp 

•  iiuiiii'iH.  :ii.i^hj,nc  p.-<uzia»  iiiina^.M       Whcrt.  indHid.  u     And 

Ta^f  ^  .>ar  Vlu  take  vmxt  hell 
O^xxi  iV.iT.  kDii  t*'il 
tbir  H-ills  aad  the  Bears,  till  their  ears  an 

That.  U*t  or  stOicn. 

i>r  fAl'.'n  thr\>ui:b  a  hole  in 

•  Tn^asur*  S.v^r.  :*  thi-  Sicking:  Fund  I 


Whoever  will  bring 

Thlf  aforceaid  thing 
To  the  well-known  house  of  Bobinson  and  J 

Shall  be  paid,  with  thanks. 

In  the  notes  of  banks. 
Whose  Funds  have  all  leam'd  **  the  Art  of  Sin 

Oyes!  Oyes! 
Can  any  body  guets 
What  the  devil  has  become  of  this  Tr 
wonder? 
It  has  Pitt's  name  on*t. 
All  brass,  in  the  front, 

*8,  scrawl'd  with  a  goosi 
under. 


«''hi    hr\   Sx;^   ^.;i-ss 

.»    .K    .j.i'.v   >.*>  Nvi*«ic  of  this  Treasurv 


ODE  TO  THE  GODDESS  CERES 

BT  sot  TH — ^M — 8  L— THB»— B. 

-  Lepfm  Ccreri  Pboeteque.**  Tnoi 

Dear  Goddess  of  Com«  whom  the  aoriesi 


:   ).«i«  r:s«  nik-Aw  on*!,  .  know. 

\    ".  <.«t.  ..-.  r..  ^''.^^r^,  (Among  other  odd  whims  of  those  coinie 

Adorn'd  With  somniferous  poppies,  to  show 

Thdu  wert  always  a  true  Country-gentle 

:..v..  «....  V;..  «  «V.M  Goddess. 

.  .  v^.  .    .V   «,  .Ax  ^ti  lh»h-nohbing.  =  Behold,  in  his  best  shooting-jacket,  before tl 

\ ;,  .*(htT.  An  eloquent 'Squire,  who  most  humbly  bese 

N.  .  . ..« i  ^v'.oilur.  Great  Queen  of  Mark -lane  (if  the  thing  d 

*.    ..,..*..       .  *  .»„1  Tiiihl  north  robbing.**  bore  ihee), 

Thou*lt  read  o*er  the  last  of  his— aa 


^  X     ..' sx.  M  ....x.»^  *»t  M'ore.  ti>  pay, 

\\    X  • ...  \  .\s'  \\\  ihi"  till, 
i«       .*^ '. ..  >  llu*  bill, 
.    .«..    ?  \N.  i^Ki.  \« Iii|i|m1  u\i:iy  ! 


speeches. 

Ah !  Ceres,  thou  know'st  not  the  slander  snd 
Now  heap*d  upon  England's  'Squreard 
boasted: 

■  Improving  on  Himt%  *tis  no  longer  the  Cor 
*Tis  the  gnmm  of  Com  that  are  now, 
roasted. 


*».    .  .  1,  SuV  (xi  \\w  t'bii'f, 

.  ^  ^Mi^iwo  AW  pluiult'ving  cattle —  '  In  speeches,  in  books,  in  all  shapes  tbej  ittid 

X         I.  >ik.iuh     i-all  UiMuglmm,  Reviewers,  economists — feUows,  no doal 

' *  .Ns  ,'\  Uiuui',  That  you,  my  dear  Cerea,  and  VenoSk  and  b 

V.  .1 .  .X  >».  lo  k|inii>:  biK  ruttle.  And  Gods  of  high  &shion  know  little  abi 

I 

M.  4.«'.ui  ourM'lii-ft.tiu  l.iinl  I^'tjuko.  I     '  A  lort  of  **l>rMk(k»t-powdir,*'eQBpossi«fniM 
.    N.iiki  !^  Kuiia  M<t»  i.mi(hI  by  the  hii^Ki-  |  wu  ab<Mit  this  tine  Introdiioai  bf  Mr. HnUasasi 

\   .  .     >«  k-a-u  »«i  '■■  1  for  coffee. 
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Thten*9  B— nth— m,  whom  Engliili  tg  all  his  own  ,  And,  at  far  myidt  who^Te,  like  Hannihnl,  sworn 


making, — 
Who  thinks  jost  as  Uttle  of  settling  a  nadon 
Is  he  would  of  "'»**"»g  his  ^pe,  or  of  taking 
(What  he,  hhnsel^  calls)  his  *«  post-prandial 
Tibration."' 

There  are  two  Mr.  If Ds,  too,  whom  those  that 

lore  reading 
Throoghallthat'sanreadahle.eallTerjreleTer; — 
And,  whereas  M       11  Senior  makes  war  on  good 


To  hale  the  whole  crew  who  woold  take  oar 
rents  finxn  os. 
Had  England  but  One  to  stand  by  thee.  Dear  Com, 
That  iMt,  hoDcat  Uni-Com^  would   be   Sir 


I 


M 11  Jonior  makes  war  on  all  bretJimg  what- 

cirer ! 

b  short,  my  dear  Goddess,  (Hd  England's  dirided 
Between  vftra  blockheads  and  superfine  sages; — 

With  wkidk  of  these  classes  we,  landlords,  hare 
nded 
Thoalt  find  in  my  Speech,  if  thoalt  read  a  few 


For  Aerein  Pre  pnnr'd,  to  my  own  satisfiMstion, 
And  that  of  all  'Squires  Pre  the  honour  of 
meetmg, 
Ihii  ^  the  most  senseless  and  foul-mouth'd  de- 


To  say  that  poor  people  are  fond  of  cheap  eating. 

On  Ae  contrary,  such  the  **  choMte  notions^"  of  food 
That  dwell  in  each  pale  manu&cturer's  heart. 

They  would  scorn  any  law,  be  it  ever  so  good. 
That  would  make  thee,  dear  Goddess,  less  dear 
than  thou  art  I 

And,  oh  I  for  Monopoly  what  a  blest  day, 
When  the  Land  and  the  Silk '  shall,  in  fond 
combination, 
(Like  5k%  and  Silky,  that  pair  in  the  play,^) 
Cry  out,  with  one  voice,  for  High  Rents  and 
Stanration! 

Long  life  to  the  Minister  I — no  matter  who, 
Or  how  dull  he  may  be,  if^  with  dignified  spirit, 
he 
Keeps  the  ports  shut — and  the  people's  mouths, 
too,— 
We  shall  all  hare  a  long  run  of  Freddy's  pros- 
perity. 

*  TIm  TCMrablA  Jemnjr'i  phraM  for  his  after-dinner  walk. 

*  A  phrase  In  one  of  Sir  T— m— •*•  last  speeclies. 

*  Gnat  cftHts  were,  at  that  time,  making  for  the  exclusion 
oTfBrelsnsilk. 

*  Howl  to  RaJn.** 

'  This  is  meant  not  so  much  for  a  pun,  as  in  allosion  to  the 
Mtaral  history  of  the  Unleom,  which  is  snpposed  to  be  some- 
(Usf  iMtwoao  the  Boi  and  the  Asinas,  and.  as  Rces*s  Cyclo- 


A  HYMN  OF  WELCOME  AFTER  THE 

RECESS. 

"  Afdmaa  s^ientSotea  fieri  quieseendo.** 

A2a>  now — cross-buns  and  pancakes  o'er — 
Hail,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  once  more ! 

Thrice  hail  and  welcome.  Houses  Twain  I 
The  short  eclipse  of  April-Day 
Haying  (God  grant  it !)  pass'd  away, 

Collecti-ve  Wisdom,  shine  again ! 

Come,  Ayes  and  Noes,  through  thick  and  thin,  — 
With  Paddy  H — Imes  for  whipper-in, — 

Whate'er  the  job,  prepar'd  to  back  it ; 
Come,  Toters  of  Supplies — bestowers 
Of  jackets  upon  trumpet-blowers. 

At  eighty  mortal  pounds  the  jacket !  * 

Come — free,  at  length,  from  Joint-Stock  cares — 
Ye  Senators  of  many  Shares, 

Whose  dreams  of  premium  knew  no  boundary; 
So  fond  of  aught  like  Company, 
That  you  would  even  have  taken  tea 

(Had  you  been  ask'd)  with  Mr.  Goundr}-.? 

Come,  matchless  country-gentlemen ; 
Come,  wise  Sir  Thomas — wisest  then, 

When  creeds  and  corn-laws  are  debated  ; 
Come,  rival  even  the  Harlot  Red, 
And  show  how  wholly  into  bread 

A  'Squire  is  transubstantiated. 

Come,  L — derd — e,  and  tell  the  world. 
That — surely  as  thy  scratch  is  curl'd. 

As  never  scratch  was  curl'd  before — 
Cheap  eating  does  more  harm  than  good. 
And  working-people,  spoil'd  by  food, 

The  less  they  eat,  will  work  the  more. 

pcdia  assures  us,  has  a  particular  liking  for  every  thing 
"  chaste." 

•  An  item  of  expense  which  Mr.  Hume  in  Tain  endearourrd 
to  get  rid  of :  — trumpeters,  it  appears,  like  the  men  of  All- 
Souls,  must  be  **  bene  vesMi.** 

'  The  gentleman,  Uteljr  before  the  public,  who  kept  his 
Joint-Stock  Tea  Company  all  to  himself,  singing  "  Te  solo 
adoro." 


MOORE'S  WOBKa 


ome,  G — lb — rn,  with  thy  glib  defence 
AThich  thoa'dst  hare  made  for  Peter*s  Pence) 
Of  Chnrch-Rates,  worth  j  of  a  halter ; 
wo  pipet  of  port  {eld  port,  'twas  said 
T  honest  .Vnqwrt  >)  bought  and  paid 
By  Papisu  for  the  Orange  Altar !  < 

ome,  H — ^rt — n,  with  thy  plan,  so  merry, 
or  peopling  Canada  from  Kerry — 

Not  so  much  rendering  Ireland  quiet, 
,s  grafting  on  the  dull  Canadians 
hat  liveliest  of  earth's  contagions. 

The  6iiZ/-pock  of  Hibernian  riot! 

ome  all,  in  short,  ye  wondrous  men 
f  wit  and  wisdom,  come  again  ; 

Though  short  your  absence,  all  deplore  it  — 
»h,  come  and  show,  whate*er  men  say, 
'hat  you  can.  after  April-Day, 

Be  just  as — sapient  as  before  it 


MEMORABILIA  OF  LAST  WEEK. 

MONDAY,   MARCH    13.    1826. 

i   Budget — quite  charming  and  witty  —  no 

hearing, 
or  pluudits  and  laughs,  the  good  things  that 

wore  in  it  ;  — 
at  comfort  to  find,  though  the  Speech   isn't 

cheering, 
hat  all  its  gay  auditors  were,  every  minute. 

at,  still  more  prosperity! — mercy  upon  us, 
This   boy '11  be   the  death  of  me"— ofl  as, 

already, 
li  smooth  Kudgeteers  have  genteelly  undone  us, 
or  Ruin  made  easy  there's  no  one  like  Freddy. 

TUESDAY. 

?h  grave  apprehension  express'd  by  the  Peers, 
est  —  calling  to   life  the  old  Peachums  and 

Lockitts — 
\  large  stock  of  gold  we're  to  have  in  three 

years, 
hould    all    find  its  way   into  highwaymen's 

pockets!' 


Mr  John  Newport. 

rhit  rharne  iif  two  pipes  or  port  for  the  sacramental  wine 
prrcliHis  (pecimen  of  the  sort  of  rates  levied  upon  their 
ulic  foll(iw<|>arishii>ners  bj  the  Irish  Protestants. 

"  The  thirst  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise 
Doth  ask  a  drink  divine.*' 


WSDKKSDAT. 

little  doiiig — for  nered*  ob  Wednadi 
To  the  seTen-o*-Glock  joys  of  foil  mai 

When  ike  Membert  all  meet,  to  make  in 
part. 
With  which  they  ao  rashly  fell  out,  ii 

It  appear'd,  though,  to-night,  that» 

wardens,  yeariy. 

Eat  up  a  small  baby — those  eormor 

The  Bankrapt-Commisnonen,  boU  yti 

A  moderate-sii'd  banluiipt,  kmt  cAa 

dinners !  * 

Noia  bene — a  rmnonr  to-day,  in  the  C 

*«  Mr.  B— b— ns— n  Juat  has  raogn'd 

pity! 
The  Bolls  and  the  Bean  all  ftVL  a  iobk 
\^lien  they  heard  of  the  fSiUe  of  poor  O 
While  thns,  to  the  nnnerj  tnne,  ao  pre 
A  murmuring  ^todk-dore  hrealh'd  lier 

Alas,  poor  Bobin^  he  erow'd  aa  long 
And  as  sweet  as  a  proaperousCock  e 

Bat  his  note  was  amaU^  and  the  ^olrf-fiH 
Was  a  pitch  loo  high  ibr  Robin  to  gi 

Wbollmakehii 

"•  I,"  said  the  Bank,  **  tbongb  be  pla/d  I 
**  While  I  have  a  rag,  poor  Bob  shi 
in't, 

'*  With  many  a  pound  111  paper  him  n 
"  Like  a  plump  rooleaa  —  vifAoaCthi 


ALL  IN  THE  FAMILT  Wj 


A   NEW  PASTOEAI.  »*"  *^ 


(■UNO  IN  TBI  cHamacTBa  or  aairan 


tec 


*'  The  Public  Debt  Is  du«  firom 
resolves  itself  Into  a  Famfly  *«-rwint 
LeUer. 


Tane  —  Jljr  hmiks  met  mUJknsUk'd  wM 

Mt  banks  are  all  ftiniitb^  with  ragi 
So  thick,  even  Freddy  can*t  tbin  \ 

Fve  torn  ap  my  old  money-bigs, 
Having  little  or  noqg^  to  pat  in  \ 

*  "  Another  ol^ectioii  to  a  nslslUe  conwc] 
produced  a  greatar  mnabar  ethll^mf  rakbtrli 
in  the  Lords. 

*  Mr.  Abarcrombf *i 
of  the  OommlaiioDtrt  of  Bankrapts. 
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Mj  tradesmen  are  amashing  bj  doieiis, 
Bat  this  is  all  nothing,  they  say ; 

For  bankmpts,  since  Adam,  are  cousins, 

So^  it's  all  in  the  fiunily  way. 

My  Debt  not  a  penny  takes  from  me, 

Ai  sages  the  matter  explain ; — 
Bob  owes  it  to  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Just  owes  it  to  Bob  back  again. 
Sinoe  all  have  thus  taken  to  owing. 

There's  nobody  left  that  can  pay ; 
And  this  is  the  way  to  keep  going, — 

All  qoite  in  the  fiunily  way. 

My  senators  vote  away  millions, 

To  pot  in  Prosperity's  budget ; 
And  though  it  were  billions  or  trillions. 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it 
Tis  all  but  a  fkmily  hop, 

Twtm  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay ; 
Hands  round ! — why  the  deuce  should  we  stop? 

Tis  all  in  the  fkndly  way. 

My  labourers  used  to  eat  mutton. 

As  any  great  man  of  the  State  does ; 
And  now  the  poor  derils  are  put  on 

flnall  rations  of  tea  and  potatoes. 
But  eheer  up,  John,  Sawney,  and  Paddy, 

The  King  is  your  ikther,  they  say ; 
80^  er'n  if  you  stanre  for  your  Daddy, 

Tis  all  in  the  fiunily  way. 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble, 

My  poor  ones  have  nothing  to  chew ; 
And,  eren  if  themselres  do  not  grumble, 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 
But  coolly  to  ftst  enfamiUe, 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray ; 
And  fionine  itself  is  genteel. 

When  one  stanres  in  a  ftmily  way. 

I  have  fbnnd  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

A  secret  for  next  Budget  day ; 
Thoogh,  perhaps,  he  may  know  it  already. 

As  Ae,  too,  's  a  sage  in  his  way. 
When  next  for  the  Treasury  scene  he 

Announces  **  the  Deyil  to  pay," 
Let  him  write  on  the  bills,  ^Nota  bene, 

**  Tis  all  in  the  fiunily  way.** 


BALLAD  FOR  THE  CAMBRIDGE 
ELECTION. 

"  I  authorized  ZDjr  Comnaittee  to  take  the  itep  which  they 
did,  of  propoiing  a  fair  comparison  of  strength,  upon  the  un- 
derstanding that  wkickever  qf  the  two  thamld  prove  to  be  the 
tacakestt  should  give  wi^  to  the  other."  —  Extract  from 
Mr.  W.  J.  B—kei's  Letter  to  Mr.  G    lb    n. 

B — KE8  is  weak,  and  G — lb — n  too. 

No  one  e'er  the  fact  denied ; — 
Which  is  "  weakest "  of  the  two, 

Cambridge  can  alone  decide. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

G — lb— n  of  the  Pope  afraid  is, 

B — kes,  as  much  afraid  as  he ; 
Never  yet  did  two  old  ladies 

On  this  point  so  well  agree. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  mode  pursues. 
Each  the  same  conclusion  reaches ; 

B— kes  is  foolish  in  Reviews, 
G — lb — ^n,  foolish  in  his  speeches. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  foe  doth  damn. 
When  his  own  affairs  have  gone  ill ; 

B — ^kes  he  damneth  Buckingham, 
G — lb — n  damneth  Dan  O'Connell. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Once,  we  know,  a  horse's  neigh 

Fix'd  the*  election  to  a  throne. 
So,  which  ever  first  shall  bray. 

Choose  him,  Cambridge,  for  thy  own. 
Choose  him,  choose  him  by  his  bray, 
Thus  elect  him,  Cambridge,  pray. 

JiKii^,  1826. 


MR.  ROGER  DODSWORTH. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  TIMES. 


1826. 


Sir,  —  Having  Just  heard  of  the  wonderful  resurrection  of 
Mr.  Roger  Dodsworth  from  under  an  atalaneke,  where  he 
had  remained,  bien  frappi,  it  seems,  for  the  last  1G6  years,  I 
hasten  to  impart  to  you  a  few  reflections  on  the  suhject.  — 
Yours,  &c.  Laudator  TsMroais  Acn. 

What  a  lucky  turn  up ! — just  as  Eld — ^n's  with- 
drawing, 
To  find  thus  a  gentleman,  fros'n  in  the  year 
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Eren  tome  of  our  Rererends  mighi  have  been 
wanner, — 
Tboogh  one  or  two  capital  roarers  weVe  had ; 
Doctor  Wiae^  is,  for  instance,  a  charming  per- 
former. 
And  Htmtmgdom  liaberley's  yell  was  not  bad ! 

Altogether,  however,  the  thing  was  not  hearty  ; — 
Etco  Eld — n  allows  we  got  on  bat  so  so ; 

And  when  next  we  attempt  a  No-Popery  party, 
We  mMMt,  please  yoor  Highness,  recruit /rom 

baOV, 

Bat,  hark,  the  yoong  Black-leg  is  cracking  his 
whip — 
Ezense  me.  Great  Sir  —  there's  no  time  to  be 
eiTil; — 
The  next  opportunity  shan't  be  let  slip, 
Bi^t,  till  then, 

Fm,  in  haste,  yoor  most  datiful 

Devil. 


THE  IdLLENNIUM. 

•DOOMTXD    BT    TRB    LATE     WORK     OF    THE 
WMWEMMMD  MB.  IBY — ^NO  **  ON  PROPHECT.'' 

1826. 

A  MiLLEMHiUM  at  hand  I  —  Fm  delighted  to  hear 
it— 

Ai  matters,  both  public  and  private,  now  go, 
With  mnltitodes  round  us  all  starving,  or  near  it, 

A  good  rich  Blillennium  will  come  a  propos. 

Oaky  think.  Blaster  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold. 
Instead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Rags, 

A  hnn-new  Jerusalem,  built  aU  of  gold, 
Sound  bullion  throughout,  from  the  roof  to  the 
flags— 

ACity,  where  wine  and  cheap  com  ^  shall  abound — 
A  eelestial  Coeaigne,  on  whose  buttery  shelves 
We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  will 
be  found, 
Ai  your  Saints  seldom  fiedl  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves! 

>  This  refweud  fentleman  dittingiiUhed  himMlf  «t  the 
BMAof  election. 

s  **  A  mtaaan  ct  wheat  for  a  pennj,  and  three  meararet  of 
hvley  Ibr  a  penny.**  —  En.  t1. 

*  See  the  oration  of  this  reverend  gentleman,  where  he 
deecrlbci  the  connnUal  joys  of  Paradise,  and  paints  the 
Mfels  twrerlng  roond  **  each  happjr  (kir." 

*  When  Whiaton  presented  to  Prince  Eugene  the  Essay  in 
whidi  he  attanpled  to  oonneet  bis  Tictorles  over  the  Turks 


Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  raptures  Elysian,^ 
Divine  Squintifobus,  who,  plac'd  within  reach 

Of  two  opposite  worlds,  by  a  twist  of  your  vision, 
Can  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  each ; — 

Thanks,  thanks  for  the  hope  thou  affordest,  that  we 
May,  ev'n  in  our  own  times,  a  Jubilee  share. 

Which  so  long  has  been  promised  by  prophets  like 
thee. 
And  so  often  postponed,  we  began  to  despair. 

There  was  Whiston*,  who  learnedly  took  Prince 

Eugene 

For  the  man  who  must  briug  the  Millennium 

about; 

There's  Faber,  whose  pious  productions  have  been 

All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out ; — 

There  was  Counsellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.  P., 
Who  discours'd  on  the  subject  with  signal  iclat. 

And,  each  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Ar- 
magh!^ 

There  was  also — but  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 

With  your  Brotherses,  Southcotes,  and  names 

less  deserving, 

When  all  past  Millenniums  henceforth  must  give 

way 

To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv — ^ng. 

Go  on,  mighty  man, — doom  them  all  to  the  shelf,  — 
And  when  next  thou  with  Prophecy  troublest  thy 
sconce. 
Oh  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (Chapter  iv.)  that  sees  nine  ways  at 
once. 


THE  THREE  DOCTORS. 


Doctoribus  laetamur  tribui . 


1826. 


Though  many  great  Doctors  there  be, 
There  are  three  that  all  Doctors  out-top. 

Doctor  Eady,  that  famous  M.  D., 

Doctor  S — ^th — y,  and  dear  Doctor  Slop.* 

with  Revelation,  the  Prince  is  said  to  have  replied,  that  "  he 
was  not  aware  he  had  erer  had  the  honour  of  being  known 
to  St  John." 

*  Mr.  Dobbs  was  a  member  of  the  IHsh  Parliament,  and, 
on  all  other  subjects  but  the  Millennium,  a  very  sensible 
person :  he  chose  Armagh  as  the  scene  of  hit  Millennium. 
on  account  of  the  name  Armageddon,  mentioned  in  Reve- 
lation." 

*  The  editor  of  the  Morning  Herald,  so  nick-named. 


K  K  ■: 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


The  [inrgep— the  pro«er— the  bard — 
AU  qonclu  in  a  different  stfle-, 

Doctor  8 — Ih — J  writes  hooka  by  the  yard, 
Doctor  Eady  vriles  puBa  h;  the  mile  !  ■ 


Bj  his  sctibbliog  or  phyiicking  brother, 
Cul  dow  ns  with  stuff  like  the  oae. 
Aj,  and  doze  ns  ailh  stuff  [ike  the  other. 

Doctor  Eady  good  company  keeps 

With  "  No  Popery  "  scribea  on  tho  walls ; 

Doctor  8 — th — J  ns  gloriously  Eleepi 

Witli  "  No  Popery"  scribel,  on  the  staUs. 

Doctor  Slop,  npon  subjects  divine. 

Such  bedlnmitp  slaver  lets  drop, 
That,  if  Eady  should  take  the  aad  lioe, 

Ue'll  be  sure  of  a  patient  in  Slop. 

Seren  millioQB  of  Papitls.  no  leu. 

Doctor  S— th— J-  Biiaeks,  like  a  Turk  i « 
Doctor  Eady,  less  bold,  I  confess, 
Attacks  but  his  maid-of  sll-votk.' 

Doctor  S — th— y.  fbr  liii  grand  attack, 
Both  a  laureate  and  peiisioaer  is ; 

While  poor  Doctor  Eady,  aluck, 

Hu  been  luul  ap  to  Bov-strect,  for  hit  I 

And  truly,  the  lav  does  so  blunder, 
That,  thongli  little  blood  hoi  been  spilt,  he 

May  probably  suffer  as,  nader 
The  CJoUiBj  Act,  kamm  to  be  guilty. 

80  much  fbr  the  merits  sublime 

(With  »hose  catalogue  ne'er  should  I  stop} 
Of  Ihp  three  greatest  lights  of  our  time. 

Doctor  Elady,  and  S— th— y,  and  Slop  I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  T0FT-Ht 

Lakkht,  lament.  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 
Put  mooming  round  thy  ftgt,  Det( 

For  here  lies  ooe,  irbo  ne'er  prdlcn'd 
A  ViKonnt  to  a  Marqais  y«t. 

Beside  him  place  tbe  Ood  of  Wit, 
Before  him  Beauty's  roii«t  girls, 

Apollo  for  a  iMr  he'd  qwl. 
And  LoTc's  osn  sister  for  lU)  V*iV^ 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  afford. 
He  took,  of  conne.  10  peers'  relatiol 

And,  rather  thnn  not  sport  a  Lord, 
Put  up  with  even  the  hut 


Even  Irish  names,  could  he  bat  Ug '« 
With  "I/ord"  and  "  Duke,"  were 

And,  at  a  pineb.  Lord  Ballynlfgiun 
Was  beuer  than  no  Lord  at  til. 

Heaven  grant  htm  noo  some  noble  I 
For,  rest  his  soul '.  he'd  rather  tM 

Genteelly  dwnn'd  beside  ■  Duke, 
Than  sav'd  in  volgar  compuf. 


ODE  TO  A  HAT. 


Haii,,  reverend  Hat!— 

The  minor  <e\ts  that  nrand  Art  givMli' 
Thon,  thai  the  Gods  "  a  Delu"  call. 

While  meitner  mortals  coll  lhi«  '  shonl 

When  on  thy  slLq>e  (like  pyraiiud. 

Col  horizontally  in  11 
I  raptur'd  gu«,  vhat  dreomi.  tubid,  J 

or  stalls  and  mitres  blest  my  n 
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im  of  brimB,  so  sleekly  good — 
lapp*d,  like  doll  Wesleyans*,  down, 
ung  (as  all  churchmen's  should) 
utly  upward — towards  the  crown, 

when  I  gase  upon  that  brim, 
lolent  of  Church  all  over, 
rarms  of  Tithes,  in  vision  dim,— 
g-tail*d,  some  like  cherubim, 
ducklings*  wings — around  it  hover  1 
of  all  dead  and  living  things, 
itnre  into  being  brings, 
lives  and  com  to  chitterlings. 

y  Hat,  that  hast,  of  cocks, 

y  cock  most  orthodox, 

ft,  of  all  the  well-fed  throng 

^  Joy*st  thou  to  belong? 

not  Sir  Harcourt  Lees's — no— 

ats  grow  like  the  heads  that  wear  'em ; 

s,  on  heads  like  his,  would  grow 

!ularly  harum-scarum, 

ows  but  thou  may'st  deck  the  pate 

Gun'd  Doctor  Ad — ^mth — te, 

rerend  rat,  whom  we  saw  stand 

dnd-legs  in  Westmoreland,) 

ing'd  so  quick  from  blue  to  ydlow, 

rould  from  yeUow  back  to  bluBy 

Jc  again,  convenient  fellow, 

sre  his  interest  so  to  do. 

y,  smartest  of  triangles, 
art  the  hat  of  Doctor  Ow — n ; 
that,  to  his  vestry  wrangles, 
venerable  priest  doth  go  in,— 
m  and  there,  amid  the  stare 
.  01ave*s,  takes  the  chair, 
>te8,  with  phiz  right  orthodox, 
ixample  of  his  reverend  brothers, 
e  that  priests  all  fleece  their  flocks, 
\e  must  fleece  as  well  as  others. 

it !  (whoe'er  thy  lord  may  be) 

w  I  take  off  mine  to  thee, 

lage  of  a  layman's  castor, 

pnice  ddta  of  his  pastor. 

)t  thou  be,  as  thou  proceedest, 

narter  cock'd,  still  brush'd  the  brighter, 

ring  all  the  way,  thou  leadest 

leek  possessor  to  a  mitre  ! 


yp  Mafee  aAsctloiuaely  calls  the  Church  Etta- 
Ireland  "  the  UtUe  Zion." 
atioD  was  made  of  the  Emperor  Alexander*! 
robe  by  his  tucccsfor. 


NEWS  FOR  COUNTRY  COUSINS. 

1826. 

Dear  Coz,  as  I  know  neither  you  nor  Miss  Draper, 
When  Parliament's  up,  ever  take  in  a  paper. 
But  trust  for  your  news  to  such  stray  odds  and  ends 

As  you  chance  to  pick  up  from  political  friends 

Being  one  of  this  well-inform'd  class,  I  sit  down 
To  transmit  you  the  last  newest  news  that's  in  town. 

As  to  Greece  and  Lord  Cochrane,  things  couldnt 
look  better — 

His  Lordship  (who  promises  now  to  fight  faster) 
Has  just  taken  Rhodes,  and  despatched  off  a  letter 

To  Daniel  O'Connell,  to  make  hun  Grand  Master ; 
Engaging  to  change  the  old  name,  if  he  can. 
From  the  Knights  of  St  John  to  the  Knights  of 

St  Dan;— 
Or,  if  Dan  should  preftr  (as  a  still  better  whim) 
Being  made  the  Colossus,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

From  Russia  the  last  accounts  are  that  the  Czar 

Most  generous  and  kind,  as  all  sovereigns  are. 
And  whose  first  princely  act  (as  you  know,  I  sup- 
pose) 
Was  to  give  away  all  his  late  brother's  old  clothes  — « 
Is  now  busy  coUecting,  with  brotherly  care, 
The  late  Emperor's  nightcaps,  and  thinks  of 
bestowing 
One  nightcap  apiece  (if  he  has  them  to  spare) 

On  all  the  distinguish'd  old  ladies  now  going. 
(While  I  write,  an  arrival  from  Riga — the  "  Bro- 
thers"— 
Having  nightcaps  on  board  for  I^rd  Eld — n  and 
others.) 

Last  advices  from  India — Sir  Archy,  'tis  thought. 
Was  near  catching  a  Tartar  (the  first  ever  caught 
In  N.  Lat  21.) — and  his  Highness  Burmese, 
Being  very  hard  press'd  to  shell  out  the  rupees. 
And  not  having  rhino  sufficient,  they  say,  meant. 
To  pawn  his  august  Golden  Foot  3  for  the  payment 
(How  lucky  for  monarchs,  that  thus,  when  they 

choose. 
Can  establish  a  running  account  with  the  Jews  I) 
The  security  being  what  Rothschild  calls  "  goot," 
A  loan  will  be  shortly,  of  course,  set  on  foot; 
The  parties  are  Rothschild,  A.  Baring  and  Co. 
With  three  other  great  pawnbrokers:  each  takes  a 

toe. 


'  This  potentate  styles  himself  the  Monarch  of  the  Golden 
Foot. 


SM  MOOBFS 


AadciigigM(lMtOold4boCalMMildgiTeai(iy-bttl,    i 
At  he  did  ooee  before)  to  pa j  down  on  dk  uaiL       ^ 


This  kail  for  the  preMot — what  rile  peniiDd  paper! 
Toon  tralyt  dear  Coaiiii — best  lore  to  Mim  I>r^>er. 


Around  me  flitted  unnumbered  swarms 
Of  shapeless,  bodiless,  tailless  forms ; 
(Like  bottled-up  babes,  that  grace  the  room 
Of  that  worthy  knight.  Sir  Everard  Home) — 
All  of  them,  things  half-kill'd  in  rearing ; 
Some  were  lame — some  wanted  hearing; 
Some  had  through  half  a  century  run, 
Though  they  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
Others,  more  merry,  as  just  beginning. 
Around  on  a  point  of  law  were  spinning ; 
Or  balanced  aloft,  'twixt  Bill  and  Answer, 
Lead  at  each  end,  like  a  tight-rope  dancer. 
Some  were  so  cros«,  that  nothing  could  please  *em  ;- 
Some  golph'd  down  affidavits  to  ease  *em ; — 
All  were  in  motion,  yet  never  a  one. 
Let  it  move  as  it  might,  could  ever  move  on, 
**  These,**  said  the  Spirit,  "  you  plainly  see, 
**  Are  what  they  call  suits  in  Chancery  ! " 

I  heard  a  loud  screaming  of  old  and  young. 

Like  a  chorus  by  fifty  Veilntis  sung ; 

Or  an  Irish  Dump  (**  the  words  by  Moore**} 

At  an  amateur  concert  scream*d  in  score ; 

So  harsh  on  my  ear  that  wailing  fell 

Of  the  wretches  who  in  this  Limbo  dwell ! 

It  seem*d  like  the  dismal  symphony 

Of  the  shapes  .£neas  in  hell  did  see ; 


1 

1 

1 
A  VISION.  1 

i 

BT  TBS  ADTBOm  OF  CHUITABEL  ] 

i 

Up !**  said  the  Spirit,  and,  ere  I  coold  pray  I 

One  hasty  orison,  whirt*d  me  away  8 

To  a  Limbo,  lymg — I  wist  not  where—  1 

Abore  or  below,  in  earth  or  air ;  J 

For  it  glimmer*d  o*er  with  a  dowbtfrnl  light,  ] 

One  coaldn*t  say  whether  *twa8  day  or  night ;  1 

And  'twas  crost  by  many  a  masy  track,  j 

One  didn't  know  how  to  get  on  or  back ;  I 

And  I  felt  like  a  needle  that's  gomg  astray  ( 
(With  its  one  eye  out)  through  a  bundle  of  hay ; 
When  the  Spirit  he  grinn*d,  and  whisper*d  me, 
**  Thon'rt  now  in  the  Court  of  Chancery !" 
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liold  it  the  bMeit  <^all  baae  tnmnctiofis 
'o  keep  Of  from  mord'ring  the  other  six  parts ; — 

It,  as  to  laws  made  for  the  good  of  the  man  j, 
ft  hmnUj  suggest  there  is  nothing  less  true ; 
ill  human  laws  (and  our  own,  more  than  any,) 
ire  made  by  and  for  a  particular  few ; — 

It  much  it  delights  erer  j  true  Orange  brother, 
*o  see  jou,  in  England,  such  ardour  evince, 
liscnssing  which  sect  most  tormented  the  other, 
jid  bum'd  with  most  gusto,  some  hundred  years 
since; — 

It  we  lore  to  behold,  while  old  England  grows, 

fiunt, 
Icasrs.  Southe  J  and  Butler  nigh  coming  to  blows, 
decide  whether  Dunstan,  that  strong-bodied 

iTer  truly  and  really  pull'd  the  Derirs  nose ; 

ether  f  other  Saint,  Dominic,  burnt  the  Deril's 
paw— 

Hiether  Edwy  intrigued  with  Elgira's  old  mo- 
ther—> 

I  many  mch  pcnnts,  from  which  Southey  can 
draw 

!oiiGliisioiis  most  apt  for  our  hating  each  other. 

It  'tia  Teiy  well  known  this  derout  Irish  nation 
[as  DOW,  for  some  ages,  gone  happily  on, 
iering  in  two  kinds  of  Substantiation, 
fne  party  in  TVans  and  the  other  in  Con ;^ 

It  we,  your  petitioning  Coiu,  have,  in  right 
tf  the  said  monosyllable,  ravag'd  the  lands, 
i  embexaled  the  goods,  and  annoy'd,  day  and 

night 
k)th  the  bodies  and  souls  of  the  sticklers  for 

Trans  ;^ 

kt  we  trust  to  Peel,  Eldon,  and  other  such  sages, 
or  keeping  us  sUU  in  the  same  state  of  mind ; 
tty  much  as  the  world  used  to  be  in  those  ages, 
fhen  still  smaller  syllables  madden'd  man- 
kind;— 

en  the  words  exandper^  serr'das  well,  to  annoy 
i*s  neighbours  and  friends  with,  as  con  and  trans 
now; 


To  nidi  hnportantdlteutiioniMthete  the  greater  part  of 
Bouthey't  FimdM^r  Eedetut  Angliemue  it  devoted. 
ConaolMUntlatioo  —  the  true  Reformed  belief ;  at  leaat, 
idlef  of  Lotber»  and,  at  M oehelm  asterta,  of  M elancthon 

Wbeo  John  of  Bagwa  went  to  Conftantlnople  (at  the 


And  Christians,  like  S — th — ^y,  who  stickled  for  ot. 
Cut  the  throats  of  all  Christians  who  stickled 
for  01*.* 

That,  relying  on  England,  whose  kindness  already 
So  often  has  help'd  us  to  play  this  game  o'er. 

We  haye  got  our  red  coats  and  our  carabines  ready. 
And  wait  but  the  word  to  show  sport,  as  before. 

That,  as  to  the  ezpence — the  few  millions,  or  so, 
Which  for  all  such  diversions  John  Bull  has  to 
pay— 
'Tis,  at  least,  a  great  comfort  to  John  Bull  to  know. 
That  to  Orangemen's  pockets  *twill  all  find  its 

way. 
For  which  your  petitioners  ever  will  pray, 

&c  &C,  &c  &c  &c 


COTTON  AND  CORN. 

A  DIALOGUE. 

Said  Cotton  to  Com,  t*other  day, 
As  they  met  and  exchanged  a  salute — 

(Squire  Com  in  his  carriage  so  gay, 
Poor  Cotton,  half  famlsh'd,  on  foot) : 

**  Great  Squire,  if  it  isn't  uncivil 
"  To  hint  at  starvation  before  you, 

**  Look  down  on  a  poor  hungry  devil, 
"  And  give  him  some  bread,  I  implore  you!** 

Quoth  Com  then,  in  answer  to  Cotton, 
Perceiving  he  meant  to  makeyrw — 

•*  Low  fellow,  you've  surely  forgotten 
**  The  distance  between  you  and  me ! 

**  To  expect  that  we,  Peers  of  high  birth, 
"  Should  waste  our  illustrious  acres, 

**  For  no  other  purpose  on  earth 
**  Than  to  fatten  curst  calico-makers ! — 

**  That  Bishops  to  bobbins  should  bend — 
**  Should  stoop  from  their  Bench's  sublimity, 

**  Great  dealers  in  /aim,  to  befriend 
**  Such  contemptible  dealers  in  dimity  t 


tfane  thi«  diipute  between  "  ex  "  and  "  per  '*  was  going  on),  he 
found  the  Turks,  we  are  told.  "  laughing  at  the  ChrltUant 
for  being  dirided  by  two  such  insignificant  particles." 

*  The  Arian  controTersj —  Before  that  time,  says  Hooker, 
**  fan  order  to  be  a  sound  belieTing  Christian,  men  were  not 
curious  what  syllables  or  particles  of  speech  they  used.'* 


m 


MOORFS  WORKS. 


M  }(o — Yiie  Manufacture!  ne'er  harbour 
"  A  hope  to  be  fed  at  our  boards ;  — 

**  Base  offspring  of  Arkwright  the  barber, 
**  What  claim  canst  thou  hare  upon  Lords  ? 


«*  No — thanks  to  the  taxes  and  debt, 
**  And  the  triumph  of  paper  o  er  guineas, 

**  Our  race  of  Lord  Jemmys,  as  yet, 

**  May  defy  your  whole  rabble  of  Jennys  I 


** 


So  saying — whip,  crack,  and  away 

Went  Com  in  hu  chaise  through  the  throng, 
So  headlong,  I  heard  them  all  say, 

^  Squire  Com  would  be  down^  before  long." 


THE  CANONIZATION  OF  SAINT 
B—TT— RW— RTH. 


**  A  OirittUn  of  the  belt  edition.** 


Rabilau. 


'anonize  him  I — yea,  yerily,  we'll  canonise  him; 
Though  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  meddling  his 

bliss, 
'hough  sages  may  pity,  and  wits  may  despise  him. 
He'll  ne'er  make  a  bit  the  worse  Saint  for  all 
this. 

•escend,  all  ye  Spirits,  that  erer  yet  spread 
The  dominion  of  Humbug  o'er  land  and  o*er  sea, 

escend  on  our  B — tt— rw — rth's  biblical  head, 
Thrice-Great,  Bibliopolist,  Saint,  and  M.  P. 

ome,  shade  of  Joanna,  come  down  from  thy 

sphere. 
And  bring  little  Shiloh — if 'tisn't  too  far — 
ich  a  sight  will  to  B — tt — rw — rth's  bosom  be 

dear. 
His  conceptions  and  thine  being  much  on  a  par. 

or  blush.  Saint  Joanna,  once  more  to  behold 
A  world  thou  hast  honour'd  by  cheating  so 

many; 
liou'lt  find  still  among  us  one  Personage  old. 
Who  also  by  tricks  and  the  Seals  ^  makes  a 

penny. 

A  great  part  of  the  income  of  Joanna  Southcott  aroie 
m  the  Seals  of  the  liordls  protection  which  the  lold  to  her 
owert. 

Mrs.  Anne  Lrc.  the  "  cboien  Tetiel "  of  the  Shakers,  and 
[other  of  all  the  children  of  regeneration." 


ThoD,  too,  of  the  Shiken,  diTine  Mother 

Thy  oniles  to  bettii&ed  B     tt    rw—rtl 

Two  *•  lights  of  the  Oentiks"  are  thoo,  A 

he. 

One  hallowing  Fleet  Street,  and  eed 

Lane!) 

The  Heathen,  we  know,  made  their  God 

wood. 

And  Saint!  may  be  frsm*d  of  as  hu 

terials; — 

Old  women  and  B— tt — nr — rtht  make  josl 

As  any  the  Pope  erer  bootd  as  Etherea 

Stand  forth,  Blan  of  Bihleal^not  Ms 

pigeon. 

When,  peich'd  on  the  Kona,  he  drapp^ 

th^iay. 

Strong  murkM  of  hii  fldth,  ever  abed  o'er  r 

Such  ^<H7  as  B — tt — nr — ith  iheds  en 


Great  Galen  of  soola,  with  what  Tigoar  he 

Down  Erin's  idolatroai  thr(nti»  till  die 

•gun, 

Bolns  on  bdna,  good  man  I^-and  then  da 

Both  their  stomachf  and  tCRiIai  if  they  d 

them  back  again. 

How  well  might  his  shop — aa  a  type  TCpi 
The  creed  of  himself  and  his  aanctiSed  < 

On  its  counter  exhibit  **  the  Ait  of  Tonne 
Bound  neatly,  and  letter'd  **  Whole  I 
Man!" 

Canonize  him ! — bj  Judas,  we  inff  canowi 
For  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  twaddling  hi 

And,  though  wise  men  may  pity  and  vi 
despise  him. 
Hell  make  but  the  better  dkynaunt  fbr; 

Call  quickly  together  the  whole  tribe  of  Q 
CouToke  all  the  mritrng  Tag-rag  of  the  i 

Bring  Shakers  and  finoiliera  and  Jwmft 
Ranters, 
To witneas  their  B    tt 


Yea,  humbly  Fve  Tentni^d  his  merita  to  pa 
Yea,  feebly  haTe  tried  all  hii  gifta  lo  fot 

And  they  form  a  snm-total  fbr  making  a  S 
That  the  I>eTfl*a  own  Adirooite  eoMm 
say. 


Uii 


s  Toad  Lane,  In 
In  her  "  Addrata  to  Yoimt 
matter  of  no  importsne*  wM 
of  their  deliveranet 
lebem,  or  from  Toad 
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imp  high,  all  je  Jmnpen,  ye  Ranters  all  roar, 
While  B — tt — ^rw — ith'f  ipirit,  nprais'd  from 

your  eyes, 
ke  a  kite  made  of  foolscap,  in  glory  shall  soar, 
With  a  long  tail  of  nibbish  behind,  to  the  skies ! 


AN  INCANTATION. 

SUKO  BT  THE  BUBBLE  SPIRIT. 

Air.  —  Come  with  me^  and  we  will  go 
Where  the  rocks  <ff  coral  grow. 

Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  babbles,  as  we  go ; 
Babbles,  bright  as  ever  Hope 
Drew  fhmi  fimcy — or  fh>m  soap ; 
Bright  as  e*er  the  South  Sea  sent 
From  its  frothy  element  I 
Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  babbles,  as  we  go. 
Mix  the  lather,  Johnny  W— Iks, 
Thoo,  who  rhym*st  so  well  to  bilks ; ' 
liiz  the  lather — who  can  be 
Fitter  for  such  task  than  thee, 
Great  11  P.  for  5iMifbary  I 

Now  the  frothy  charm  is  ripe, 
PaiBng  Peter  ^,  bring  thy  pipe, — 
Thoo,  whom  ancient  Coventry 
Once  so  dearly  lov*d,  <hat  she 
Knew  not  which  to  her  was  sweeter. 
Peeping  Tom  or  Puffing  Peter ; — 
Puff  the  babbles  high  in  air, 
Paff  thy  best  to  keep  them  there. 

Bravo,  bravo,  Peter  M — re ! 
Now  the  rainbow  hambags^  soar, 
Glttt'ring  all  with  golden  hues, 
Sach  as  haunt  the  dreams  of  Jews ; — 
Some,  reflecting  mines  that  lie 
Under  Chili's  glowing  sky, 
Some,  those  virgin  pearls  that  sleep 
Cloister'd  in  the  southern  deep ; 


Stroof  IwHcatlom  of  character  may  be  lometiiiiet  traced 
Jm  rfajmet  to  namea.    Manrell  thought  to,  when  he  wrote 

**  Sir  Edward  Sutton, 
The  fooUtb  Knight  who  rhymes  to  mutton.** 

The  member,  during  a  long  period,  for  Coventry. 
An  humble  Imitation  of  one  of  our  modem  poetf ,  who, 
i  poem  agabut  War,  after  deicribing  the  splendid  hablli- 
Bta  of  the  toldler,  thus  qwetrophlies  him  _  "  thou  rain- 
I*' 


Others,  as  if  lent  a  ray 
From  the  streaming  Milky  Way, 
Glist*ning  o*er  with  curds  and  whey 
From  the  cows  of  Aldemey. 

Now's  the  moment — who  shall  first 
Catch  the  bubbles,  ere  they  burst  ? 
Run,  ye  Squires,  ye  Viscounts,  run, 
Br— gd— n,  T— ynh— m,  P— Im    t  -n ;— 
John  W — Iks  junior  runs  beside  ye  I 
Take  the  good  the  knaves  provide  ye!^ 
See,  with  upturned  eyes  and  hands. 
Where  the  SharemBu^  Br — ^gd — ^n,  stands. 
Gaping  for  the  froth  to  fall 
Down  his  gullet — lye  and  aU. 

Seel 

But,  hark,  my  time  is  out — 
Now,  like  some  great  water-spout, 
Scatter'd  by  the  cannon's  thunder, 
Burst,  ye  bubbles,  all  asunder  I 

[Here  Ike  stage  darkens  »  a  discordant  crash  is  heard  from 
the  orchestra  — the  broken  bubbles  descend  in  a  saponaceoms 
bmt  unclean^  mist  ooer  the  heads  of  the  Dramatis  Persome^ 
and  the  scene  drops,  leaving  the  bubble-htmters all  im  the 

ends.} 


A  DREAM  OF  TURTLE. 


BT   Snt  W.  CURTIS. 


1836. 


'TwAs  evening  time,  in  the  twilight  sweet 
I  sailed  along,  when — whom  should  I  meet 
But  a  Turtle  journeying  o*er  the  sea, 
**  On  the  service  of  his  Miyesty."  • 

When  spying  him  first  through  twilight  dim, 
I  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  him  ; 
But  said  to  myself,  as  slow  he  plied 
His  fins,  and  roll'd  from  side  to  side 
Conceitedly  o'er  the  watery  path  — 
"  'Tis  my  Lord  of  St— w— 11  taking  a  bath, 
**  And  I  hear  him  now,  among  the  fishes, 
**  Quoting  Vatel  and  Burgersdicius ! " 


*  '*  LoTely  Thais  sits  beside  thee : 

Take  the  good  the  Gods  provide  thee.'* 

&  So  called  by  a  sort  of  Tuscan  duldflcation  of  the  cA,  In 
the  word  "  Chairman." 

*  We  are  told  that  the  passport  of  this  grand  diplomatic 
Turtle  (sent  by  the  Secretary  for  Foreign  Allkirs  to  a  certain 
noble  envoy)  described  him  as  "  on  his  mi^jesty's  service." 

— —  dapibus  supremi 
Grata  testudo  Jovis. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Bat,  no — 'tnu,  iodeed.  a  Turtle,  wide 
And  plump  at  ncr  these  eyts  descried ; 
A  Turtle,  jnicy  »S  e»flf  yet 
Glued  np  the  Upi  of  b  Baronet '. 
Aod  much  did  it  {ijieve  tny  aottl  to  see 
Tliut  an  iminial  of  sach  dignity, 
Like  an  abseDWe  abroad  should  roam. 
When  he  ou^Al  to  May  uid  be  ate  at  home- 
But  now  "a  change  came  o'er  my  dremu," 

Like  the  magic  Untem's  shifting  slider ;  — 
I  iDolt'd,  and  saw,  by  tbe  evening  iMuun. 

On  the  back  of  tlut  Turtle  sat  a  rider — 
A  goodly  man,  nith  an  eye  so  merry, 
1  knew  'twas  our  Foreign  Secretary,  > 
Who  there,  at  his  ease,  did  sit  and  smile. 
Like  Wuterton  on  his  crocodile;^ 
Cracking  euch  jokct,  at  every  motion. 

As  made  ihe  Turtle  squeak  with  glee, 
And  own  they  gave  him  a  lively  notion 

Of  what  his/orc'if-meat  balle  woold  be. 

So,  on  the  Sec.  in  his  glory  went. 

Over  that  briny  element. 

Waving  hi«  hind,  as  he  took  farewelE, 

With  graceful  air,  and  bidding  me  tell 

Inquiring  friends  that  Ihe  Turtle  and  he 

Were  gone  on  a  foreign  embassy  — 

To  soften  the  heart  of  a  Bif^omate, 

Who  ia  known  to  doat  upon  verdant  fat, 

And  to  let  admiring  Europe  see. 

That  calipash  and  calipee 

Are  the  Eoglbh  forms  of  Diplomncj. 


THE  DONKY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 


A  DosKT,  whose  talent  for  hnrdeng  was 
So  mach  that  yon'd  swear  he  rejoie'd 

One  day  had  to  jug  under  panniem  so  p< 
That — down  the  poor  Donky  fell  Sms 


His 


1  drivers  stood  roond  in  amaze — 
WhotI  Neddy,thBpatieiit,  the  prosperous  Neddy, 


One  driver  (whom  Ned  mi^t  have 
"  brother  "  ') 

Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  Donky'a  kfiid 
For  vigour,  for  spirit,  for  one  thing  or  cthet— 

Wlum,  lo, 'mid  hispraisei,  the  iKinlty  a 

But,  how  to  upraise  him? — «•  a 
whistles. 
While  Jenky,  the  Conjnrer,  wist 
Declar'd  that  att  "over-production  of* 
(Here  Ned  gave  ■  itare)— 
hii  fall." 

Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  ■ 
"There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fitwill|| 

"Theheast  has  been  fighting  withol 
■'  And  this  is  his  mode  of  •( 

Some  look'd  at  his  boofk,  and,  widi  h 

Prononnc'd  that  too  long  vidiosi  i 
gone  — 
"  Let  the  bhiakamith  provide  Um  a  i 

(The  wise-acres  said),  "  and  he'i : 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  Neddy,  In  tar 
I^y  under  hit  pannien,  scarce  able  bi 

And  —  what  was  still  dolefbller — lending* 
To  advisers,  whose  ears  were  a  match  terik  c 

At  length,  a  plain  mstic,  whose  wit  went  •>  & 

As  to  see  otbera'  Folly,  roar'd  out,  as  he  fMti 

"  Qntck  —  off  with  IbepamiieTH,  all  dolls  SSJM 

'■  Or,  yonr  proeperons  Neddy  will  M 
last!" 


ODE  TO  THE  8DBUHE  F 

C«EiTSnlKin,howwiieBrethy«S 
And  oh,  above  all.  I  admire  tha 

In  which  thou  eommand'it.  that  »l 
Shall  forthwith  be  stnmgled  and  a 
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y  foitane  to  know  a  leanBenthamite  spinster — 
naid,  who  her  fidth  in  old  Jerem  j  puts ; 
alks,  with  alisp,  of  **  the  last  new  Westrntfufer,** 
1  hopes  you're  delighted  with  "Mill  npon 
Gluts;** 

tells  you  how  derer  one  llr.  Fun-blank  is, 
If  charming  his  Articles 'gainst  the  Nobility; — 
lasures  you  that  eren  a  gentleman's  rank  is, 
Jeremy's  school,  of  no  sort  of  vHUty. 

e  her,  ye  Gods,  a  new  Number  perusing  — 
T.  1.  **  On  the  NeedU's  yariations,"  by  PI— e ;  > 
2. — By  her  faT'rite  Fun-blank  ^ — so  amusing! 
ear  manl  he  makes  Poetry  quite  a  Zav  case." 

3.  —  **  Upon  Fallacies,"  Jeremy's  own  — 
lief  Fallacy  being,  his  hope  to  find  readers) ; — 
4. — **  Upon  Honesty,"  author  unknown ; — 

T.  5. — (by  the  young  Blr.  M )  •*  EUnts 

to  Breeders." 

fuUan,  oh.  Sultan,  though  oft  for  the  bag 
dthe  bowstring,  like  thee,Iam  tempted  to  call— 
gh  drowning's  too  good  for  each  blue-stocking 

lug> 
ooldbagthis  sAe  Benthamite  first  of  them  all ! 

lest  she  should  erer  again  lift  her  head 
ma  the  watery  bottom,  her  clack  to  renew  — 
dog,  as  a  siidcer,  far  better  than  lead, 
'ould  hang  round  her  neck  her  own  darling 
Reriew. 


CORN  AND  CATHOLICS. 

Utnun  borum 

Dlrias  bormn  f       Incerti  Auctoris, 

lAT !  stiU  those  two  infernal  questions. 
That  with  our  meals,  our  slumbers  mix 
at  spoil  our  tempers  and  digestions  — 
Sternal  Com  and  Catholics ! 

ds !  were  there  ever  two  such  bores  ? 
!^othing  else  talk'd  of  night  or  mom  — 
thing  in  doors,  or  out  of  doors, 
lot  endless  Catholics  and  Cora ! 


ccM»nt0d  political  tailor.  ' 

ifo  pdbu-taking  gentlanian  has  been  at  tbe  trouble  of 
ig,  with  the  aMifltance  of  Cocker,  the  number  of  meta- 
n  Moore'a  **  Life  of  SbOTidan,**  and  ba*  found  tbem  to 
t,  as  nearly  as  poaatUe,  to  2336— and  woom  fraction*. 


Never  was  such  a  brace  of  pests — 
While  Ministers,  still  worse  than  either, 

Skill'd  but  in  feathering  their  nests. 
Plague  us  with  both,  and  settle  neither. 

So  addled  in  my  cranium  meet 
Popery  and  Com,  that  oft  I  doubt. 

Whether,  this  year,  'twas  bonded  Wheat, 
Or  bonded  Papists,  they  let  out 

Here^  landlords,  hart,  polemics  nail  you, 
Arm'd  with  all  rubbish  they  can  rake  up ; 

Prices  and  TexU  at  once  assail  you  — 
From  Daniel  tfteM,  and  those  from  Jacob.' 

And  when  you  sleep,  with  head  still  torn 
Between  the  two,  their  shapes  you  mix. 

Till  sometimes  Catholics  seem  Corn — 
Then  Cora  again  seems  Catholics. 

Now,  Dantzic  wheat  before  you  floats  — 

Now,  Jesuits  from  California  — 
Now  Ceres,  link'd  with  Titus  Oate, 

Comes  dancing  through  the  **  Porta  Cornea."  < 

Oft,  too,  the  Cora  grows  animate, 
And  a  whole  crop  of  heads  appears, 

Like  Papists,  bearding  Church  and  State  — 
Themselres,  together  by  the  ears  I 

In  short,  these  torments  never  cease ; 

And  oft  I  wish  myself  transferred  off 
To  some  far,  lonely  land  of  peace. 

Where  Com  or  Papists  ne'er  were  heard  of. 

Yes,  waft  me.  Parry,  to  the  Pole ; 

For  —  if  my  fate  is  to  be  chosen 
*Twixt  bores  and  icebergs — on  my  soul, 

Fd  rather,  of  the  two,  be  frozen ! 


A  CASE  OF  LIBEL. 

*'  The  greater  the  truth,  the  worM  the  libel." 

A  CERTAIN  Sprite,  who  dwells  below, 
('Twere  a  libel,  perhaps,  to  mention  where,) 

Came  up  incog.,  some  years  ago. 
To  try,  for  a  change,  the  London  air, 

s  Author  of  the  late  Report  on  Foreign  Com. 

4  The  Horn  Gate,  through  which  the  andents  guppoaed 
all  true  dreamt  (such  as  those  of  the  Popish  Plot,  Ac.)  to 
paM. 
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80  v«a  ht  kMk^  nd  dra«*d,  and  talked, 
Aad  hid  hii  tail  and  honu  io  handy, 

Toald  hardly  hare  known  him  as  he  walk*d, 
FkiNB  C       e,  or  any  other  Dandy. 

(Bk  honm,  it  aeema,  are  made  t'onacrew ; 

80^  he  hM  hot  to  take  them  oat  of  the  socket, 
And— -Just  as  some  fine  husbands  do — 

OoDTeniently  d^  them  into  his  pocket) 

la  diort,  he  look*d  extremely  natty. 

And  eren  oootriT'd — to  his  own  great  wonder — 
By  dint  of  sondry  scents  from  Gattie, 

To  keep  the  snlphnroos  hogo  under. 

And  so  my  gentleman  hooTd  aboot. 

Unknown  to  all  hot  a  chosen  few 
At  Whiteli  and  Crockfbrd's,  where,  no  donbt, 

He  had  many  poti-Mu  felling  doe. 


8 

H 


Alike  a  gamester  and  a  wit. 

At  night  he  was  seen  with  Crockford*s  crew, 
At  mom  with  learned  dames  would  sit — 

80  pa8S*d  his  time  'twixt  biaek  and  bhtt. 

8ome  wish*d  to  make  him  an  M.  P., 
Bnt,  finding  W— Iks  was  also  one,  he 

8wore  in  a  rage,  **  he*d  be  d— d,  if  he 
**  Would  erer  sit  in  one  boose  with  Johnny." 

At  length,  as  secrets  travel  fast. 

And  devils,  whether  he  or  she. 
Are  sure  to  be  found  out  at  last. 

The  affiur  got  wind  most  rapidly. 

The  Press,  the  impartial  Press,  that  snubs 
Alike  a  fiend*8  or  an  angel's  capers — 

Miss  Paton*8  soon  as  Beclzebub*8 — 
Fir*d  off  a  squib  in  the  morning  papers : 

••  We  warn  good  men  to  keep  aloof 
**  From  a  grim  old  Dandy,  seen  about, 

*  With  a  fire* proof  wig,  and  a  cloven  hoof 
**  Through  a  neat-cut  Hoby  smoking  out 

Now, — the  Devil  being  a  gentleman. 
Who  piques  himself  on  well-bred  dealings,— 

Ton  may  guess,  when  o*er  these  lines  he  ran, 
How  much  they  hurt  and  shocked  his  feelings. 

Away  he  posts  to  a  Man  of  Law, 
And  'twould  make  you  laugh  could  you  have 
seen  'em. 
As  paw  shook  hand,  and  hand  shook  paw, 
And  *twas  "hail,  good  feUow,  weU  met,"  be- 
tween 'em. 
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maj  treat  as,  like  Kellj,  vith  oldLJeu-degpriU^ 
e  Dibdin,  maj  tell  of  each  fkrcical  fh>lic ; 
idly  infonn  us,  like  Biladame  Genlis,! 
It  gingerbread-cakes  always  gire  them  the 
colic 

^  also,  a  new  stock  of  Pamphlets  on  Com, 
**  Fanners  **  and  **  Landholders  "—(worthies 

whose  lands 

i*d  all  in  bow-pots,  their  attics  adorn, 
wiiose  share  of  the  soil  may  be  seen  on  their 

hands). 

ypery  Sermons,  in  ever  so  doll  a  vein, 
e  of  a  market; — should  they,  too,  who  pen 'em, 
legade  Papists,  like  Mortagh  0*&— 11— t— n,« 
lething  extra  allow'd  for  the'  additional  yenom. 

,  Physic,  Com,  Poetry,  Boxing,  Romance, 
excellent  subjects  for  turning  a  penny ; — 
ite  upon  a//  is  an  author's  sole  chance 
attaining,  at  last,  the  least  knowledge  of  any, 

imes  out  of  ten,  if  his  title  is  good, 
!  material  within  of  small  consequence  is;— 
m  only  write  fine,  and,  if  not  understood, 
J — that's  the  concem  of  the  reader,  not  his. 

3eiu — an  Easay,  now  printing,  to  show, 
1  Horace  (as  clearly  as  words  could  express  it) 
}r  taxing  the  Fond-holders,  ages  ago, 
en  he  wrote  thus — "  Quodcunque  in  Fund  is, 
aMMtuiU"^ 


THE  miSH  SLAVE.< 


1837. 


ID,  as  I  lay,  a  wailing  sound, 

e  is  dead — he  is  dead,"  the  rumour  flew; 

rais'd  my  chain,  and  tum'd  me  round, 

ask'd,     through    the    dungeon-window, 
•*  Who?" 

my  liyid  tormentors  pass ; 

ir  grief 'twas  bliss  to  hear  and  see  ! 

>ver  came  joy  to  them,  alas, 

t  didn't  bring  deadly  bane  to  me. 


I  ladj  alfo  &Toan  ns,  in  her  Metnoirt,  with  the  ad- 
thoM  apothecarlet,  who  have,  from  time  to  time,  giveu 
that  afreed  with  her ;  always  desiring  that  the  pills 
«  ordered  **  comme  pour  die." 
ntlcman,  who  dittinguisbed  himself  by  his  eridence 
le  Irtih  CommittMt. 


Eager  I  look'd  throogh  the  mist  of  night, 
And  ask'd,  **  What  foe  of  my  race  hath  died  ? 

**  Is  it  he — that  Doubter  of  law  and  right, 
"  Whom  nothing  but  wrong  could  e'er  decide — 

**  Who,  long  as  he  sees  but  wealth  to  win, 
**  Hath  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  or  doubt 

**  What  suitors  for  justice  he'd  keep  in, 
**  Or  what  suitors  for  freedom  he'd  shut  out — 


i< 


Who,  a  clog  for  ever  on  Truth's  advance, 
**  Hangs  round  her  (like  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea 
**  Round  Sinbad's  neck  *),  nor  leaves  a  chance 
'*  Of  shaking  him  off— is't  he  ?  is't  he  ?  " 

Ghastly  my  grim  tormentors  smil'd. 
And  thrusting  me  back  to  my  den  of  woe, 

With  a  laughter  even  more  fierce  and  wild 
Than  their  funeral  howling,  answer'd  **  No." 

But  the  cry  still  pierc'd  my  prison-gate, 
And  again  I  ask'd,  *'  What  scourge  is  gone  ? 

**  Is  it  he  —  that  Chief,  so  coldly  great, 
**  Whom  Fame  unwillingly  shines  upon — 

**  Whose  name  is  one  of  the'  ill-omen'd  words 
**  They  link  with  hate,  on  his  native  plains ; 

**  And  why  ?  —  they  lent  him  hearts  and  swords, 
**  And  he,  in  return,  gave  scoffs  and  chains ! 

"  Is  it  he  ?  is  it  he  ?"  I  loud  inquir'd. 
When,  hark ! — there  sounded  a  Royal  knell ; 

And  I  knew  what  spirit  had  just  expir'd. 
And,  slave  as  I  was,  my  triumph  felL 

He  had  pledg'd  a  hate  unto  me  and  mine. 
He  had  left  to  the  future  nor  hope  nor  choice. 

But  seal'd  that  hate  with  a  Name  Divine, 
And  he  now  was  dead,  and — I  couldn*t  rejoice ! 

He  had  fiemn'd  afresh  the  burning  brands 
Of  a  bigotry  waxing  cold  and  dim  ; 

He  had  arm'd  anew  my  torturers'  hands. 
And  them  did  I  curse  — but  sigh'd  for  him. 

For,  his  was  the  error  of  head,  not  heart ; 

And — oh,  how  beyond  the  ambushed  foe. 
Who  to  enmity  adds  the  traitor's  part. 

And  carries  a  smile,  with  a  curse  below ! 


s  According  to  the  common  reading,  **  qnodconque  in- 
ftindii,  acescit." 

*  Written  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  York. 

A  '*  You  fell,  said  they,  into  the  hands  of  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Sea,  and  are  the  first  who  erer  escaped  strangling  by  his 
malicious  tricks. '  * — Storf  of  Sinbad. 
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V««cr  a  kMrt  OMidt  bright  amendi 
For  Ibe  fttd  tall  of  an  erring  licad — 

Ooi»  kam  kit  fcao  from  the  lipt  t^friendi, 
la  the  orphan*!  tear  be  hii  glory  reed. 

A  Priaee  withoot  pride,  a  man  whbont  guile, 
To  the  laet  onchanging,  wann,  sincere, 

Por  Worth  he  had  ever  a  hand  and  imile, 
And  Ibr  Miaerj  ercr  hii  pone  and  tear. 

Toiidi*d  to  the  heart  bj  that  aolemn  toll, 
I  eahnly  sank  in  mj  chains  again; 

While,  stiU  as  I  said,  **  HeaTon  rest  his  sool  I" 
My  mates  of  the  dnngeon  sighed  **  Amen !  ** 


ODE  TO  FERDINAND. 

issy. 

QinT  the  sword,  thoa  King  <^  men. 
Grasp  the  needle  once  again  $ 
Making  petticoats  is  fhr 
Safer  sport  than  making  war ; 
Trimming  is  a  better  thing, 
Than  the  being  trimmed,  oh  Ring  I 
Ora^  the  needle  bright  with  which 
Thoo  didst  for  the  Virgin  stitch 
Garment,  sach  as  neVr  before 
Monarch  stitch'd  or  Virgin  wore. 
Not  for  her,  oh  semster  nimble  I 
Do  I  DOW  invoke  thy  thimble  ; 
Not  for  her  thy  wanted  aid  is. 
Bat  for  certain  grave  old  ladies, 
Who  now  fit  in  England's  cabinet. 
Waiting  to  be  clothed  in  tabinet. 
Or  whatever  choice  ^toffe  is 
Fit  for  Dowagers  in  office. 
First,  thy  care,  oh  King,  devote 
To  Dame  Eld — ^n*s  petticoat 
Make  it  of  that  silk,  whose  dye 
Shifts  for  ever  to  the  eye, 
Just  as  if  it  hardly  knew 
Whether  to  be  pink  or  blue. 
Or— material  fitter  yet — 
If  thou  conldst  a  remnant  get 
Of  that  stuf^  with  which,  of  old, 
Sage  Penelope,  we*re  told. 
Still  by  doing  and  undoing, 
Kept  her  ndton  always  wooing — 
That's  the  stuflf  which  I  pronounce,  is 
Fittest  for  Dame  Eld— n*s  flounces. 

After  this,  well  try  thy  hand, 
Mantua-making  Ferdinand, 
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ried  the  kmg.  Long  W— ll— blt  suit, 
ch  tried  one'f  patieDce,  in  retam  ? 
on,  oh  Hat ! — though,  couhTst  thou  do% 
ther  briwt$  i  than  thine  thoa'dst  learn. 

mine  our  master's  toil  to  share ; 
sn,  like  *  Truepenny,*  in  the  play,« 
ery  minute,  cried  oat  *  Swear,' 
merrily  to  swear  went  they  ; —  3 


loth  poor  W — LL — SL^T  to  condemn,  he 

I  nice  discrimination  weighed, 

er  *twas  only  *  Hell  and  Jemmy,' 
Hell  and  Tommy'  that  he  play'd. 

,  my  worthy  heaver,  no — 

dgh  cheapen'd  at  the  cheapest  hatter's, 

nart  enough,  as  heavers  go, 

a  ne'er  wert  made  for  public  matters." 

g  concluded  his  oration, 
ig,  as  wigs  do,  wondrous  wise ; 
OS,  full  cock'd  for  dechimation, 
itenn  Hat  enrag'd  replies  : — 

wt  thou  then  so  soon  forget 
t  thou,  what  England  owes  to  me  ? 
etui  Wig  I —  when  will  a  debt, 
eep,  so  vast,  he  owed  to  thee? 

of  that  night,  that  fearful  night, 
n,  through  the  steaming  vault  below, 
ister  dar'd,  in  gout*s  despite, 
enture  his  podagric  toe ! 

as  it  then,  thou  boaster,  say, 

n  thou  had'st  to  thy  box  sneak'd  off, 

II  his  feet  protecting  lay, 

sav'd  him  from  a  mortal  cough  ? 

if  Catarrh  had  quench'd  that  sun, 
blank  this  world  had  been  to  thee .' 
.t  that  head  to  shine  upon, 
Vig,  where  would  thy  glory  be  ? 

o,  ye  Britons, — had  this  hope 

hurch  and  state  been  ravish'd  from  ye, 

ik,  how  Canning  and  the  Pope 

Id  then  have  play'd  up  '  Hell  and  Tom- 


—a  luaghtj  woman /*~Gb(mb. 

[bcsieath].  ~~  Swear  I 

•  — Ha.lia!My*tttlioaio?  Art  thoa  there,  True- 

meoo.'* 


**  At  sea,  there's  but  a  plank,  they  say, 
**  'Twixt  seamen  and  annihilation ; 

**  A  Hat,  that  awful  moment,  lay 
**  'Twixt  England  and  Emancipation ! 


"Ohm 


n 


At  this  "Oh!!!"    The 
Reporter 
Was  taken  poorly,  and  retired ; 
Which  made  him  cut  Hat's  rhetoric  shorter. 
Than  justice  to  the  case  requir'd. 

On  his  return,  he  found  these  shocks 

Of  eloquence  all  ended  quite ; 
And  Wig  lay  snoring  in  his  box. 

And  hat  was — hung  up  for  the  night 


THE  PERIWINKLES  AND  THE  LOCUSTa 

A  SALXAQUNDIAN  HTKN. 

**  To  Panurge  was  antgnad  the  Lalrdihfp  of  Salmagimdl, 
which  was  yearly  worth  6,789,106,789  ryala,  beaklet  the 
revenue  of  the  LocutU  and  PtriwhMet^  amountfaif  one 
year  with  another  to  the  ralue  of  2,485,768,"  Ac.  Ac  — 
Rabblau. 

*'  Hurra  !  hurra ! "  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shouted  all  the  way. 
As  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went. 
To  open  in  state  his  Parliament 

The  Salmagundians  once  were  rich. 

Or  thought  they  were — no  matter  which — 

For,  every  year,  the  Revenue  * 

From  their  Periwinkles  larger  grew  ? 

And  their  rulers,  skill'd  in  all  the  trick 

And  legerdemain  of  arithmetic. 

Knew  how  to  place  1,  2,  3,  4, 

5,  6,  7,  8,  and  9  and  10, 
Such  various  ways,  behind,  before. 
That  they  made  a  unit  seem  a  score. 

And  prov'd  themselves  most  wealthy  men  I 
So,  on  they  went,  a  prosperous  crew. 

The  people  wise,  the  rulers  clever — 
And  God  help  those,  like  me  and  you. 
Who  dar*d  to  doubt  (as  some  now  do) 
That  the  Periwinkle  Revenue 

Would  thus  go  flourishing  on  for  ever. 


s  His  Lordship's  demand  for  freth  attdaTits  was  iDCcaiant. 
4  Accented  as  in  Swift's  line  — 

**  Not  so  a  natkm's  rerenues  are  paid.'* 


•i  tbcm  M  J, 
Aai  iWr  dHtrV  mnd  iboatrd  all  the  wajT. 

Aa  A*  Onai  hsii/jt*  in  ^•kj  wtnt 

B«  felkt  It  Iragth  Iwgu  tu  doabt 
IThu  tU  this  coDJoring  wu  tbant ; 
P«r,  rrerj  da;,  mon  dr«p  in  debt 
Tb«T  Mv  lh«it  wfalibj  rulrrt  get  ;  — 
■  Left  look  (wid  Ebcj)  the  ilaiu  Ihraogb, 
'  A>d  (M  if  *tat  wr'rr  told  V  (roe 
-Ofom  Periwinkle  Rerenne." 
Bai.  Lord !  tlw;  fimad  iben  vud'i  ■  thtle 

Of  mck  In  ught  thty  brard  before ; 
For.  tlxy  gun'd  bj-  PerivinkiM  little. 

And  lott  b]t  LocDMi  Uo  time*  more ! 
Tbor  Locnni  Ur  ■  lordl;'  brrrd 
Some  SBlnagBDdiana  lot*  I"  fr*^ 
or  >U  tbe  beuu  thai  ever  were  bom. 
Yow  Locul  mod  delifhti  in  cvn ; 
Aod,  though  hii  bodj  b«  bnt  imill, 
To  bnen  him  take*  the  dnil  add  tU  I 
"  Oh  fie  !  oh  fie  !"  wai  now  the  cry, 
Aj  thej  itw  ih*  gaodf  thnw  go  hj. 
And  the  l^rd  of  Salaugmidi  went 
To  opm  his  Locnn  Pu-iiuoeiit ! 


HEW  CREATION  OF  PEERS. 


■■  AxD  DOW,"  qnoth  the  Miaiiter,  (eased  of  hia 

puioB, 
And  ripe  for  each  piutime  the  sammer  offiirds,) 
"  Having  had  our  full  swing  m  dpBiroying  me' 
chsoica, 
"  B;  waj  of  Mf-o^,  let  na  make  a  few  Lorda. 

"  Til  plesaant  —  while  nothing  btu  mercantile 
tractnre*, 
"  Some  nmpLe,  some  am^omd,  it  dinn'd  in  oar    • 

>*  To  think  that,  though  robb'd  of  all  coarse  mn- 
Dnbctnrea, 
"  WewiU have  OBT fine mtnafkcture of  Peer«i— 
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«  And  gnndeiir  o'er  thee  f  hall  reflect  from  thy 
fpoose, 
••  As  o'er  V— y  F-^t»— d  'twill  shine  throiigh 
his  mother."  i 

Thus  ended  the  First  Batch  —  and  Jenky,  much 
tir'd 
(It  being  no  joke  to  make  Lords  by  the  heap), 
Took  a  large  dram  of  ether — the  same  that  inspir'd 
His  speech  'gainst  the  Papists — and  pros'd  off 
to  sleep. 


SPEECH  ON  THE  UMBRELLA*  QUES- 
TION. 

BT  LORD  ELD — N. 
**Vm  iimnartlln  Tldeo-''^— £».  Juvnitf.  Osoroii  Can- 

lOllOII. 

1827. 

Mr  Lords,  Fm  accns'd  of  a  trick  that,  God  knows,  is 
The  last  into  which,  at  my  age,  I  could  fall — 

Of  leading  this  grave  House  of  Peers,  by  their 
noses, 
Whererer  I  choose,  princes,  bishops,  and  all. 

If  J  Lords,  on  the  question  before  us  at  present. 
No  doubt  I  shall  hear,  **  'Tis  that  cursed  old 
fellow, 
**  That  bugbear  of  all  that  is  lib'ral  and  pleasant, 
•*  Who  wo'n't  let  the  Lords  give  the  man  his 
umbrella!" 

God  forbid  thai  your  Lordships  should  knuckle  to 
me; 

lam  ancient — but  were  I  as  old  as  King  Priam, 
Not  much,  I  confess,  to  your  credit  'twould  be, 

To  mind  such  a  twaddling  old  Trojan  as  I  am. 

I  own,  of  our  Protestant  laws  I  am  jealous, 

And,  long  as  God  spares  me,  will  always  main- 
tain. 

That,  cmce  having  taken  men's  rights,  or  umbrellas. 
We  ne'er  should  consent  to  restore  them  again. 

What  security  have  you,  ye  Bishops  and  Peers, 
If  thus  you  give  back  Mr.  Bell's  parapluie, 

1  Among  the  penons  nentioned  as  likelj  to  be  raised  to  the 
Paerice  are  the  mother  of  Mr.  V^j  F— ti— d,  &c. 

*  A  ease  which  Interested  the  public  very  much  at  this 
period.  A  gentleman,  of  the  name  of  Bell,  having  left  his 
mabrelU  behind  him  In  the  House  of  Lords,  the  doorkeepers 
(standing,  no  doubt,  on  the  prlTlleges  of  that  noble  body)  re- 


That  he  may'nt,  with  its  stick,  come  about  all  your 
ears. 
And  then — where  would  your  Protestant  peri- 
wigs be? 

No,  heaven  be  my  judge,  were  I  dying  to-day. 
Ere  I  dropp'd  in  the  grave,  like  a  medlar  that's 
mellow, 
"  For  God's  sake  " — at  that  awful  moment  I'd  say — 
*'  For  God's  sake,  don't  give  Mr.  Bell  his  um- 
brella." 

['*  This  address,"  says  a  ministerial  Journal,  "  delivered 
with  amasing  emphasis  and  earnestness,  occasioned  an  extra- 
ordinary sensation  in  the  House.  Nothing  since  the  memor- 
able address  of  the  Duke  of  York  has  produced  so  remarkable 
an  impression."] 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

BT  JOHN   BULL. 

"  Dublin,  March  12.  1827.  —Friday,  after  the  arrival  of  the 
packet  bringing  the  account  of  the  defeat  of  the  Catholic 
Question,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  orders  were  sent  to 
the  Pigeon  House  to  forward  5,000,(4)0  rounds  of  musket* 
ball  cartridge  to  the  different  garrisons  round  the  country." 
—  Freeman's  Journal. 

I  HAVE  found  out  a  gift  for  my  Erin, 
A  gift  that  will  surely  content  her ;  — 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  love  so  endearing ! 
Five  millions  of  bullets  I've  sent  her. 

She  ask'd  me  for  Freedom  and  Right, 
But  ill  she  her  wants  understood ; — 

Ball  cartridges,  morning  and  night. 
Is  a  dose  that  will  do  her  more  good. 

There  is  hardly  a  day  of  our  lives 
But  we  read,  in  some  amiable  trials. 

How  husbands  make  love  to  their  wives 
Through  the  medium  of  hemp  and  of  phials. 

One  thinks,  with  his  mistress  or  mate 

A  good  halter  is  sure  to  agree — 
That«Iove-knot  which,  early  and  late, 

I  have  tried,  my  dear  Erin,  on  thee. 

fused  to  restore  it  to  him  ;  and  the  above  speech,  which  maj 
be  considered  as  a  pendant  to  that  of  the  Learned  Earl  on  the 
Catholic  Question,  arose  out  of  the  transaction. 
3  From  Mr.  Canning's  translation  of  Jekyl's— 
"  I  say,  mj  good  fellows. 
As  you've  no  umbrellas." 


LL 
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Wbik  mmlktr,  wham  Bymtn  hm  blc«*d 
With  a  vib  tkat  ii  not  orer  placid, 

OoBogw  dM  dflv  charaicr  to  rest. 
With  a  doM  €f  the  belt  Pniaue  acid. 


Erin !  ay  lore  do  I  show — 
Thoi  qoict  tbce,  mate  of  my  bed ! 
Aad,  If  poiaoQ  and  hemp  are  too  slow. 


11 


-1 


Do  thy  boBsCH  with  balleU  inatead.  Tl 

I  I 

8ho«ld  thy  fldth  in  my  medicine  be  fbaken,        .  p^ 
Aik  R— k1 — n,  that  mildest  of  saints ; 

BcV  tell  tbce.  lead,  inwardly  taken, 
Ahioe  can  remoTc  thy  complaints ; — 

That,  blest  as  thon  art  in  thy  lot. 

Nothing's  wanted  to  make  it  more  pleasant 

Boi  being  hang*d,  tortar'd,  and  shot, 
Moch  oftcner  than  thon  art  at  present 

Even  W— U— t— n*»  self  bath  arerr^d 
Thon  art  yet  but  half  sabred  and  hong, 

And  I  loT*d  lum  the  more  when  I  heard 
Snch  tenderness  fidl  from  his  toogue. 


M   ' 


8o  take  the  Htc  millions  of  pills,  ■ 

Dear  partner,  I  herewith  inclose ;  **  ^ 

Tis  the  core  that  all  quacks  for  thy  ills, 
From  Cromwell  to  Eld— «,  propose. 

And  you,  ye  brare  bullets  that  go, 

How  I  wish  that,  before  you  set  out. 
The  Devil  of  tbe  Freischuts  could  know 

The  good  work  you  are  going  about. 


I 


I 


For  bc*d  charm  ye,  in  ipite  of  your  lead,  i 

Into  such  supernatural  wit,  I 

That  you*d  all  of  you  know,  as  you  sped. 

Where  a  bullet  of  sense  ought  to  hit  | 


A  LATE  SCENE  AT  SWANAGE." 

Regnii  u-sul  adeintii.  Vibo. 

1 827. 

To  Swanage — that  neat  little  town,  in  whose  bay 
Fair  Thetis  shows olBE^  inker  best  silver  slippers — 

Lord  Bags*  took  bis  annual  trip  t'other  day, 
To  taste  the  sea  breexes,  and  chat  with  the  dip- 
pers. 

1  A  tmall  bathing-place  on  th«  coatt  of  Dorf«Cihirr,  lonfr  a 
tevourlte  simmer  retort  of  the  ex-noblemaii  in  question,  and, 
tiU  tkii  aecuon^  much  fkvquented  also  Xsj  gentlemen  of  the 
church. 

s  Tbe  Lord  Chancellor  EkU-o. 
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Wo^  wo  to  the  man,  who  sach  doings  would 

smother! — 

On,  Lather  of  Caranl  On,  Samt  of  Kilgroggy ! 

With  whip  in  one  hand,  and  with  Bible  in  t'other, 

Like  Mango*8  tormenter,  both  **  preachee  and 

floggee." 

Gome,  Saints  firom  all  quarters,  and  marshal  his  way ; 

Come,  L — rt — n,  who,  scorning  profane  erudition, 
Pbpp'd  Shakspeare,  they  say,  in  the  river,  one  day, 

TboBgh  'twas  only  old  Bowdler's  Velluti  edition. 

Come,  R— den,  who  doubtest — so  mild  are  thy 
Tiews — 

Whether  Bibles  or  bullets  are  best  for  the  nation ; 
Who  leaT'st  to  poor  Paddy  no  medium  to  choose, 

Twixt  good  old  Rebellion  and  new  Reformation. 

What  more  from  her  Saints  can  Hibemia  require  ? 

St  Bridget,  of  yore,  like  a  dutiful  daughter, 
Sapplied  her,  *tis  said,  with  perpetual  fire,  ^ 

And  Saints  keep  her,  now^  in  eternal  hot  water. 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  would  check  their  career. 
Or  stop  the  liillennium,  that's  sure  to  await  us. 

When,  Ueas'd  with  an  orthodox  crop  every  year. 
We  shall  learn  to  raise  Protestants,  fast  as  pota- 
toes. 

h  kidnapping  Papists,  our  rulers,  we  know, 

Had  been  trying  their  talent  for  many  a  day  ; 
Till  F — mh — ^m,  when  all  had  been  tried,  came  to 
show. 
Like  the  German  flea-catcher,  "  anoder  goot 
way." 

And  nothing's  more  simple  than  F — mh — ^m's  re- 
ceipt ; — 
"  Catch  your  Catholic,  first — soak  him  well  in 

**  Add  aalary  sauce',  and  the  thing  is  complete. 
**  Ton  may  serve  up  your  Protestant,  smoking 
and  clean." 

**  Wo,  wo  to  the  wag,  who  would  laugh  at  such 
cookery ! " 

Thus,  from  his  perch,  did  I  hear  a  black  crow* 
Caw  angrily  out,  while  the  rest  of  the  rookery 

Open'd  their  bills,  and  re-echo'd  ''  Wo !  wo  ! " 


I  Tbe  hiextingulflluble  fire  of  Sti  Bridget,  at  Kildare. 

>  Wbltkey. 

*  **  We  uoderttaiMI  tbas  tereral  applications  have  lately 
km  mmUm  to  tbe  ProteetaDt  clergymen  of  this  town  by  fel- 
lovs,  tM|«tiriag  *  What  are  they  giriiig  a  bead  for  converts  ? '" 
—  Wet^fird  Pet, 


TOUT  POUR  LA  TRIPE. 

*'  If,  in  China  or  among  the  nativrs  of  India,  wc  claimed  cItII 
adTantages  which  were  connected  with  religious  usages, 
little  as  we  might  value  those  forms  in  our  hearts,  we 
should  think  common  decency  required  us  to  abstain  from 
treating  them  with  ofTensive  contumely ;  and,  though 
unable  to  consider  them  sacred,  we  would  not  sneer  at  the 
name  of  Fot,  or  laugh  at  tbe  imputed  divinity  of  ViitknouJ* 
—  Courier^  Tuesday,  Jan.  16. 

1827. 

Come,  take  my  advice,  never  trouble  your  cranium. 
When  "  civil  advantages"  are  to  be  gain'd. 

What  god  or  what  goddess  may  help  to  obtain 
you  *em, 
Hindoo  or  Chinese,  so  they're  only  obtain'd. 

In  this  world  (let  me  hint  in  your  organ  auricular) 
All  the  good  things  to  good  hypocrites  fall ; 

And  he,  who  in  swallowing  creeds  is  particular. 
Soon  will  have  nothing  to  swallow  at  all. 

Oh  place  me  where  Fo  (or,  as  some  call  him,  Fot) 
Is  the  god,  from  whom  "  civil  advantages"  flow. 

And  you'll  find,  if  there's  any  thing  snug  to  be  got, 
I  shall  soon  be  on  excellent  terms  with  old  Fo. 

Or  were  I  where  VUhnuj  that  four-handed  god. 
Is  the  quadruple  giver  of  pensions  and  places, 

I  own  I  should  feel  it  unchristian  and  odd 
Not  to  find  myself  also  in  FuAnu's  good  graces. 

For,  among  all  the  gods  that  humanely  attend 
To  our  wants  in  this  planet,  the  gods  to  my  wishes 

Are  those  that,  like  Vishnu  and  others,  descend 
In  the  form,  so  attractive,  of  loaves  and  of  fishes !  ^ 

So  take  my  advice — for,  if  even  the  devil 
Should  tempt  men  again  as  an  idol  to  try  him, 

'Twere  best  for  us  Tories,  even  then,  to  be  civil, 
As  nobody  doubts  we  should  get  something  by 
him. 


ENIGMA. 


Monstrum  nulla  vlrtute  redemphtm. 

Come,  riddle-rae-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree, 
And  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 


^  Of  the  rook  vpecX^—CorvusfmgiltguM^  i.  e.  a  great  con. 
sumer  of  com. 

^  Vishnu  was  (as  Sir  W.Jones  calls  him)  "a  pisciform 
god,"  —  his  first  Avatar  being  in  the  shape  of  a  fish. 
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MOORE'S^ 


I  am  ntuij  oac  kandred  and  thirty  yean  old, 

Aad  tberefim  no  chicken,  aa  yon  may  suppoce  ;— 
Thoogh  a  dwaif  in  my  youth  (aa  my  niinea  hare 

toldX 
I  have,  er'ry  year  f  ince,  been  outgrowing  my 
oouiea , 
TQl,  at  laat,  aiich  a  corpulent  giant  I  atand. 

That,  if  fblka  were  to  fnmiah  me  now  with  a  suit. 
It  would  take  eT*ry  monel  of  jcnjp  in'the  land 

BoitonMaanremy  bulk  from  the  head  to  the  foot 
HeaeCi  they  who  tn>mf  in  m^  grown  sick  of  my 
stature. 
To  eo?er  me  nothing  but  rags  will  supply  ; 
And  the  doctors  declare  that,  in  due  course  of 

About  the  year  30  in  rags  I  shall  die. 
Meanwhile,  I  stalk  hungry  and  bloated  around. 

An  olject  of  imfreat,  most  painful,  to  all ; 
la  the  warehouse,  the  cottage,  the  palace  Fm  found. 
Holding  citiaen,  peasant,  and  king  in  my  thralL 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  oh  riddle-me-ree. 
Come,  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 

When  the  lord  of  the  counting-houae  bends  o*er 
his  book. 
Bright  pietares  of  prc^t  delighting  to  draw, 
O^  his  shoolden  with  large  cipher  eye-balls  I  look. 
And  down  drops  the  pen  from  his  paralysed  paw ! 
When  the  Premier  lies  dreaming  of  dear  Waterloo, 
And   expects    through    another   to  caper  and 
prank  it, 
Tou*d  laugh  did  you  see,  when  1  bellow  out ''  Boo !  '* 
How  he  hides  his  brave  Waterloo  head  in  the 
blanket 
When  mighty  Belshazzar  brims  high  in  the  hall 
His  cup.  full  of  gout,  to  the  Gaul's  overthrow, 
Lo,  *«  Eight  Hundred  Miliions^  I  write  on  the  wall, 
And  the  cup  falls  to  earth  and — the  gout  to  his 
toe! 
But  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  when  largely  I  cram 
My  maw  with  the  fruits  of  the  Squirearchy's 
acrea, 
And,  knowing  who  made  me  the  thing  that  I  am, 
like  the  monster  of  Frankenstein,  worry  my 
makers. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree. 
And  tell,  if  thou  knows't,  who  /  may  be. 


'  <ln«orthe  shows  of  London. 

•  Mor«  (wirtleuUrly  bis  Orac«*s  celebrated  amendment  to 
Ika  (^urn  Hill  t  fur  which,  and  the  circumstances  connected 
whti  U,  see  Annual  Heg ister  for  a.  d.  1897. 
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Why,  why  haye  ye  taken  your  flight. 
Ye  diyeiting  and  dignified  crew  ? 

How  ill  do  three  fiu^ses  a  night. 
At  the  Haymarket,  pay  us  for  you ! 

For,  what  is  Bombastes  to  thee. 
My  Ell — nbro*,  when  thou  look'st  big? 

Or,  where*8  the  burlctta  can  be 
Like  L — d — rd — ^le^s  wit,  and  his  wig  ? 

I  doubt  if  eT*n  Griffinhoof  >  could 
(Though  Griflin*s  a  comical  lad) 

Invent  any  joke  half  so  good 
As  that  precious  one,  '*  This  is  too  bad  1** 

Then  come  again,  come  again.  Spring  ! 

Oh  haste  thee,  with  Fun  in  thy  train  ; 
And — of  all  things  the  fbnniest — bring 

These  exalted  Orimaldis  again  I 


THE  -  LIVING  DOG"  AND  "THE 
DEAD  LION." 

1828. 


week  will  be  published  (as  "  Lives**  are  the 

Tbe  whole  Reminiscences,  wond'rous  and  strange, 
Of  a  small  pnppy-dog,  that  liv'd  once  in  the  cage 
Of  the  late  noble  Lion  at  Exeter  'Change. 

Though  the  dog  is  a  dog  of  the  kind  they  call 
-sad,- 

*Tisapappy  that  much  to  good  breeding  pretends ; 
And  few  dogs  have  such  opportunities  had 

Of  knowing  how  Lions  behave — among  friends ; 

Bow  that  animal  eats,  how  he  snores,  how  he  drinks, 
is  an  noted  down  by  this  Boswcll  so  small ; 

And  *tis  plain,  from  each  sentence,  the  puppy-dog 
thinks 
Tbat  the  Lion  was  no  such  great  things  after  alL 

noogh  he  roar'd  pretty  well — this  the  puppy 
allows— 
It  was  all,  he  says,  borrow*d — all  second-hand 

<  m 


mtm  tff  gmerre  nadw  which  Colman  has  written 


of  this  year,  the  designs  of  Don 
•gainst  the  coastitution  establisbnl 


And  he  vastly  prefers  his  own  little  bow-wows 
To  the  loftiest  war-note  the  Lion  could  pour. 

*Tis,  indeed,  as  good  fun  as  a  Cynic  could  ask. 
To  see  how  this  cockney-bred  setter  of  rabbits 

Takes  gravely  the  Lord  of  the  Forest  to  task. 
And  judges  of  lions  by  puppy-dog  habits. 

Nay,  fed  as  he  was  (and  this  makes  it  a  dark  case) 
With  sops  every  day  from  the  Lion's  own  pan. 

He  lifts  up  his  leg  at  the  noble  beast's  carcass, 
And — does  all  a  dog,  so  diminutive,  can. 

However,  the  book's  a  good  book,  being  rich  in 

Examples  and  warnings  to  lions  high-bred. 
How  they  suffer  small  mongrelly  curs  in  their 
kitchen 
Who*ll  feed  on  them  living,  and  foul  them  when 
dead. 

T.   PiDCOCK. 
Exfter  *  Change. 


ODE  TO  DON  MIGUEL 

Ettu.  UnsTe/ 


18S8.S 


What  I  Miguel,  not  patriotic  ?  oh,  fye. 
After  so  much  good  teaching  'tis  quite  a  take-in^ 
Sir;  — 
First  schooled,  as  you  were,  under  Mettemich's  eye, 
And  then  (as  young  misses  say)  **  finished"  at 
Windsor's 

I  ne'er  in  my  life  knew  a  case  that  was  harder ; — 
Such  feasts  as  you  had,  when  you  made  us  a  call  I 

Three  courses  each  day  from  his  Majesty's  larder, — 
And  now,  to  turn  absolute  Don,  after  all  I! 

Some  authors,  like  Bayes,  to  the  style  and  the  matter 
Of  each  thing  they  write  suit  the  way  that  they 
c/ine, 
Roast  sirloin  for  Epic,  broil'd  devils  for  Satire, 
And  hotchpotch  and  trifle  for  rhymes  such  as 
mine. 

That  Rulers  should  feed  the  same  way,  I've  no 
doubt; — 
Great  Despots  on  bcuitti  serv'd  up  a  is  RuMtt,^ 


3  Don  Miguel  had  paid  a  Tide  to  the  English  court,  at 
the  close  of  the  year  lS*/7. 

<  Dressed  with  a  plut  of  the  strongest  spirits —a  flsTourite 

dish  of  the  Great  Frederick  of  Pnissta,  and  which  h«  perse- 

nrare  openly  to  declare  them-     rrred  in  eating  even  on  his  death-hed,  nuch  to  the  horror  of 

his  physician  Zhnmerman. 
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TowisallOcnMDPriiiMioBfrogtuidicNirenNrt,    Wh 
Aad  jnur  Viet-roy  of  Hanorer  ilirayi  oo  gooat,    Hii 

Ah, 

DoM»  too^  bave  flMcied  (though  thii  may  be    Her 

AMe)  ,Ifi 

A  diili  rather  dwr,  if^  in  cooking,  they  blander    An 

it;—  But 

Kol  oootcnt  with  the  eommon  hat  meat  om  a  table,    T« 

TlMB7Vepaftial(ah,llig?)toadiihori»tfKiMier    If« 

it!>  Wb 

MbwoDder  a  Don  of  aneh  appetitctfcand  Ifo 

Even  MTindsor*!  coUatioos  plebeianly  plain ;         Orl 

When  the  dishea  moat  kisk  that  my  Lady  tenda    If  I 

roond  To 

Aie  her  JfacaloiOB  entlcta  and  aoop  k  la  Remt,    Thi 

Off 
Ahat  that  a  yooth  with  oneb  charming  beginnings,    A» 

Shoold  aink«  all  at  once,  to  ao  md  a  eooelnsion,  . 
And,  what  m  atiU  wone,  throw  the  loeingi  and  ; 
winnings 
Of  woithica  on  *Cbange  tntoso  mnch  ocmfbsion ! 

t: 

The  Balls,  in  hystcriea— the  Bean  jost  as  bad  —  ; 

The  few  men  who  Aocv,  and  the  many  wbo^re 
■0ttich« 
AB  shoek*d  to  find  oat  that  that  promising  lad. 

Prince  Sicnemich's  papil,  is — ael  patriotic ! 


~  Kxc 

THOUGHTS  ON  THE  PRESENT  GOVERN-    -^°*^ 

MENT  OF  IRELAND.  _  ^ 

The 

_,  *'*        The 

OfT  hate  I  seen,  in  gaj,  eqae«trian  pride,  "p^^^ 

]^MM  well-roug'd  Touth  round  Astlev's  Cirvo*  ride  -p] 

Two   stately    steeds  —  standing,    with    graceful  ^^j 

straddle,  yy 

Like  him  of  Rhodes,  with  foot  on  either  saddle,  |  :^^ 

While  to  soft  tones — some  jigs,  and  some  as-  |  {^^ 

;                ^satet—  ^Vhe 

I    He  ifeeers  aroand  his  ligbt-pac*d  Rosinantes.  j^  ^ 

Inh, 
So  rides  akmg;  with  canter  smooth  and  pleasant.       ^^ 

Thai  horseman  bold.  Lord  A  nglesea,  at  present ;  —    j^^ 

BapUt  and  ProUMtani  the  coursers  twain,  ^^  , 

That  lend  their  necks  to  his  impartial  rein. 

And  round  the  ring — each  honour*d,  as  they  gcv.     Cun< 

With  equal  pressure  from  his  gracious  toe —  !      Of 

To  the  old  medley  tune,  half  **  Patrick's  Dav"        '  Scvne 

And  half  "  Roync  WatiMr,**  take  their  cant'ring  war.  \     >Ii 


I  Thii  qulH  nur  of  munlpr.  with  «ll  Hi  fNurticulan  —  the 
j    hUliifl  \hm  hnilf  undiir  ttn*  t1lntii>r*|jil»lii,  Ac.  ftc  U,  no  ' 
I    doulA,  wHI  kmtwti  In  Ihii  rmiil*>r. 
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had  sigh'd  their  last  amen 
le  canting  lips  of  saints  that  would  be ; 
once  own'd  by  "  the  best  of  men," 
1  proved — no  better  than  they  should  be. 
era,  a  poet*s  &me  I  spied, 
ining  fair,  now  soaked  and  black — 
ler**  (an  imp  at  my  elbow  cried), 
pick'd  it  oat  of  a  butt  of  sack ! 


I  It 


I  yell  was  heard  o'er  head, 
himney-sweeper's  lofty  sommons ; 
devil  right  downward  sped, 
within  his  claws  so  red, 
(men's  characters,  found,  he  said, 
^ht,  on  the  floor  of  the  House  of  Com- 
is ; 

I,  with  black  official  grin, 
the  Chief  Imp  handed  in ; — 
articles  much  the  worse 
r  journey  down,  as  you  may  suppose ; 
devilish  rank — "  Odds  curse  1" 
Lord  Chief  Imp,  and  held  his  nose. 

"  quoth  he,  "  I  know  ftdl  well 

lom  these  two  stray  mattera  fell ;" — 

ing  away,  with  loathful  shrug, 

aner  waif  (as  he  would  a  drug 

ible's  own  dark  hand  had  mix'd), 

n  the  other  i  firm  he  fix'd, 

^,  though  mischief  Iaugh*d  in  his  eye, 

al,  because  of  the  young  imps  by, 

)ity  I"  he  cried — "  so  fresh  its  gloss, 

preserved — 'tis  a  public  loss  I 

les  of  a  man,  the  careless  blockhead, 

his  character  in  his  pocket ; 

re — without  considering  whether 

room  for  that  and  his  gains  together — 

ig,  and  cramming,  and  cramming  away, 

t  slips  character  some  fine  day ! 

" — and  here  he  view'd  it  round  — 
cle  still  may  pass  for  soimd. 
78,  soon  patch'd,  some  stains  are  all 
Q  it  has  had  in  its  luckless  fall. 
pk!*' — and  he  caird  to  one  of  his  train — 
er  may  have  this  back  again, 
lamag'd  for  ever,  if  us'd  with  skill, 
frve,  perhaps,  to  trade  on  still ; 
he  gem  can  never,  as  once,  be  set, 
for  a  Tory  Cabinet" 


I  H-k-n. 


HOW  TO  WRITE  BY  PROXY. 


Qui  belt  per  alium  fkcit  per  le. 


'Mono  our  neighbours,  the  French,  in  the  good  olden 
time 
When  Nobility  flourish'd,  great  Barons  and  Dukes 
Often  set  up  for  authors  in  prose  and  in  rhyme. 
But  ne'er  took  the  trouble  to  write  their  own 
books. 

Poor  devils  were  found  to  dothisfor  their  betters; 

And  one  day,  a  Bishop,  addressing  a  Blue^ 

Said,  ''Ma'am,  have  you  read  my  new  Pastoral 
Letters?" 
To  which  theiS/iieanswer'd— *'  No^  Bishop,  have 

The  same  is  now  done  by  owr  privileg'd  class  ; 

And,  to  show  you  how  simple  the  process  it  needs, 
[f  a  great  Major-General  ^  wishes  to  pass 

For  an  author  of  History,  thus  he  proceeds :  — 

First,  scribbling  his  own  stock  of  notions  as  well 
As  he  can,  with  a^oose-quill  that  claims  him  as  AtJi, 

He  settles  his  neckcloth—takes  snuff— rings  the  bell. 
And  yawningly  ordera  a  Subaltern  in. 

The  Subaltern  comes — sees  his  General  seated. 

In  all  the  self-glory  of  authorship  swellmg;  — 
"  There,  look,"  saith  his  Lordship,  "  My  work  is 
completed,  — 
*'  It  wants  nothing  now,  but  the  grammar  and 
spelling." 

Well  used  to  a  breach,  the  brave  Subaltern  dreads 
Awkward  breaches  of  syntax  a  hundred  times 
more; 
And,  though  often  condemn'd  to  see  breaking  of 
heads. 
He  had  ne'er  seen  such  breakmg  of  Priscian's 
before. 

However,  the  job's  sure  to  pay — that's  enough — 
So,  to  it  he  sets  with  his  tinkering  hammer, 

Convinc'd  that  there  never  was  job  half  so  tough 
As  the  mending  a  greatMigor-General's  grammar. 

But,  lo,  afresh  puzzlement  starts  up  to  view — 
New  toil  for  the  Sub — for  the  I-iord  new  expense: 

'Tis  discover'd  that  mending  his  ^rrammar  wo'n'tdo^ 
As  the  Subaltern  also  must  find  him  in  sense  ! 


9  Or  Lieutenant-General,  as  it  maj  happen  to  be. 


ISaO  MOORFS  w 


At  tart— cm  tilit  if  adiievcd  by  bii  aid  s 
FrieodSabBllcn  pockets  the  cash  and— theitory; 

DnoM  beat— the  new  Orand  March  of  Intellect'i 
pUy-d- 
Aad  off  ftniti  my  Lord,  the  Hiitorian,  in  glory  I 


IMITATION  OF  THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE. 

•*  0«1  %wA  teo  gU  tplrM  Mall 
IM4ak.dili.4iglQ,diMgUMaa.**    li|^knw.  cmo  5. 

I  tobh'd  my  ite|ii,  and  lo»  a  shadowy  throng 
Of  ghosts  came  finttering  towards  me^-lblown  along. 
Like  cockchafers  in  high  antnmnal  storms, 
By  many  a  fitfhl  gost  that  throogfa  their  Ibrms 
Whistled,  as  on  they  came,  with  wheesy  pnfi^ 
And  |mff*d  as — though  they*d  nerer  poff  enoogh. 

**  Whence  and  what  are  ye?"  pitying  I  inquired 
Of  these  poor  ghosts,  who,  tatter'd,  tost,  and  tir'd 
With  snch  eternal  pnflhig,  scarce  cooid  stand 
'  On  their  lean  legs  while  answering  my  demand. 
**  We  once  were  authors** — thos  the  Sprite,  who  led 
This  tag>rag  regiment  of  spectres,  said — 
**  Anthon  of  erery  sex,  male,  female,  neuter, 
**  Who, eariysmit  with  loreof  praise  and — papier^  i 
**  On  C-4b— o*s<  sheWes  first  saw  the  light  of  day, 
*•  In  's  puffs  exhal'd  our  lives  away  — 

**  Like  summer  windmills,  doom*d  to  dusty  peace, 
**  When  the  brisk  gales,  that  lent  them  motion  cease. 
**  Ah,  little  knew  we  then  what  ills  await 
**  Moch-Iauded  scribblers  in  their  after  state ; 
"  Bepaff'd  on  earth — how  loudly  Str — t  can  tell  — 
**  And,  dire  reward,  now  doubly  puff'd  in  hell !  ** 
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ToQch*d  with  compassion  for  his  ghastly  crew. 
Whose  ribs,  even  now,  the  hollow  wind  sungthrough  :  **  I  i 
In  moiimful  prose, — such  prose  as  Rosa's-*  ghost 
Still  at  the*  accustom'd  hour  of  eggs  and  toast,  ^  '  \ 

Sighsthrooghthecolamnsof  thtflf— ra— ^P— 4,—  j  "*  To 
PensiTC  I  tum'd  to  weep,  when  he,  who  stood  i  **  Wi 
Foremost  of  all  that  flatnlential  brood,  ■  **  Ao 

Singling  a  sAe-gbost  from  the  party,  said,  ' 

"  AUow  me  to  present  Miss  X.  Y.  Z.,*  '•■  "  To 

**  One  of  oar  Uttered  nymphs — excuse  the  pan —  ,  **  Wi 
**  Who  gained  a  name  on  earth  by  — having  none  ;  *^  Bu 
**  And  whose  initials  would  immortal  be,  ;  ^  '  ° 

««  Had  she  but  leam*d  those  plain  ones,  ARC.    i  **  TU 


I  Tfw  rimatcoi  term  for  moofj.  *  Si 

*  Thp  riHuliT  nwj  flU  up  thit  gap  wWi  mf  one  of  the 
MA-  puMUhvn  of  l«ondon  ttiat  occurs  to  bfao.  '  **  I 

•  RoM  Mntildn,  who  wai  for  maiir  ycart  Ibo  wrker  oT  tto    Ifamb 
polittrsl  iiHlcIn  In  th«>  Journal  allad«4  to.  md  vboie  ipMt 
•till  Momi  to  pr««Me  -  *•  rvtuat  Koaa** '9W  to 
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*■  And,  ready  still  eren  waiters'  souls  to  damn, 
*  The  Devil  bat  rang  his  bell,  and — here  I  am ;  — 
"  Yes — *  Coming  up^  Sir,*  once  my  favourite  cry, 
**  Exchanged  for  *  Coming  dbum.  Sir,'  here  am  I !  '* 

Scaree  had  the  spectre's  lips  these  words  let  drop. 

When,  lo,  a  breexe — such  as  from 's  shop 

Blows  in  the  vemal  hour,  when  puffs  prevail. 

And  speeds  the  sheets  and  swells  the  lagging  sale — 

Took  the  poor  waiter  rudely  in  the  poop, 

And,  whirling  him  and  all  his  grisly  group 

Of  literary  ghosts  ~  Miss  X.  Y.  Z.— 

The  nameless  author,  better  known  than  read — 

Sir  Jo. — the  Honourable  Mr.  L — st — r. 

And,  last,  not  least,  Lord  Nobody's  twin-sister — 

Blew  them,  ye  gods,  with  all  their  prose  and  rhymes 

And  sins  about  them,  far  into  those  climes 

**  WberePeterpitch'd  his  waistcoat  ^ "  in  old  times. 

Leaving  me  much  in  doubt,  as  on  I  prest. 

With  my  great  master,  through  this  realm  unblest. 

Whether  old  Nick  or  C — ^Ib— n  puffs  the  best. 


LAMENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF  LORD 
B— TH— ST'S  TAIL.* 

All  ta  again  —  unlook'd  for  bliss  ! 

Yet,  ah,  one  adjunct  still  we  miss ;  — 

One  tender  tie,  attached  so  long 

To  the  same  head,  through  right  and  wrong. 

Why,  B — ^th— St,  why  didst  thou  cut  off 

That  memorable  tail  of  thine  ? 
Why  —  as  if  one  was  not  enough  — 

Thy  pig-tie  with  thy  place  resign. 
And  thus,  at  once,  both  cut  and  run  f 
Alas,  my  Lord,  'twas  not  well  done, 
'Twas  not,  indeed  —  thouph  sad  at  heart. 
Prom  office  and  its  sweets  to  part, 
YcC  hopes  of  coming  in  again, 
Sweet  Tory  hopes  !  beguifd  our  pain  ; 
Bat  thus  to  miss  that  tail  of  thine. 
Through  long,  long  years  our  rallying  sign  — 
As  if  the  State  and  all  its  powers 
By  tenancy  in  tail  were  ours  — 
To  see  it  thos  by  scissors  fall. 
This  was  **  the'  unkindest  cut  of  all ! " 
It  Bcem'd  as  though  the'  ascendant  day 
Of  Toryism  had  pass'd  away, 

allasioo  to  the  old  tajIng/'Nincnillcf  bo- 
h«rt  Pctrr  pitched  his  waiitcont." 

Lord,  it  it  well  known,  cut  oflT  thif  much- 
oo  hU  retirement  from  ofBce  »ome 


And,  proving  Samson's  story  true. 
She  lost  her  vigour  with  her  queue. 

Parties  are  much  like  fish,  'tis  said  — 
The  tail  directs  them,  not  the  head ; 
Then,  how  could  any  party  fail. 
That  steer'd  its  course  by  B — th — st's  taQ  ? 
Not  Murat's  plume,  through  Wagram's  fight. 

E'er  shed  such  guiding  glories  from  it. 
As  erst,  in  all  true  Tories'  sight, 

Blaz'd  from  our  old  Colonial  comet ! 
If  you,  my  Lord,  a  Bashaw  were, 

(As  W — 11 — gt — n  will  be  anon) 
Thou  might'st  have  had  a  tail  to  spare  ; 

But  no,  alas,  thou  hadst  but  one, 

And  that  —  like  Troy,  or  Babylon, 

A  tale  of  other  times  —  is  gone ! 
Yet  —  weep  ye  not,  ye  Tories  true  — 

Fate  has  not  yet  of  all  bereft  us ; 
Though  thus  depriv'd  of  B — ^th — st's  queue. 

We've  E— b— h's  curls  still  left  us  ;  — 
Sweet  curls,  from  which  young  Love,  so  vicious, 
His  shots,  as  from  nine-pounders,  issues  ; 
Grand,  glorious  curls,  which,  in  debate, 
Surcharg'd  with  all  a  nation's  fate. 
His  Lordship  shakes,  as  Homer's  God  did,  > 

And  oft  in  thundering  talk  comes  near  him ; — 
Except  that,  there,  the  speaker  nodded. 

And,  here,  'tis  only  those  who  hear  him. 
I^ng,  long,  ye  ringlets,  on  the  soil 

Of  that  fat  cranium  may  ye  flourish. 
With  plenty  of  Macassar  oil. 

Through  many  a  year  your  growth  to  nourish! 
And,  ah,  should  Time  too  soon  unsheath 

His  barbarous  shears  such  locks  to  sever, 
Still  dear  to  Tories,  even  in  death. 
Their  last,  lov'd  relics  we'll  bequeath, 

A  Aair-loom  to  our  sons  for  ever. 


THE  CHERRIES. 


A    PARABLE.^ 
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See  those  cherries,  how  they  cover 
Y'onder  sunny  garden  wall ;  — 

Had  they  not  that  network  over. 
Thieving  birds  would  eat  them  all. 

s  "  ShjikRS  hif  ambrosial  curls,  and  firet  the  nod." 

Popr'«  Hotmfr. 
*  Written  during  the  Ute  dlKutsion  on  the  Te«t  and  Cor- 
poration Acti. 


p 

^^^^^ 

r 

522                                           MOORE'S  WOEKS.                                    | 

Lj 

1        So,  to  guard  oM  posts  sad  penrionB, 

Or,  Goths  as  ye  are.  in  yoor  mnliinida  t^H 

^^^^H          Ancieot  sagei  iroro  a  net, 

Beconteui  with  lucceu,  sud  prvlmd^^l 

■ 

^^■^           OnlT  «Tlai»  koaves  can  |»C. 

If  the  words  of  the  wi»e  aud  the  gvn'iM^I 

ahall  ire  then  thi>  network  »idea  f 

breath, 

ShaU  we  stretch  tbe«  aacred  holes. 

Let  MotM  do  the  office—and  t/ptn  h.4  Hf  p 

Through  n-hieh.  eTcn  already,  slide  in 

Orati  la— gl-^  or  T— ad— 1 M  talk  htfUM 

LoU  of  fmall  diBSeDtiug  souk? 

"GodforbidI"oldr«h,cnetb; 

"God  forbid  I "  soechol: 
Ever?  ravenous  bird  that  flieth 

Then  would  al  our  cherriis  fly. 

Chain,  pervsaite.  plunder -do  aU  Ihalj 

But  save  ui,  al  leatt.  tbe  old  woman! 

Of  a  F-st— r.  who.  dnUy  prophetic  of 

Bons^ 

Opebuihalfaninchor«>, 

And,  behold,  what  bevies  break  in ;  — 

Bring  legions  of  Sqnirea— if  they'll  onlr 

Sire,  some  curst  old  Popish  crow 

And  array  their  thick  beads  agsiut 
right. 
Like  the  Roman  of  old,  of  historic  repi 

Pops  his  long  and  lickensh  beak  in ; 

Who  vriih  drovea  of  dninb  uumab 

fight  i 

Slip  in  eaaj  any  where  i  — 

Pour  out,  from  each  comer  and  hole  tt 
Your  Bedchamber  lordlings.ymir  sail 

Who,  ripe  for  aU  job-work,  no  nutUr  1 

Where  there's  picking  goiog  on  ; 

Have  their  conscience*  tB<4'd  to  tl 

And  that  water-fowl,  the  Bnptist  — 

and  Slave*. 

All  would  share  our  fruits  anon  ; 

Catch  all  the  ■moll  fry  «ho.  «a  Jarcnd 

Every  bird,  of  e*ery  city, 

Are  tbe  Treasury's  creatures.  *b« 

That,  for  years,  with  ceaseless  din. 

Hath  rerers'd  Ibe  ((arling's  ditty, 

With  all  the  boM.  time-scrring  KaSf 

Singing  out  •■  I  can'l  get  in." 

"Godforbidl"  old  re»(y snirelsi 

ship  even  him  j 

"God  forbid  1"  I  echo  too: 

And  while,  on  tbe  one  side,  each  nam- 

Rather  may  ten  thouiund  d-T-Ia 

That  illamiiiM  and  Messes  oar  agr  J*  ecttHt 

Seize  the  whole  voracious  crew  I 

While  tbe  Foxes,  tbe  PUk.  and  the  Canning. lo 

ir  less  costly  fruit  wo'n'l  suit  'ent, 

Hips  and  haws,  and  such  like  berries. 

And  drop  o'er  the  cause  their  rich  ndk^ 

Curse  the  cormorants  t  atone  'em,  shoot  'em. 

Miod;                                           ^H 

Any  thing  —  to  save  our  cherries. 

Let  bold  Paddy  U— -Iniei  show  hii  tiac^H 

And.  eonn^g  of  noses  the  quntnmJ^I 
I.et  Paddy  but  say,  like  the  GnKchi'i  bi^H 

STANZAS  WRITTEN  IN  ANTICIPATION 

"  Come  forward,  my  jn>ei»''— 'tii  alll^H 

OP  DEFEAT,  1 

IMS. 

Ajid  thus  let  yonr  farce  be  enacMid  htn^H 

If  we  mnal  run  the  gauntlet  through  blood  and 

But  spare  even  your  victims  the  tottUN^^H 

eipeuses 

■  Durlnft  lli«  dlKuuIm  of  lbs  aukoUr  queallun  In  Ike 

"  rublui.  obD  Kol  imm  nf  bollorlL.  ^sliit  ^^| 

pnilvr'i  luDl  ii  •ivll  .-ntrt. 

■ 

1 
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ODE  TO  THE  WOODS  AND  FOREST& 


BT  ONE  or  THB  BOARD. 


18S8. 


I«r  other  bards  to  groves  repair, 
Where  linnets  strain  their  tuneful  throats, 

Mme  be  the  Woods  and  Forests,  'where 
The  Tieasurj  poors  its  sweeter  notes. 

No  whispering  winds  have  charms  for  me, 
Nor  leph  jrs  balmy  sighs  I  ask ; 

To  ruse  the  wind  for  Royalty 
Be  all  our  Sylvan  zephyr's  task ! 

And*  *stead  of  crystal  brooks  and  floods, 
And  all  snch  vulgar  irrigation. 

Let  Gallic  rhino  through  our  Woods 
IMvert  its  **  course  of  liquid-ation/' 

Ah,  nrcly,  Virgil  knew  full  well 
What  Woods  and  Forests  aught  to  be, 

When,  sly,  he  introduc'd  in  hell 
ffis  guinea-plant,  his  bullion-tree  :  —  ■ 

Hot  Me  I  why,  some  future  day. 
When  short  of  cash,  we  should  not  send 

Ov  H — ^rr — s  down — he  knows  the  way — 
To  ace  if  Woods  in  heU  w  ill  lend. 

LoDg  may  ye  flourish,  sylvan  haunts. 
Beneath  whose  "  hranche*  of  expense** 

Car  gracionB  K g  gets  all  he  wants, — 

Excqfl  a  little  taste  and  sense. 

Long,  in  your  golden  shade  rcclin'd. 
Like  him  of  fair  Armida's  bowers, 

ICay  W — 11 — n  some  MHwcZ-nymph  find. 
To  cheer  his  dozenth  lustrum's  hours ; 

To  rest  from  toil  the  Great  Untaught, 
And  soothe  the  pangs  his  warlike  brain 

Most  snfTer,  when,  unus'd  to  thought, 
It  tries  to  think,  and — tries  in  vain. 

Oh  long  may  Woods  and  Forests  be 
Prcterv'd,  in  all  their  teeming  graces. 

To  shelter  Tory  bards,  like  me. 
Woo  take  delight  in  Sylvan  places  I  ^ 


>  CUM  bf  VlrfU  boUQkaUy.  **$pedfs  aurl  flrondentis." 

*       TafKli,«ljtfMi,  nlaiaemlocai*— 

Ovid. 

by  the  result  of  the  CUre 


STANZAS  FROM  THE  BANKS  OF 
THE  SHANNON. » 

I8S8. 

'*  Take  back  the  rirgin  page." 

Moou'«  Irish  Melodies. 

No  longer,  dear  V — sey,  feel  hurt  and  uneasy 
At  hearing  it  said  by  thy  Treasury  brother. 

That  thou  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper,  my  V — sey. 
And  he,  the  dear  innocent  placeman,  another.  < 

For,  lo,  what  a  service  we,  Irish,  have  done  thee; — 
Thou  now  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  no  more ; 

By  St  Patrick,  we've  scrawl'd  such  a  lesson  upon 
thee 
As  never  was  scrawl'd  upon  foolscap  before. 

Come — on  with  your  spectacles,  noble  Lord  Dnke, 
(Or  O'Connell  has  green  ones  he  haply  would 
lend  you,) 
Read  V — sey  all  o'er  (as  you  eanU  read  a  book) 
And  improve  by  the  lesson  we,  bog-trotters,  send 
you; 

A  lesson,  in  large  Roman  characters  trac*d. 
Whose  awful  impressions  from  you  and  yoor 
kin 

Of  blank-sheeted  statesmen  will  ne*er  be  effac*d — 
Unless,  'stead  of  paper ^  you're  mere  asses*  skin. 

Shall  I  help  you  to  construe  it  ?  ay,  by  the  Gods, 
Could  I  risk  a  translation,  you  should  have  a  rare 
one ; 
But  pen  against  sabre  is  desperate  odds, 

And  you,  my  I^rd  Duke  (as  you  hinted  once), 
wear  one. 

Again  and  again  I  say,  read  V — sey  o*er;  — 
You  will  find  him  worth  all  the  old  scrolls  of 
papyrus. 
That  Egypt  e'er  fiU'd  with  nonsensical  lore. 
Or  the  learned  Champollion  e'er  wrote  of^  to 
tire  us. 

All  blank  as  he  was,  we've  retum'd  him  on  hand. 

Scribbled  o'er  with  a  warning  to  Princes  and 

Dukes, 

Whose  plain,  simple  driA  if  they  wo'nt  understand. 

Though  carcss'd  at  St  James's,  they're  fit  for 

St  Luke*s. 


election,  in  the  year  1828.  when  the  Right  Ilonoarable  W. 
Vetey  Fitxgerald  was  rejected,  and  Mr.  O'Connell  retamcd. 
<  Some  expresflons  to  this  purport.  In  a  publlsbcd  letter  of 
one  of  these  gentleman,  had  then  prodnnad  a  good  daal  of 
amusement. 
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Talk  of  Imtbb  of  the  SibvUl  —  more  megolng  con- 

1 

Tcy'd  i> 

"  IF-  AHD  -  PEBaAPS.-S 

In  one  tingle  leaf  such  u  now  we  Iinve  oppll'd  on. 

■ 

Tbtm  e'er  balh  been  ultcr'd  by  nil  Ibe  old  lai]fs 

Oh  tidings  of  freedom  !  oh  accenti  of  b^ 

That  GTcr  jct  spoke,  from  the  Sibyls  to  Eld— 0. 

Won.  waft  them,  ye  lephyrs.  to  ErinV  Uh 
From  Dingle-a-coodi  to  far  Dfuughate. 

"  //mutely  the  alave  will  endore  and  tUxj. 
"  Norclankinghisfelter«.liorbreslli<iigU>p 

THE  ANNDAL  PILL, 

■■  May  think  (tender  tjranW  J)  of  Xtumn^ 

SuppOKd  to  bn  •mg  bt  Old  P.oil.  Ihf  JdW,  In  Ih« 

.u.«-                   ""J 

ch.r«l6to(M,0nr  C-.IW-OBT. 

Wiae  "  if-  and  "  perhaps  !  "— prwiootfl 

Viu,  nobodica  117  my  nice  Annual  Pill, 

our  waunda,                                    ■ 

Dst'B  to  purify  erery  tiug  noshty  avay  ? 

If  he,  whowoald  nUe  (hue  o'er  manaeMB 

Fku  nia  heart,  picii  ma  heart,  let  roe  lay  Tat  I  vill. 

Could  check  the  free  spring-iide  of  Hind,  ihi 

sounds. 

'Tia  M>  pretty  n  bolua  1— juat  donn  let  it  go. 

Even  DOW,  al  hU  feet,  like  the  tea  at  CbbU 

And.  at  vonce,  anth  a  radical  ahange  you  vill  see. 

Dat  I'd  not  be  anrpriih'd.  like  de  horae  in  de  show, 

If  your  heads  all  Tere  found,  vere  your  lailsb 

Man  knows  his  high  Charter,  and  kntoiH 

oQghi  to  be  1 

ebiini; 

And  if  ruin  mint  follow  where  fttlcn  an  tin 
Be  theirs,  who  have  forg*d  them.  Ok  pdk 

'Twill  care  all  Electors,  and  parge  away  clear 

the  sbame. 

Dat  mighty  had  itchiogdey've  got  in  deir  hands— 

'Twill  care,  too,  all  Statesmen,  of  dulness,  ma  tenr, 

"  //  the  shive  wiU  be  silent  I  -  vajg  SoUiii, 

ware- 

Vis'a. 

There  u  a  dead  silence  the  wrong'd  (aayMl 

Dere  is  nothing  al  all  vat  dia  PIU  vUl  not  reach- 

When  lhefeeling,sentb»J<fit>mllieli|>W 

Give  the  Sinecure  Shentleman  von  little  grain. 

But   clings  RiDnd  the   hean  with  <^| 

Plen  ma  hi-art.  It  nil  act,  like  de  salt  on  de  leecb, 

gloou,;-                                           m 

And  he'll  threw  de  pound*,  ahillings.  and  peoc«, 

1 

np  again! 

When  the  blush,  that  long  biim'd  on  the  n^ 

Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  FiB.  &c. 

cheek. 
Gives  place  to  the"  avenger's  pale,  reaolim  1 

And  tlie  tongue,  that  once  ihroien'd,  dislaid 

But.  amnng  oder  ling»/™(Jaw»W%  wrong. 

^,                        m 

It  vill  curs  de  Pratu/ Po«om  1  —  a  common  comphlint 

Conaigna  to  the  arm  the  high  uSce-^H 

Among  M.  P.'s  and  weavera  —  ftom  tilling  too 

IB 

long. 

//■men.  ia  that  aHence,  ahoald  think  oftH 

Should  syroploms  of  speKAiajpreak  out  on  a  dunce 

When  proudly  their  father*  in  panoply  SIM 

(Vat  is  often  de  mm),  it  viU  atop  de  diseaiw. 

Preaenting.  alike,  a  Imld  front-work  of  powiT 

And  pring  BTBy  all  de  long  apeechea  at  vonoe, 

To  (he  despot  On  laud  and  the  foe  on 

Uat  else  voiild,  Uke  tape-wonni.  come  by  degrees ! 

Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  Pill. 

That  hour,  when  a  Voice  had  cou  loMlifl 

Dal"a  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  ai-ay  ? 

west,                                            ^m 

Jless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  any  vat  I  vill, 

To  the  slave  bringiog  hoj«^  to   «fl 

■ 

alarms;                                         'M 

■ 

.^^^^.„,^^M 

B  WiUleii  aftv  hwlna  ■  crlibnud  ipeecb  m  the  Huuie  of 

.u  rclMM  b).  Ibe  H=UM  of  I*M..                    H 

■ 

Kfdi,  JWM  10.  Isia,  aheo  Ibe  nation  In  fnimir  af  CkHidIIc 

1 

1 
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And  a  lesson,  long  look'd  for,  was  taught  the  op- 
prest. 
That  kings  are  as  dost  before  freemen  in  arms ! 

Jff'f  awfbller  still,  the  mute  slave  should  recall 
That  dream  of  his  boyhood,  when  Freedom's 
sweet  day 
At  length  seem'd  to  break  through  a  long  night  of 
thrall, 
And  Union  and  Hope  went  abroad  in  its  ray ; — 

ffFmoej  should  tell  him,  that  Day-spring  of  Good, 
Thongh  swiftly  its  light  died  away  from  his 
chain, 

TlMmgh  darkly  it  set  in  a  nation's  best  blood. 
Now  wants  bat  invoking  to  shine  out  again ; 

V^'i/t  I  say — breathings  like  these  should  come 
o'er 

The  chords  of  remembrance,  and  thrill,  as  they 

come, 
Then, /ler Aopc — uy,  perhaps — but  I  dare  not  say 

more; 
Thoa  hast  will'd  that  thy  slaves  should  be  mute— 

I  am  dumb. 


WBITE  ON,  WRITE  ON. 

A  BALLAD. 

Air — *'  SItfp  on,  Mitfp  on,  my  KaihUen  dear:* 
Sahrda,  flratres  Acini.  St.  Francis. 

Write  on,  write  on,  ye  Barons  dear, 

Ye  Dukes,  write  hard  and  fast ; 
The  good  we've  sought  for  many  a  year 

Your  quills  will  bring  at  last 
One  letter  more,  N — wc — stle,  pen 

To  match  Lord  K — ny — n's  two. 
And  more  than  Ireland's  host  of  men, 

One  brace  of  Peers  will  do. 

Write  on,  write  on,  &c. 

Sure,  never,  since  the  precious  use 

Of  pen  and  ink  began, 
Did  letters,  writ  by  fools,  produce 

Such  signal  good  to  man. 
While  intellect,  *mong  high  and  low, 

Is  marching  on,  they  say, 

1  A  rererend  prebendary  of  Hereford,  in  an  Euay  on  the 
Bevciraes  of  the  Ctaarch  of  England,  has  assigned  the  origin 
«f  Ttttaea  to  **  some  onreoorded  revelation  made  to  Adam." 


Give  me  the  Dukes  and  Lords,  who  go, 
Like  crabs,  the  other  way. 

Write  on,  write  on,  &c 

Even  now  I  feel  the  coming  light — 

Even  now,  could  Folly  lure 
My  Lord  M — ntc — sh — 1,  too,  to  write. 

Emancipation's  sure. 
By  geese  (we  read  in  history), 

Old  Rome  was  sav'd  from  ill ; 
And  now,  to  quilU  of  geese,  we  see 

Old  Rome  indebted  stilL 

Write  on,  write  on,  &c. 

Write,  write,  ye  Peers,  nor  stoop  to  style. 

Nor  beat  for  sense  about — 
Things,  little  worth  a  Noble's  while. 

You're  better  far  without. 
Oh  ne*er,  since  asses  spoke  of  yore. 

Such  miracles  were  done ; 
For,  write  but  four  such  letters  more. 

And  Freedom's  cause  is  won  I 


SONG  OF  THE  DEPARTING  SPIRIT  OF 

TITHE. 

"  The  parting  Genius  is  with  sighing  sent.*'        Miltoii. 


It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er ; 

I  hear  a  Voice,  from  shore  to  shore. 

From  Dimfanaghy  to  Baltimore, 

And  it  saith,  in  sad,  parsonic  tone, 

"  Great  Tithe  and  Small  are  dead  and  gone ! 


n 


Even  now,  I  behold  your  vanishing  wings, 

Ye  Tenths  of  all  conceivable  things, 

Which  Adam  first,  as  Doctors  deem. 

Saw,  in  a  sort  of  night- mare  dream,  i 

After  the  feast  of  fruit  abhorr'd — 

First  indigestion  on  record ! — 

Ye  decimate  ducks,  ye  chosen  chicks. 

Ye  pigs  which,  though  ye  be  Catholics, 

Or  of  Calvin's  most  select  deprav'd. 

In  the  Church  must  have  your  bacon  sav*d ; — 

Ye  fields,  where  Labour  counts  his  sheaves. 

And,  whatsoe'er  Aim«e/^  believes. 

Must  bow  to  the'  Establish'd  Church  belief, 

That  the  tenth  is  always  a  Protestant  sheaf;  — 

Ye  calves,  of  which  the  man  of  Heaven 

Takes  Iriah  tithe,  one  calf  in  seven  ;< 

s  "  The  tenth  calf  is  due  to  the  parson  of  common  right ; 
and  if  there  are  scTen  he  shall  hare  one." — Bus's  Cydopitdia^ 
art. "  Tithe$:* 


MOOEFS  WOSK& 


Ye  tcntbs  of  rope,  hemp,  bsrUj,  flax, 
EggE ',  timber,  milk,  fish,  and  beea'  «ax  j 
All  lliiags,  in  abort,  since  earth's  creatioD, 
Doom'd,  bj  the  Charch's  dlfipeusation. 
To  suffer  clernij  decimalion  — 
Leaving  the  whole  (oy-worid,  since  then, 
Redac'd  to  nine  parts  nut  of  ten  : 
Or — BS  <re  eiil^alnte  thefts  aad  ursons^ 
Juat  Itit  ptr  tmt  the  wone  for  Parsons  ! 

AIm.  and  ia  all  this  wise  device 

Fur  the  saiing  of  souls  tliDB  gnneiD  a  triCK? — 

Thff  whole  put  down,  in  the  simplest  waj, 

Bj  Ihe  souk  resolviog  not  lo  pa;  ! 

And  even  the  Papiils,  ihanklesa  race, 

Who  hnve  hod  ao  much  the  euiest  eoae — 

To  payjbr  our  sfimoiu  doom'd,  'tia  true, 

But  not  condemned  to  hear  tkem,  too — 

(Our  bol/  bnsineas  being,  'tis  known, 

With  the  eart  of  their  barley,  not  their  own,) 

Even  Oiey  object  to  let  ns  pillage, 

B;  right  divine,  their  teatb  of  tiUage. 

And,  horror  of  horrors,  even  decline 

To  find  ni  in  sicramealal  wine  1^ 

It  is  o'er,  it  ia  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er. 
Ah,  never  shall  roiy  Rector  more, 
Lik<!  the  shuphcrds  of  Imel,  idl;  eal. 
And  make  of  his  Sock  "  a  prey  nnd  meat."  > 
No  more  sbal]  be  his  Che  pastoral  sport 
Of  suEog  his  flock  in  the  Bishop's  Court, 
Through  various  steps.  Citation,  Libel — 
Sciipturu  nil.  but  no(  the  Bible ; 
Working  the  Law's  whole  appamtus. 
To  get  at  Ik  few  pre-dootn'd  potatoes. 
And  summoning  nil  the  powers  of  wig. 
To  Eellle  tbe  fraction  of  a  pig !  — 
Till,  parson  and  all  committed  deep 
In  the  case  of  "  Shepherds  icraa  Sheep," 
The  Law  usurps  the  Gospel's  place:, 
And,  on  Sundays,  meeting  face  to  &ce. 
White  Plaintiff  fills  the  preacher's  station, 
Defendants  form  the  congregslion. 


So  lives  he.  Mammon's  priest,  not 
For  LfniJa  thns  all  at  siren  nnd  src 
Seeking  what  porEont  love  no  lest 
Than  tragic  poets — a  good  dinlrr. 
Instead  of  studying  St.  Augustin, 
Gregory  Nyss.,  or  old  Sl  Justin 


■.0% 


(Books  fit  only  to  board  dust  it 
Bis  reverence  stints  his  evming  m 
To  leam'd  Reports  of  Tithe  PmcMdt 
Sipping,  (he  while,  that  port  to 
Which  forms  his  only  mcimt  ttaij  t 
Port  so  old,  yon'd  swear  its  taitar 
Was  of  Ihe  age  of  Justin  Manyr, 
And.  bad  he  tipp'd  of  such,  no  doabt 
His  martyrdom  would  have  been  — 

Is  all  then  lost  ? — alas,  loo  nae — 
Ye  Tenths  belar'd,  adieo,  adien  I 
My  reign  it  o'er,  tny  ruign  is  o'o— 
Like  old  Thumb's  ghost,  *■  I  can  IM 1 


THE  EUTHANASIA  OP  TJ 

'  Wenrrli>tiltlulIlieMgDU«refm>lll(>Ua 
out.  If  It  be  »,  shr  niK  IsniillEUfa 
t±ifi  Lrarr  M  Ok  FnOfiUm  it  Hr—- 

Stop,  Intellect,  in  m«rcy  Hop, 

And  let  poor  Nick  V — ni — n — td 

Into  his  grave  in  peacv. 

Hide,  Knowledge,  hide  thy  rising : 
Voung  Freedom,  veil  tby  betdt 

Let  nothing  good  be  thought  oi 
TiU  Nick  V— n»— tl— «'s  dead  1 

Take  pity  on  a  dotard's  feara. 
Who  much  dolh  light  detest : 

And  let  his  last  few  drivctUug  J9 
lie  dork  as  were  tlie  nest. 

Yon.  too.  ye  fleeting  one-pound  m 
Speed  not  so  fail  sway — 

Ye  rags,  on  which  old  Nicky  gloa 
A  few  montha  longer  stay.* 

Together  soon,  or  mndi  I  err, 
Yuu  both  from  life  may  go — 

The  notes  unto  the  scavenger, 
And  Nick  — to  Nick  below. 

Ye  Liberals,  whate'er  yonr  plan, 
Be  all  refbrms  suspended  i 

niuri:hru«lr>Mupa>lC*aiillDlaln 
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In  compliment  to  detr  old  Van, 
Let  noching  bad  be  mended. 

Ye  Papists,  whom  oppression  wrings, 

Yoor  cry  politely  cease, 
And  fret  your  hearts  to  fiddle-strings 

That  Van  may  die  in  peace. 

So  shall  he  win  a  fame  sublime 
By  few  old  rag-men  gain*d ; 

Since  all  shall  own,  in  Nicky's  time. 
Nor  sense,  nor  justice  reign'd. 

So  shall  his  name  through  ages  past. 

And  dolts  nngotten  yet. 
Date  from  **the  days  of  Nicholas," 

With  fond  and  sad  regret ; — 

And  sighing,  say,  *'  Alas,  had  he 
**  Been  spar'd  from  Pluto^s  bowers, 

**  The  blessed  reign  of  Bigotry 
**  And  Rags  might  still  be  ours  I" 


TO  THE  REVEREND 


cm  or  THE  SIXTEEN   REQUISmONISTS    OF 
NOTTINOHAll. 

1828. 

if  HAT,  jfov,  too,  my  ••••••,  in  hashes  so  knowing. 

Of  iaooes  and  soups  Aristarchus  profest ! 

kn  jNW,  too,  my  savoury  Brunswicker,  going 
To  make  an  old  fool  of  yourself  with  the  rest? 

Par  better  to  stick  to  your  kitchen  receipts ; 

And — if  you  want  something  to  tease — for  va- 
riety, 
«o  stody  how  Ude,  in  his  **  Cookery,"  treats 

Live  eels,  when  he  fits  them  for  polish'd  society. 

kttt  snoggling  them  in,  *twixt  the  bars  of  the  fire, 
He  leaves  them  to  wriggle  and  writhe  on  the 
coals,! 

k  a  manner  that  H — m — r  himself  would  admire. 
And  wish,  'stead  of  ee2t,  they  were  Catholic  souls. 

Tdc  teUs  us,  the  fish  little  suffering  feels ; 
While  Pipiiti,  of  late,  have  more  sensitive  grown ; 


I 
•A 


;  MoDdmr  Ude  assom  ui.  to  set  rid  of  the 
la  tbb  flth. 

CMBplahit.    The  proceti  by  which  the  liven  of 
r  the  teMNM  Patis  4e/»i€  tuit. 


So,  take  my  advice,  try  your  hand  at  live  eels. 
And,  for  onct^  let  the  other  poor  devils  alone. 

I  have  even  a  still  better  receipt  for  your  cook — 
How  to  make  a  goose  die  of  confirm'd  hepatitis;^ 

And,  if  you'll,  for  once,/e2£oio-feelings  o'erlook, 
A  well*tortur*d  goose  a  most  capital  sight  is. 

First,  catch  him,  alive — make  a  good  steady  fire — 
Set  your  victim  before  it,  both  legs  being  tied, 

(As,  if  left  to  himself  he  might  wish  to  retire,) 
And  place  a  large  bowl  of  rich  cream  by  his  side. 

There  roasting  by  inches,  dry,  fever'd,  and  faint. 
Having  drunk  all  the  cream,  you  so  civilly  laid, 
off. 

He  dies  of  as  charming  a  liver  complaint 
As  ever  sleek  parson  could  wish  a  pie  made  ot 

Besides,  only  think,  my  dear  one  of  Sixteen, 
What  an  emblem  this  bird,  for  the  epicure's  use 
meant. 
Presents  of  the  mode  in  which  Ireland  has  been 
Made  a  tit-bit  for  yours  and  your  brethren's 
amusement : 

Tied  down  to  the  stake,  while  her  limbs,  as  they 
quiver, 
A  slow  fire  of  t3rranny  wastes  by  degrees — 
No  wonder  disease  should  have  swell'd  up  her  liver. 
No  wonder  you.  Gourmands,  should  love  her 
disease. 


IRISH  ANTIQUITIEa 

AccoRDiNO  to  some  leam'd  opinions 
The  Irish  once  were  Carthaginians ; 
But,  trusting  to  more  late  descriptions, 
I'd  rather  say  they  were  Egyptians. 
My  reason's  this : — the  Priests  of  Isis, 

When  forth  they  march'd  in  long  array, 
Employ*d,  *mong  other  grave  devices, 

A  Sacred  Ass  to  lead  the  way;^ 
And  still  the  antiquarian  traces 

'Mong  Irish  Lords  this  Pagan  plan. 
For  still,  in  all  religious  cases. 

They  put  Lord  R — d— n  in  the  van. 


>  To  thU  practice  the  andeDt  adeft  aUndet,  *■  AiiDat  por- 
tasc  myfteria.** 


MOORE'S  WOBKS. 


A  CUHIOUS  FACT. 

Tbe  present  Lord  K — ny — a  (the  Peer  vho  writes 

For  whicb  the  wMte-paper  fbllu  much  are  bii 

debtors) 

HMh  one  Utile  oddil;,  well  north  reciting, 
Wliich  puzzletb  obiervera,  eTea  more  Ihao  his 

WheaeTer  Lord  K— oj— n  doth  chance  to  behold 
A  cold  Apple-pie — miod,  the  pie  mial  he  cold  — 
Hi«  Lordship  looks  solemn  (fen  people  know  why), 

1  he  makes  B  low  bow  to  the  said  apple-pie. 
This  idolatrous  act,  in  so  "  vital "  a  Peer, 
Is,  bj  most  serious  Proleetants,   thought  ralier 

Pie-worship,  they  hold,  coming  ander  the  head 
(Vide  Crualium,  cbsp.  it.)  of  the  Worship  of  Bread. 
Some  think  'tis  a  tribute,  as  author,  be  owes 
For  the  aerrics  that  pie-crust  hath  done  to  hia 


OAtra  sa/,  'til  a  homage,  throogb  pie-omsc  con- 
rey'd. 

ir  Glorious  Deliverer's  much-honour'd  shade  i 
As  that  Protestant  Hero  (or  Saint,  if  jon  please) 
Was  as  fond  of  cold  pie  as  be  was  of  green  peas,  i 

'  is  solely  in  loyal  remembniuce  of  that. 
My  Lord  K — ny~ii  to  apple-pic  takes  off  his  hat. 
While  others  account  for  this  kind  solulalioa 
By  what  Tony  Lumpkin  calls  "  concaleustiot) ; " — 

n  good-will  that,  from  sympathy's  ties, 
'Twiit  old  Apple-y/omeD  and  Onmgc-men  lies. 


e  needless  10  add,  these  a: 


!  all  vague  r 


For  thus,  we're  assur'd,  the  whole  matter  arises : 
Lord  K— ny — n's  respected  old  father  (like  many 
Respected  old  fiithers)  was  fond  of  a  pvuny  ; 
And  lor'd  so  to  save^.  that — there's  not  the  least 

His  death  was  brought  on  by  a  bad  indigestion, 
From   cold  apple-pie-crust  bis  Lordship   would 

stuff  in. 

At  breaklasi,  to  save  the  expense  of  hot  muffin. 
Hence  it  is,  and  hence  only,  that  cold  apple- pies 
Are  beheld  by  his  Heir  with  such  reverent  eyes  — 


Just  as  honest  King  Slepheo  his  beaver  migUfii 
To  tbe  Esbes  tlist  carried  his  kind  unci*  oft— 
And  while yUin'  piety  arges  ao  many  on, 
'Tia  pure{ifip&-pie-eiy  moves  my  Lord  K 


NEW-FASHIONED  ECHOal 


Holt  of  your  nvit 


I 


TaEBE  are  echoes,  we  know,  of  all  m 
From  tbe  echo,  that '  dies  in  Ih*  dll^4 

To  the  "  airy-IODgned  babbler,"  that  tf 
Up  the  tide  of  the  torreol  hct  "t*!*."  2 

There  are  echoes  thai  bore  Qs.  Ilkt  B 
With  the  hiiesi  smart  nut  they  havt  kl 

There  are  echoes,  cxtn:mely  like  al 
Letting  nobody  have  the  lui  word. 

In  the  bogs  of  old  Paddy-land,  too, 
Certain  "  talented"  echoes  •  there  di 

Who,  on  being  ask'd,  "  How  do  yon  it 
Politely  reply,  "Pretty  well" 

But  why  should  I  talk  any  a 

Of  auch  old- fashion '4  echoi 
When  Brilain  has  new  ones  i 

That  transcend  them  b;  many  degim! 

For,  of  all  repercuraioDt  nf  soatid, 
Concerning  which  bai^  make  ■  polfcnt 

There's  none  like  thai  happy  rebnuod     ^ 
When  one  blockhead  echoes  ani>tlHrt*j 


>  CaDiBi>nlfUlM"PiddirBl>k<-iEit»»" 
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I  K — Dy — n  commences  the  bray, 

i  the  Borongh-Doke  follows  his  track ; 

oudly  from  Dablin's  sweet  bay, 

-thd — DC  brays,  with  interest,  back ;  ^- 


irhile,  of  mott  echoes  the  sound 
our  ear  by  reflection  doth  &11, 
!  Brunswickers  >  pass  the  bray  round, 
thout  any  reflection  at  all. 

M>tt,  were  I  gifted  like  you, 
10  can  name  all  the  echoes  there  are 
Benvoirlich  to  bold  Ben-venue, 
on  Benledi  to  wild  Uamvar ; 

ht  track,  through  each  hard  Irish  name, 
e  rebounds  of  this  asinine  strain, 
rom  Neddy  to  Neddy,  it  came 
the  chief  Neddy,  K — ny — n,  again ; 

t  tell  how  it  roar'd  in  R — thd — ne, 
w  from  D — ^ws — ^n  it  died  off  genteelly— 
hollow  it  rung  from  the  crown 
the  frit-pated  Marquis  of  E — y ; 


on  bearing  my  Lord  of  G- 


stle-eaters,  the  stoutest,  gave  way, 
tne,  in  their  own  special  line, 
the  forty-ass  power  of  his  bray ! 

K) — for  so  humble  a  bard 

I  a  subject  too  trying  to  touch  on  ; 

noblemen's  names  are  too  hard, 

1  their  noddles  too  soft  to  dwell  much  on. 

cho,  sweet  nymph  of  the  hill, 

the  dell,  and  the  deep-sounding  shelves ; 

spite  of  Narcissus,  you  still 

£e  to  fools  who  are  charm'd  with  themselves, 

knows  but,  some  morning  retiring, 
walk  by  the  Trent's  wooded  side, 
nay  meet  with  N — wc— stle,  admirmg 
I  own  lengthen'd  ears  in  the  tide ! 

a  into  Cambria  straying, 
id  K — ny — ^n,  that  double-tongued  elf, 
}  love  of  oM-cendency,  braying 
Brunswick  duet  with  himself  I 


Catholic  auocUtiont,  under  the  title  of  Braniwick 

m  at  this  time  becoming  numerous  both  in  England 

ad. 

ling  to  a  well-known  lyric  composition  of  the  late 

which,  with  a  alight  alteration,  might  be  addressed 

a  flea  or  a  fly.    For  instance :  — 


INCANTATION. 


raOM  THB  NKW  TRAGEDY  OF 


**  TBB  BRUNSWICKBRS.** 

1828. 


SCEVE^Penendfn  Plain.  InthemiddU.aeaUnmboiiing. 
Thunder.^ Enter  Three  Brunswickers. 

Ut  Bruns,  —  Thbice  hath  scribbling  K — ^ny — n 
scrawPd, 

2d  Brunt. — Once  hath  fool  N — wc — stle  bawl'd, 

3d  Bruns.  —  B— xl — ^y  snores :  —  'tis  time,  'tis 
time, 

Ut  Bruns.  —  Round  about  the  caldron  go ; 
In  the  poisonous  nonsense  throw. 
Bigot  spite,  that  long  hath  grown. 
Like  a  toad  within  a  stone. 
Sweltering  in  the  heart  of  Sc — ^tt. 
Boil  we  in  the  Brunswick  pot. 

AU.  —  Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble. 
Eld — n,  talk,  and  K — ^ny — n,  scribble. 

2d  Bruna Slaver  from  N — wc — stle*s  quill 

In  the  noisome  mess  distil. 
Brimming  high  our  Brunswick  broth 
Both  with  venom  and  with  froth. 
Mix  the  brains  (though  apt  to  hash  ill. 
Being  scant)  of  Lord  M — ^ntc — shel. 
With  that  malty  stuff  which  Ch— nd— s 
Drivels  as  no  other  man  does. 
Catch  (i.  e.  if  catch  you  can) 
One  idea,  spick  and  span. 
From  my  Lord  of  S — 1 — sb — y, — 
One  idea,  though  it  be 
Smaller  than  the  "  happy  flea," 
Which  his  sire,  in  sonnet  terse. 
Wedded  to  immortal  verse.* 
Though  to  rob  the  son  is  sin. 
Put  his  one  idea  in  ; 
And,  to  keep  it  company, 
Let  that  conjuror  W — nch — ^Is — a 
Drop  but  haif  another  there. 
If  he  hath  so  much  to  spare. 
Dreams  of  murders  and  of  arsons. 
Hatched  in  heads  of  Irish  parsons, 
Bring  from  every  hole  and  comer. 
Where  ferocious  priests,  like  H — ^m — r, 
Purely  for  religious  good. 
Cry  aloud  for  Papist's  blood, 
Blood  for  W — lis,  and  such  old  women. 
At  their  ease  to  wade  and  swim  in. 


Or, 


"  Oh.  happy,  happy,  happy  fly. 
If  1  were  you,  or  you  were  I." 

"  Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  flea. 
If  I  were  you,  or  you  were  me; 
But  since,  alas  !  that  cannot  be, 
I  must  remain  Lord  S y." 


m:^ 
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AIL — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — ^xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ny — ^n,  scribble. 

3d  Bnms. —  Now  the  charm  begin  to  brew ; 
Sisters,  sisters,  add  thereto 
Scraps  of  L — thbr — dge*s  old  speeches, 
Mix'd  with  leather  from  his  breeches. 
Rinsings  of  old  B — ^xl — ^y*s  brains. 
Thickened  (if  youll  take  the  pains) 
With  that  palp  which  rags  create, 
In  their  middle,  tiympha  state, 
Ere,  like  insects  frail  and  sunny. 
Forth  they  wing  abroad  as  money. 
There — the  Hell-broth  we*ve  enchanted — 
Now  but  one  thing  more  is  wanted. 
Squeeze  o*er  all  that  Orange  juice, 

C keeps  cork'd  for  use. 

Which,  to  work  the  better  spell,  is 

Colour'd  deep  with  blood  of , 

Blood,  of  powers  far  more  various. 
Even  than  that  of  Januarius, 
Since  so  great  a  charm  hangs  o*er  it, 
England's  parsons  bow  before  it ! 

AU. — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ^ny — n,  scribble. 

2d  Bruns. — Cool  it  now  with  -^— *s  blood, 
So  the  charm  is  firm  and  good.  {^Exeunt, 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  POLITICIAN. 

Whene'er  you're  in  doubt,  said  a  Sage  I  once 

knew, 
'Twixt  two  lines  of  conduct  which  course  to  pursue, 
Ask  a  woman's  advice,  and,  whate'er  she  advise. 
Do  the  very  reverse,  and  you're  sure  to  be  wise. 

Of  the  same  use  as  guides,  are  the  Brunswicker 

throng ; 
In  their  thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  so  instinctively 

wrong, 
That,  whatever  they  counsel,  act,  talk,  or  indite, 
Take  the  opposite  course,  and  you're  sure  to  be 

right 

So  golden  this  rule,  that,  had  nature  denied  you 
The  use  of  that  finger-post.  Reason,  to  guide  you — 
Were  you  even  more  doltish  than  any  given  man  is. 
More  soft  than  N — wc — stlc,  more  twaddling  than 

Van  is, 
I'd  stake  my  repute,  on  the  following  conditions. 
To  make  you  the  soundest  of  sound  politicians. 

Place  yourself  near  the  skirts  of  some  high-flying 

Tory— 
Some  Brunswicker  parson,of  port-drinking  glory, — 


Watch  well  how  he  dinei,  during  any  great  Q 

tion — 
What  makes  him  feed  gaily,  what  spoils  his  di 

tion — 
And  always  feel  sore  that  hu  joy  o*er  a  stew 
Portends  a  dear  case  of  dyspepsia  to  jioil 
Read  him  backwards,  like  Hebrew — whatevc 

wishes. 
Or  praises,  note  down  as  absurd,  or  pendcioit 
Like  the  folks  of  a  weather-house,  shifting  ab 
When  he's  out,  be  an  In — when  be*8  in,  be  an 
Keep  him  always  revers'd  in  your  thoughts,  i 

and  day. 
Like  an  Irish  barometer  tnm'd  the  wrmg  wv 
If  he's  upt  you  may  swear  that  fool  weath' 

nigh; 
If  he's  dcnfftij  you  may  look  for  a  bit  of  bloe  i 
Never  mind  what  debaters  or  journalists  say. 
Only  ask  what  he  thinks,  and  then  think  t'l 

way. 
Does  he  hate  the  Small-note  Bill?  then  firmly 
The  Small-note  Bill's  a  blessing,  though  yon  • 

know  why. 
Is  Brougham  his  ayersion?  then  Harry's  your 
Does  he  quake  at  O'Connell  ?  take  doubly  to 
Is  he  all  for  the  Turks?  then,  at  once,  tak( 

whole 
Russian  Empire  (Csar,  Cossacks,  and  all)  to 

soul. 
In  short,  whatsoever  he  talks,  thinks,  or  is. 
Be  your  thoughts,  words,  and  essence  the  con 

of  his. 
Nay,  as  Siamese  ladies — at  least,  the  p(^te  on 
AU  paint  their  teeth  black,  'cause  the  deril 

white  ones — 
If  cv'n,  by  the  chances  of  time  or  of  tide. 
Your  Tory,  for  once,  should  have  sense  on  his 
Even  then  stand  aloof — for,  be  sure  that  Old  ! 
When  a  Tory  talks  sensibly,  means  you  some  t 

Such  my  recipe  is — and,  in  one  single  verse, 
I  shall  now,  in  conclusion,  its  substance  nrhes 
Be  all  that  a  Brunswicker  is  not,  nor  could  be 
And  then — you'll  be  all  that  an  honest  man  st 
be. 


EPISTLE  OF  CONDOLENCE, 

FROM  ▲  SLAVE-LORD  TO  A  COTTON-LORIK 

Alas  I  my  dear  firiend,  what  a  state  of  afEurs 
How  unjustly  we  both  are  despoil'd  of  our  rig 
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a  poond  of  black  flesh  shall  I  leave  to  my  heirs, 
or  must  ym  any  more  work  to  death  little 
whites. 

I  forc*d  to  submit  to  that  general  controller 
f  Kings,  Lords,  and  cotton  mills.  Public  Opi- 
nion, 
more  shall  you  beat  with  a  big-billy-roUer, 
or  /  with  the  cart- whip  assert  my  dominion. 

ireas,  were  we  suffered  to  do  as  we  please 
^ith  oar  Blacks  and  our  Whites,  as  of  yore  we 

were  let, 
might  range  them  alternate,  like  harpsichord 

kejn, 
nd  between  us  thump  out  a  good  piebald  duet 

this  ftan  is  all  over ; — farewell  to  the  sest 
liich  Slavery  now  lends  to  each  tea-cup  we  sip; 
ch  makes  still  the  cruellest  coffee  the  best, 
nd  that  sugar  the  sweetest  which  smacks  of 
the  whip. 

weU,  too,  the  Factory's  white  picaninnies — 
nail,  living  machines,  which,  if  flogg*d  to  their 

tasks, 
•o  well  with  their  namesakes,  the  **  Billies  ** 

and  **  Jennies," 
lat  which  have  got  souls  in  'em  nobody  asks ; — 

s  Maids  of  the  Mill,  who,  themselves  but  ill- 
fed, 

"e  obliged,  'mong  their  other  benevolent  cares, 

keep  feeding  the  scribblers  >,*' — and  better, 
'tis  said, 

lan  old  Blackwood  or  Fraser  have  ever  fed 
theirs. 

his  is  now  o'er,  and  so  dismal  my  loss  is, 
hard  'tis  to  part  from  the  smack  of  the  thong, 
I  mean  (from  pure  love  for  the  old  whipping 
process), 
take  to  whipt  syllabub  all  my  life  long. 


THE  GHOST  OF  MILTIADES. 


inodn  daUus  Seripiit  exartit  amator ! 


Ovid. 


X  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  at  night, 

d  he  stood  by  the  bed  of  the  Benthamite, 

le  of  the  operatUjos  tn  cotton  mills  ofually  performed 
dreo. 


And  he  said,  in  a  voice,  that  thrill'd  the  frame, 
*'  If  ever  the  sound  of  Marathon's  name 
'*  Hath  fir'd  thy  blood  or  flush'd  thy  brow, 
"  Lover  of  Liberty,  rouse  thee  now ! " 

The  Benthamite,  yawning,  left  his  bed — 
Away  to  the  Stock  Exchange  he  sped. 
And  he  found  the  Scrip  of  Greece  so  high. 
That  it  fir'd  his  blood,  it  flush'd  his  eye. 
And  oh,  'twas  a  sight  for  the  Ghost  to  see. 
For  never  was  Greek  more  Greek  than  he ! 
And  still  as  the  premium  higher  went. 
His  ecstasy  rose — so  much  per  cenLj 
(As  we  see  in  a  glass,  that  tells  the  weather, 
The  heat  and  the  silver  rise  together,) 
And  Liberty  sung  from  the  patriot's  lip. 
While  a  voice  from  his  pocket  whisper'd  "  Scrip  I " 
The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  again ; — 
He  smil'd,  as  the  pale  moon  smiles  through  rain. 
For  his  soul  was  glad  at  that  patriot  strain ; 
(And  poor,  dear  ghost —  how  little  he  knew 
The  jobs  and  the  tricks  of  the  Philhellene  crew !) 
**  Blessings  and  thanks ! "  was  all  he  said. 
Then,  melting  away,  like  a  night-dream,  fled ! 

The  Benthamite  hears — amaz'd  that  ghosts 

Could  be  such  fools, — and  away  he  posts, 

A  patriot  still  ?     Ah  no,  ah  no— 

Goddess  of  Freedom,  thy  Scrip  is  low. 

And,  warm  and  fond  as  thy  lovers  are. 

Thou  triest  their  passion,  when  under  par. 

The  Benthamite's  ardour  fast  decays. 

By  turns  he  weeps,  and  swears,  and  prays. 

And  wishes  the  d — I  had  Crescent  and  Cross, 

Ere  he  had  been  forc'd  to  sell  at  a  loss. 

They  quote  him  the  Stock  of  various  nations. 

But,  spite  of  his  classic  associations, 

Lord,  how  he  loathes  the  Greek  quotations! 

"  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip?  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip?" 

Is  now  the  theme  of  the  patriot's  lip, 

As  he  runs  to  tell  how  hard  his  lot  is 

To  Messrs.  Orlando  and  Luriottis, 

And  says,  "  Oh  Greece,  for  Liberty's  sake, 

"  Do  buy  my  Scrip,  and  I  vow  to  break 

"  Those  dark,  unholy  bonds  of  thine — 

"  If  you'll  only  consent  to  buy  up  mine!** 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  once  more ; — 

His  brow,  like  the  night,  was  lowering  o'er, 

And  he  said,  with  a  look  that  flash'd  dismay, 

"  Of  Liberty's  foes  the  worst  are  they, 

"  Who  turn  to  a  trade  her  cause  divine, 

"  And  gamble  for  gold  on  Freedom's  shrine  I" 

Thus  saying,  the  Ghost,  as  he  took  his  flight. 

Gave  a  Parthian  kick  to  the  Benthamite, 

Which  sent  him,  whimpering,  off  to  Jerry — 

And  vanish'd  away  to  the  Stygian  ferry ! 

MM  3 
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Now,  talks  of  n  mystery,  wnipp'd  in  a  1 

1 

ALARMING   INTELLIGENCE —REVOLO- 

With  a  halo  (by  way  of  a  nigblcap) 

TION     IN     TUE    DfCTIONARy  — ONE 

We  shudder  in  tracing  these  terrihle  1i| 

GALT  AT  THE  HEAD  OF  IT. 

Something  bad  the;  musl  mean,  tboi 
moke  it  out  i 

God  preserve  us !  —  ihere's  nothing  now  safe  from 

For,  whate'crmay  beguesi'dof  Gdfs  w« 

That  they're  all  .4n(i-EDgliah  no  (3 

Thronee  toppling  wound,  churchai  hroughl  lo 

doubL 

ihe  hammer  ( 

And  accounts  have  jiiM  rescb'd  ns  thai  one  Mr.  Gall 

Has  declar'd  open  war  against   English  luid 

Grammar! 

RESOLUTIONS 

He  had  long  been  anspecled  of  mmc  such  deugn. 

And.  the  betltr  his  wicked  intents  to  arrive  at, 

PAUiD  AT  (  U.IB  ■Ktnn  or 

Had  Iflteiy  -mong  C— Ib-n-g  troops  of  the  line 

REVERENDS   AND  RIGHT   REVB 

(The  peanj-s-liae  men)  enlisted  m  private. 

RESotv'D— lo  stick  to  every  paid 

Thpre  school-d,  "ilh  a  rabble  of  words  at  command. 

Of  every  Creed  and  every  Artiel«i 

Scotch.  English,  and  akng,  in  pramiECuaus  al- 

liance. 

We'L  itancbly  nand  by  <-terj  tilil 

He,  at  length,  against  Syntai  has  taken  his  aland. 

And  scorn  the  swallow  of  that  «oi 

And  sets  ail  the  Nine  Parts  nf  Speech  at  deEance. 

Which  cannot  boldly  boK  the  wb 

Next  advices,  no  doubt,  fiinher  fads  ifil!  afford  ; 

Resolv'd  that,  though  SL  Athannl 

Id  the  mean  time  the  danger  most  imminent  gro  n  &, 

In  damning  soitls  is  rather  spaciM 

He  has  taken  the  Life  of  one  eminent  Lord, 

Though  wide  and  far  his  cttnu  fi 

And  whom  he'll  Btcf  murder  the  Lordonly  knows. 

Onr  Church  "bath  stomaeh  for  d 
And  those  wba'rB  not  conleM  wEl 

H-nrtnrfoy  EiKitint. 

May  e'en  be  d-d  ten  times  «>  m 

1 

Since  onr  hut,  mattei*.  luckily,  look  more  serene ; 

ResolVd— such  UbertI  wnll  ue 

^^m  1      Though  tbe  rebel, '[iastated,tDUdhUdef<^cliDn, 

Wc  jet  believe  the  cash  no  worse 

^^^B    And  the'  ezploiioiis  are  dreadful  In  every  direc- 

■V 

The  pockets  of  our  reverend  bree 

What  his  meaning  eiaolly  U.  aohodj  knowa, 

To  us  the  Jumper's  jingling  penn 

As  he  talks  (in  a  alrain  of  intense  botheration) 

Chinks  with  a  tone  as  sweet  as  u 

Of  lyrical  "ichor  \"  "gelatinous"  prose.' 

And  even  our  old  Mends  Tea  an 

May  through  the  nose  for  ev«r  p| 
If  alta  thniagh  the  tioae  thayH  p 

Now,  he  mvea  of  a  bard  he  once  happen'd  to  meet. 

1 

Stated  high  "  among  rattlings."  and  ehurning  a 

Resolv-d,  that  Hooper'.  Latincr. 

^■^B              soanet   • 

And  Crannwr",  all  extremely  err. 

opinion  at  their  Serilo  Book  thai  Ibm  wti  ■ 

^^^P~  GAir'.  Lffi  vT  lyni- 

1  ■■  TbEx,"  il,>  BUhop..  "know  tlu.  I*.  »* 

bad  no  (Uth  BlOiapi.    1(  ihg  'ounh  pirt  aT 

uu™."_/W(i, 

'  "  aittloR  mnldil  U»i  •faiwiiU  ind  nttllDKi,  cbuminf  in 

•  --  8ln«  UK  Prrliin  mt  gute  L«r«i  d 

'  "  Hi  wu  •  rojHwj  In  •  vlndlng  ibool.  croniKd  wllh  ■ 

plougli  .lu.d.1*.  !)>«>  1*  nc  w«»  dSBf ,  CbHIM 

hiilo."—  ma. 

Lal.Smn. 

■«_■■  Whrtlut  Ibt  Booh  of  Scnice  -U  «r«l  ind  jodl,. 

etRrllnlBfirmiiidMontlMlliilrSeKplun?"  On  wnichu 

m 

l""    ""™"    ""*""'  ■ 

iht  .irl«  of ""  "BO".-  »t._Linr  V'OwM 

1 

^^^B 
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ung  such  a  low-bred  Tiew 
tiat  Lords  Spiritual  ought  to  do  :  — 
w'lng  to  the  hct,  poor  men. 
Mother  Church  was  modest  theu, 
Lnew  what  golden  eggs  her  goose, 
E^iblic,  would  in  time  produce. 
E^isgah  peep  at  modem  Durham 
r  more  lordly  thoughts  would  stir  'em. 

▼*d,  that  when  we.  Spiritual  Lords, 

ie  income  just  enough  affords 

iep  our  Spiritual  Lordships  cozy, 

old,  by  Antiquarians  prosy, 

ancient  Bishops  cut  up  theirs, 

g  the  poor  the  largest  shares  — 

inswer  is,  in  one  short  word, 

link  it  pious,  but  absurd. 

i  good  men  made  the  world  their  debtor, 

re,  the  Church  reform'd,  know  better  ; 

taking  all  that  all  can  pay, 

ce  the*  account  the  other  way. 

Vd,  our  thanks  profoundly  due  are 
St  month's  Quarterly  Reviewer, 
proves  (by  arguments  so  clear 
ees  how  much  he  holds  per  year) 
England's  Church,  though  out  of  date, 
still  be  left  to  lie  in  state, 
iad,  as  rotten,  and  as  grand  as 
nummy  of  King  Osymandyas, 
ickled  snug — the  brains  drawn  out  * — 
costly  cerements  swath'd  about, — 
•*  Touch  me  not,"  those  words  terrific, 
rl'd  o'er  her  in  good  hieroglyphic. 


SIR  ANDREW'S  DREAM. 

lec  tu  tpeme  piit  renientia  somnia  portit : 
'ism  pU  Tenerunt  lomnia,  pondut  habent." 

Propiit.  lib.  It.  eleg.  7. 

lUg,  on  a  Sunday  eve,  of  late, 

t  easy  chair  Sir  Andrew  sate, 

;  much  too  pious,  as  every  one  knows, 

>  aught,  of  a  Sunday  eve,  but  doze, 

*eamt  a  dream,  dear,  holy  man, 

111  tell  you  his  dream  as  well  as  I  can. 

>f  the  procei*  of  rabalmment. 
3ook  <^  Sport*  drawn  up  by  Bishop  Moreton  was 
ortb  in  the  reign  of  Jamet  I.,  1618,  and  afterwards 
ed,  at  the  adrice  of  Laud,  by  Charles  I.,  1633,  with 
ion  that  it  should  be  "  made  public  by  order  from 
pa.**  We  find  It  therein  declared,  that "  for  his  good 
•craatioii,  hla  M^etty*s  pleasure  was,  that  after  the 


He  found  himself,  to  his  great  amaxe. 

In  Charles  the  First's  high  Tory  days. 

And  just  at  the  time  that  gravest  of  Courts 

Had  publish'd  its  Book  of  Sunday  Sports.^ 

Sunday  Sports !  what  a  thing  for  the  ear 

Of  Andrew,  even  in  sleep,  to  hear  !  — 

It  chanc'd  to  be,  too,  a  Sabbath  day. 

When  the  people  from  church  were  coming  away ; 

And  Andrew  with  horror  heard  this  song. 

As  the  smiling  sinners  flock'd  along:  — 

^  Long  life  to  the  Bishops,  hurrah  !  hurrah ! 

**  For  a  week  of  work  and  a  Sunday  of  play 

'*  Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 

*«  The  Bishops! "  quoth  Andrew, "  Popish,  I  guess," 
And  he  grinned  with  conscious  holiness. 
But  the  song  went  on,  and,  to  brim  the  cup 
Of  poor  Andy's  grief,  the  fiddles  struck  up ! 

**  Come,  take  out  the  lasses — let's  have  a  dance — 

"  For  the  Bishops  allow  us  to  skip  our  fill, 
**  Well  knowing  that  no  one's  the  more  in  advance 

^  On  the  road  to  heaven,  for  standing  still. 
'*  Oh,  it  never  was  meant  that  grim  grimaces 

'*  Should  sour  the  cream  of  a  creed  of  love ; 
**  Or  that  fellows  with  long,  disastrous  faces, 

**  Alone  should  sit  among  cherubs  above. 

**  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  &c. 


For  Sunday  fun  we  never  can  fail, 

**  When  the  Church  herself  each  sport  points 

out;  — 
There's  May-games,  archery,  Whitsun-ale, 
**  And  a  May-pole  high  to  dance  about 
Or,  should  we  be  for  a  pole  hard  driven, 
"  Some  lengthy  saint,  of  aspect  fell. 
With  his  pockets  on  earth,  and  his  nose  in  heaven, 
"  Will  do  for  a  May-pole  just  as  well. 
Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  hurrah  !  hurrah ! 
A  week  of  work  and  a  Sabbath  of  play 
Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 


To  Andy,  who  doesn't  much  deal  in  history. 
This  Sunday  scene  was  a  downright  mystery  ; 
And  God  knows  where  might  have  ended  the  joke, 
But,  in  trying  to  stop  the  fiddles,  he  woke. 
And  the  odd  thing  is  (as  the  rumour  goes) 
That  since  that  dream — which,  one  would  suppose, 

end  of  dirine  senrice  they  should  not  be  disturbed,  letted,  or 
discouraged  Arom  any  lawful  recreations,  such  as  dancing, 
either  of  men  or  women,  archery  for  men,  leaping,  vaulting , 
or  any  such  harmless  recreations,  nor  having  of  May-games, 
Whitsun-ales,  or  Horris.dancet,  or  setttng  up  of  May-poles, 
or  other  sports  therewith  used,"  *c. 
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MOORES  WORKS. 


Should  hare  made  his  godly  stomach  rise. 

Even  more  than  ever,  'gainst  Sunday  pies — 

He  has  viewed  things  quite  with  different  eyes ; 

Is  beginning  to  take,  on  matters  divine. 

Like  Charles  and  his  Bishops,  the  sporting  line  — 

Is  all  for  Christians  jigging  in  pairs, 

As  an  interlude  'twixt  Sunday  prayers ;  — 

Nay,  talks  of  getting  Archbishop  U — 1 — ^y 

To  bring  in  a  Bill,  enacting  duly, 

That  all  good  Protestants,  from  this  date. 

May,  freely  and  lawfully,  recreate. 

Of  a  Sunday  eve,  their  spirits  moody, 

With  Jack  in  the  Straw,  or  Punch  and  Judy. 


A  BLUE  LOVE-SONG. 


TO  HISS 


Air.  —  "  Come  Ine  taitk  me,  and  be  my  love." 

Come  wed  with  me,  and  we  will  write. 

My  Blue  of  Blues,  from  mom  till  night 

Chas'd  from  our  classic  souls  shall  be 

All  thoughts  of  vulgar  progeny  ; 

And  thou  shalt  walk  through  smiling  rows 

Of  chubby  duodecimos, 

While  I,  to  match  thy  products  nearly. 

Shall  lie-in  of  a  quarto  yearly. 

'Tis  true,  ev'n  books  entail  some  trouble ; 

But  lix'e  productions  give  one  double. 

Correcting  children  is  such  bother, — 

While  printers'  devils  correct  the  other. 

Just  think,  my  own  Malthusian  dear, 

How  much  more  decent  'tis  to  hear 

From  male  or  female  —  as  it  may  be  — 

"  How  is  your  book  ?  "  than  "  How's  your  baby  ?  " 

And,  whereas  physic  and  wet  nurses 

Do  much  exhaust  paternal  purses, 

Our  books,  if  ricket}',  may  go 

And  be  well  dry-nurs'd  in  the  Row; 

And,  when  God  wills  to  take  tjiem  hence. 

Are  buried  at  the  Row's  expense. 

Besides  (as  'tis  well  prov'd  by  thee. 
In  thy  own  Works,  vol.  93.) 
The  march,  just  now,  of  population 
So  much  outstrips  all  moderation, 
That  even  prolific  herring-shoals 
Keep  pace  not  with  our  erring  souls.' 


)  See  "  Ella  of  Garreloch.**— Ganreloch  being  a  place  where 
there  wai  a  largo  hcrring.flthery,  but  where,  as  we  are  told 


Oh  fu  more  proper  and  well-bred 
To  stick  to  writing  books  insteid ; 
And  show  the  world  how  two  Blue  lortn 
Can  coaletoe,  like  two  book-ooTen, 
(Sheepskin,  or  calf^  or  such  wise  letther.) 
Lettered  at  back,  and  stitch'd  together, 
Fondly  as  first  the  binder  fix'd  'em. 
With  nought  but — literatare  betwixt  'em. 


SUNDAY  ETHIC& 


▲  SCOTCH  omB. 


PniR,  profligate  Londoners,  hiTing  heard  td 
That  the  De'il's  got  amang  ye,  and  feariz 
true. 
We  ha'  sent  ye  a  mon  wha*s  a  match  for  bis 
A  chiel  o'  our  ain,  that  the  De'il  himsel' 
Will  be  glad  to  keep  clear  o^  one  Ai 
Agnew. 

So,  at  least,  ye  may  reckon,  for  ane  day  cnti 
In  ilka  Ung  week  yell  be  tranquil  eneogl 

As  Auld  Nick,  do  him  justice,  abhors  a  i 
squire. 

An'  would  sooner  gae  roast  by  his  un  kitdM 
Than  pass  a  hale  Sunday  wi*  Andrew  Ag 

For,  bless  the  gude  mon,  gin  he  had  his  ain 

He'd  na  let  a  cat  on  the  Sabbath  say  **  me 

Nae  birdie  maun  whistle,  nae  lambie  maun  ] 

An'  Phoebus  himsel  could  na  travel  that  dsT 

• 

As  he'd  find  a  new  Joshua  in  Andie  Agnt 

Only  hear,  in  your  Senate,  how  awfu'  he  cri 

"  Wae,  wae  to  a'  sinners  who  boil  an*  who 

"  Wae,  wae  to  a*  eaters  o*  Sabbath-bak'd  pie 

"  For  as  surely  again  shall  the  crust  thereof 

"  In  j  udgment  against  ye,"  saith  Andrew  k{ 

Ye  may  think,  from  a*  this,  that  our  Andie's  tl 
To  ca'  o'er  the  coals  your  nobeelity,  too ; 
That  their  drives,  o'  a  Sunday,  wi'  flunkie 

clad 
Like  Shawmen,  behind  *em,  would  mak  the 
mad  — 
But  he's  nae  sic  a  noodle,  our  Andie  Agnt 


by  the  author,  **  the  people  increaaed  much  Cuter  th. 
produce." 
*  Serrantfl  in  liTery. 
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is  an*  fine  Ladies,  on  Sunday,  think  right 
ang  to  the  deeril — as  maist  o'  em  do  — ;- 
» them  oar  Andie  would  think  na  polite ; 
s  odds  (if  the  chiel  could  get  on j  thing  by*t) 
he'd  follow  'em,  booing  >,  would  Andrew 
Agnew. 


AWFUL  EVENT. 

T — ^nch — Is — a  (I  tremble  while  I  pen  it), 
h — Is — a*8  Earl  hath  cut  the  British  Senate — 
lid  to  England's  Peers,  in  accent  gruff, 
for  ye  all"  [snapping  his  fingers],  and 
exit,  in  a  huff! 

DOS  news  I  —  like  that,  of  old,  which  spread 
hore  to  shore,  **  our  mighty  Pan  is  dead," 
e  cross  benches  (cross  from  being  crost) 
the  load  wail,  "Our  W— ch— Is— a  is  lost  I " 

of  ye.  Lords,  that  heard  him,  can  forget 
ep  impression  of  that  awful  threat, 
;  your  house  I !"  —  'midst  all  that  histories 
tell, 
bat  one  eyent  that's  parallel :  — 

c'd  at  Drury  Lane,  one  Easter  night, 

the  gay  gods,  too  blest  to  be  polite, 

t  their  ease,  like  those  of  leam'd  Lucretius, 

d,whistled,  groan'd,  uproariously  facetious  — 

-dress'd  member  of  the  middle  gallery, 

**  ears  polite  "  disdidn'd  such  low  canaillerie, 

I  his  place  —  so  grand,  you'd  almost  swear 

W — nch — Is — a    himself   stood    towering 

there — 

ce  that  Lord  of  dignity  and  noiM, 

Silence,  fellows,  or — I'll  leave  the  house !  I " 

twk'd  the  gods  this  speech  ?  Ah  well-a-day, 
>eech  so  fine  should  be  so  thrown  away  ! 

did  this  mid-gallery  grandee 
his  own  two-shilling  dignity — 

he  menac'd  to  withdraw  the  ray 
own  fiill-price  countenance  away  — 

the  "  gnde  ellSecto  and  utility  of  booing,"  see  the  Man 
9rld. 

Zome,  Cloe,  and  gire  me  sweet  kisses, 

For  sweeter  sure  nerer  girl  gare  ; 
But  why,  in  the  midst  of  my  blisses. 

Do  you  ask  me  bow  many  I'd  iiare  ? 

For  whibt  I  lore  thee  abore  measure. 
To  nambers  111  ne'er  be  confin'd. 


Fun  against  Dignity  is  fearful  odds. 
And  as  the  Lords  laugh  11010,  so  giggled  then  the 
gods! 


THE  NUMBERING  OF  THE  CLERGY. 

PABODT    ON  SIB  CHARLES   HAN.  WILUAMS'S 
FAMOUS  ODE, 

"  COMI,  CLOB,  AND  OITB  HI  IWBBT  KISSU." 

"  We  want  more  Churches  and  more  Clergymen." 

Bishop  of  Londom's  late  Charge. 

"  Bectorum  uumerum,  terris  pereuntibus,  augent." 

Ctamdiam  in  EiUrop. 

Come,  give  us  more  Livings  and  Rectors, 

For,  richer  no  realm  ever  gave ; 
But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors. 

Do  ye  ask  us  how  many  we  crave ?2 

Oh,  there  can't  be  too  many  rich  Livings 

For  souls  of  the  Pluralist  kind. 
Who,  despising  old  Cocker's  misgivings, 

To  numbers  can  ne'er  be  confin'd.  ^ 

Count  the  cormorants  hovering  about,  ^ 
At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  in. 

When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 
Are  preparing  their  beaks  to  begin. 

Count  the  rooks  that,  in  clerical  dresses. 
Flock  round  when  the  harvest's  in  play. 

And,  not  minding  the  farmer's  distresses, 
Like  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

Go,  number  the  locusts  in  heaven,  & 
On  their  way  to  some  titheable  shore ; 

And  when  so  many  Parsons  you've  given. 
We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  ye 
Must  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment. 

For  the  wretch  who  could  number  the  Clergy, 
With  few  will  be  ever  content^ 

<         Count  the  bees  that  on  llybla  are  playing. 
Count  the  flowers  that  enamel  its  fields, 
Count  the  flocks,  *c. 
>         Go  number  the  stars  in  the  hearen. 

Count  how  many  sands  on  the  shore ; 
When  so  many  kisses  you're  giren, 
I  still  shall  be  craring  for  more. 

*         But  the  wretch  who  can  number  his  kissei. 
With  few  will  be  erer  content. 


MOOSE'S  WOBK& 


L  DREAM  OF  HIHDOOTAa. 


Tbroogh  firanin'ii  lialls,  at  Urge  ani  foaming. 

And  Titli  that  MpMl.  ■J""  ^rahbed 

Which  miirki  W»»eDler9  whrci  tiiefre  raWd ! 

Cod  onlj  know*  what  roi»cl>ic&  might 

Bcfolt  ftom  thii  one  single  tite. 

Or  how  (he  TenOM.  once  suck'd  in, 

Higbl  ipr*«a  «nd  rage  ihrangh  kith  wd  kin. 

Had  folks,  of  aU  denominalions. 

Kirsi  tuni  opon  their  own  relationi : 

So  that  oiu  G— lb— n,  fairly  hit. 

Might  end  in  rnoddening  Ih-;  whole  kit, 

TUI,  ah,  je  gttil*.  "'■'d  lia^e  •"  "" 

Our  0— lb— Q  senior  bitton  too ; 

The  Uychurchphobia  in  those  vein*. 

Where  Tcirr  blood  now  redlj  reigns  i— 

And  that  dear  man.  who  now  percenei 

SalTation  only  in  lawn  sleeves. 

Might,  tainted  hy  euch  eoarse  infection, 

Ron  road  io  the'  opposite  direction. 

And  think,  poor  man,  'tU  only  given 

To  l)Q«ey-wooliej  lo  reach  Heaven  ! 

Jual  fancy  what  a  shock  'twould  be 
Our  G— lb— n  in  his  fits  to  see. 
Tearing  into  a  thousand  particles 
His  once  lov'd  Nine  and  Thirty  Articles  ; 
(Those  ArticUi  hlf  friend,  the  Dukt,  > 
For  Oospi'l.  fotlier  night,  mistook  0 
Cursing  cathedrals,  deans,  and  singers- 
WUbing  Ibe  ropCB  might  hang  the  ringere— 
Pelting  the  church  with  blasphemies, 
Even  wOTSe  than  Parson  B_t— rl— ('« j— 
And  ripe  for  severing  Church  and  State. 
Like  any  creedless  reprobate, 
Or  like  that  class  of  Mcihodista 
Prince  Waterloo  styles  "  Atheisls  !■ 

But  "lis  too  much— the  Sluse  turns  pale. 
And  o'er  the  picture  drops  a  veil, 
Praying.  God  save  the  G-lb-ms  all 
From  mad  DisseoMirs.  great  and  small  1 


"  Thb  longer  oiw  liwe^  the  more 
&id  I.  »«  off  to  sleep  I  went. 

Bemns'd  with  thinking  of  Tithe  ci 

A^.-;  r.  i'liDi-a  i-.'"-.  b>  the  BL'hup  gf  Fun' 
t)B  the  Infh  Church  E»tabli«hineiit. 

Bnl,  lo,  in  sleep,  not  long  I  by. 

When  Fancy  her  usual  trick*  began, 

Anii  I  found  myself  bewnch'd  away 
To  a  goodly  ciiy  in  Hindo»t»n— 
city,  where  he,  who  dares  to  diae 
On  aughi  but liee,  ii  deeind  K  naBtf; 

Where  sheep  aniJ  Vine  are  held  diviac.  _ 
And,  acconllngly -never  diMt  ft*  dM« 

-  Bnt  how  is  this?"  I  wond'ring  cried— 
A«  I  walk'd  that  city,  fur  and  wide, 
And  saw,  in  every  marble  wreet, 

A  row  of  ■:.,■..:■.:::  '^ -    -'''"l^" 

"  What  means,  fbr  men  who  doot  «a«  ""^ 

"  This  grand  display  of  loins  and  chofs!* 
In  vain  I  ask'd— 'twas  plain  to  Me 
That  nobody  dar^d  to  answer  me. 

So,  on,  from  street  to  Hreet  I  ttrade: 

And  yon  can't  conceive  how  vastly  odd 
The  butchers  look'd- a  roseate  crt*. 
Inshrin'd  in  slalU.  with  nought  lo  do  ; 
While  some  on  a  bench,  half-dniinp.  Sit, 
And  the  Sacred  Cows  were  not  mote  fct 

Still  pos'd  to  think,  what  all  this  scene 

necure  trade  was  Btcoal  to  mean. 


"  And.  pray 
*•  The  expense 

if  these  well-fed  Hecalcmben 


of  this  strange  masqueiwle!'- 
-oh  that's  of  course  deft*; 


(Said  one 

"  By  yonder  rsBcaiiy  Tice-coQ5uun:rs.  ^ 
"  What !  tlus,  who  mustn't  eat  meat  I" — 
I  "  No  man 

1  (And.  while  he  spoke,  his  cheeks  grew  Met 
>  "  The  TOgues  may  munch  their  Pad^  crop. 
"  But  tlie  ropues  must  sidl  support  ow  riwp. 
"  And,  depend  upon  it,  the  way  to  treat 
"  DliTCtical  sionittclis  that  thos  dissent, 
"  Is  lo  burden  all  that  wo'n't  cot  meat, 
"  With  a  costiy  Meat  Est  inusu  bent." 

On  hearing  these  words  so  gravely  s»d. 
With  a  volley  of  laughter  loud  I  shook ; 
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\j  slumber  fled,  and  my  dream  was  sped, 

found  I  was  lying  snug  in  bed, 

li  my  nose  in  the  Bishop  of  Ferns'  book. 


THE  BRUNSWICK  CLUB. 

er  baring  beenaddreued  to  a  Terydictinguiihed  per- 
reqnestlng  him  to  become  the  Patron  or  this  Orange 
polite  answer  was  forthwith  returned,  of  which  we 
■n  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  copy. 

BrtmsUme-haU,  S<ptember  1. 182S. 

!. — Lord  Belzebub  presents 
Brunswick  Club  his  compliments, 
luch  regrets  to  say  that  he 
;,  at  present,  their  Patron  be. 
ing  this.  Lord  Belzebub 
8,  on  his  honour,  the  Brunswick  Club, 
isn't  from  any  lukewarm  lack 
1  or  fire  he  thus  holds  back — 
n  Lord  Coal  ^  himself  is  not 
3  Orange  party  more  red-hot : 
3  truth  is,  till  their  Club  affords 
ewhat  decenter  show  of  Lords, 
1  its  list  of  members  gets 
less  rubbishy  Baronets, 
leUebab  must  beg  to  be 
1  fitnn  keeping  such  company. 

le  devil,  he  humbly  begs  to  know, 

>rd  Gl — nd — ne,  and  Lord  D — ^nlo  ? 

r,  with  a  grain  of  sense,  would  go 

and  be  bor'd  by  Lord  M — yo  ? 

iving  creature — except  his  nurse — 

•rd  M — ntc — sh — 1  cares  a  curse, 

iks  'twould  matter  if  Lord  M — sk — rry 

'other  side  of  the  Stygian  ferry  ? 

es  there  a  man  in  Dublin  town, 

give  but  half  of  half-a-crown 

e  from  drowning  my  Lord  R — ^thd — ne, 

>  wouldn't  also  gladly  hustle  in 

I — dr— n,  B — ^nd — ^n,  C — le,  and  J — c — 1 — n  ? 

t,  though,  from  his  tenderest  years, 

om'd  to  all  sorts  of  Peers, 

lelzebub  much  questions  whether 

r  yet  saw,  mix'd  together, 

;re  in  one  capacious  tub, 

mess  of  noble  silly-bub 

twenty  Peers  of  Uie  Brunswick  Club. 

erefore  impossible  that  Lord  B. 

itoop  to  such  society, 

•  Usually  written  "  Cole." 


Thinking,  he  owns  (though  no  great  prig), 
For  one  in  his  station  'twere  mfra  dig. 
But  he  begs  to  propose,  in  the  interim 
(Till  they  find  some  prop'rer  Peers  for  him). 
His  Highness  of  C — ^mb — d,  as  Sub, 
To  take  his  place  at  the  Brunswick  Club — 
Begging,  meanwhile,  himself  to  dub 
Their  obedient  servant,  Belzebub. 

It  luckily  happens,  the  R — y — 1  Duke 
Resembles  so  much,  in  air  and  look. 
The  head  of  the  Belzebub  family, 
That  few  can  any  difference  see ; 
Which  makes  him,  of  course,  the  better  suit 
To  serve  as  Lord  B.'s  substitute. 


PROPOSALS  FOR  A  GYNiECOCRACY. 


addressed  to  a  late  radical  meetino. 


•( 


Quas  ipsa  decus  sibi  dia  Camilla 


Deleglt  padsque  bonas  belliqoe  ministras.**         VnoiL. 

As  Whig  Reform  has  had  its  range, 

And  none  of  us  are  yet  content. 
Suppose,  my  friends,  by  way  of  change, 

We  try  a  Female  Parliament ; 
And  since,  of  kte,  with  he  M.  P.'s 
We've  far'd  so  badly,  take  to  she's  — 
Petticoat  patriots,  flounc'd  John  Russells, 
Burdetts  in  blonde,  and  Broughams  in  bustles. 
The  plan  is  startling,  I  confess — 
But  'tis  but  an  affair  of  dress ; 
Nor  see  I  much  there  is  to  choose 

'Twixt  Ladies  (so  they're  thorough  bred  ones) 
In  ribands  of  all  sorts  of  hues, 

Or  Lords  in  only  blue  or  red  ones. 

At  least,  tbe  fiddlers  will  be  winners. 

Whatever  other  trade  advances ; 
As  then,  instead  of  Cabinet  dinners. 

We'll  have,  at  Almack's,  Cabinet  dances ; 
Nor  let  this  world's  important  questions 
Depend  on  Ministers'  digestions. 

If  Ude's  receipts  have  done  things  ill. 

To  Weippert's  band  they  may  go  better ; 
There's  Lady  ♦  *,  in  one  quadrille, 

Would  settle  Europe,  if  you'd  let  her : 
And  who  the  deuce  or  asks,  or  cares, 

When  Whigs  or  Tories  have  undone  'em. 
Whether  they've  danced  through  State  affairs, 

Or  simply,  dully,  dm*d  upon  'em  ? 
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Hurrah  then  for  the  Petticoats ! 

To  them  we  pledge  oar  free-bom  Totes ; 

Well  have  all  she,  and  only  she — 

Pert  blues  shall  act  as  '*  best  debaters, 
Old  dowagers  our  Bishops  be, 

And  termagants  our  Agitators. 


If  Vestris,  to  oblige  the  nation, 

Her  own  Olympus  will  abandon, 
And  help  to  prop  the'  Administration, 

It  can't  have  better  legs  to  stand  on. 
The  fam'd  Macaulay  (Miss)  shall  show. 

Each  evening,  forth  in  leam'd  oration ; 
Shall  move  (midst  general  cries  of  '*  Oh  I ") 

For  full  returns  of  population : 
And,  finally,  to  crown  the  whole, 
The  Princess  Olive  i.  Royal  soul. 
Shall  from  her  bower  in  Banco  Regis, 
Descend,  to  bless  her  faithful  lieges, 
And,  'mid  our  Union's  loyal  chorus, 
Reign  jollily  for  ever  o*er  us. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  •    •    •. 


Sir, 


Having  beard  lome  rumour*  respecting  the  strange  and 
awful  Tititation  under  which  Lord  H— nl— jr  has  for  some 
time  past  been  suffering,  in  consequence  of  his  declared  hos- 
tility  to  "anthems,  solos,  duets ^"  &c.,  I  took  the  liberty  of 
making  enquiries  at  his  Lordship's  house  this  morning,  and 
lose  no  time  in  transmitting  to  you  such  particulars  as  I  could 
collect.  It  is  said  that  the  screams  of  his  Lordship,  under 
the  operation  of  this  nightly  concert,  (which  is,  no  doubt, 
some  trick  of  the  Radicals.)  maybe  heard  all  orer  the  neigh- 
bourhood. The  female  who  personates  St.  Cecilia  is  supposed 
to  be  the  same  that,  last  year,  appeared  in  the  character  of  Isis, 
at  the  Rotunda.  How  the  cherubs  are  managed,  I  have  not 
yet  ascertained.  Yours,  &c. 

P.P. 

LORD  H— NIr-Y  AND  ST.  CECILIA. 


•  in  Metii  descendat  Judiccs  aures. 


HORAT. 


As  snug  in  his  bed  Lord  H — nl — y  lay, 

Revolving  much  his  own  renown. 
And  hoping  to  add  thereto  a  ray, 

By  putting  duets  and  anthems  down, 

Sudden  a  strain  of  choral  sounds 
Mellifluous  o'er  his  senses  stole  ; 

1  A  personage,  so  styling  herself,  who  attained  considerable 
notoriety  at  that  period. 

*  In  a  work,  on  Church  Reform,  published  by  his  Lordship 
in  1832. 


Whereat  the  Reformer  muttered,  **  Zounds!'* 
For  he  loath'd  sweet  music  with  all  his  sooL 

Then,  starting  up,  he  saw  a  sight 

That  well  might  shock  so  leam'd  a  snorer- 
Saint  Cecilia,  rob'd  in  light. 

With  a  portable  organ  slung  before  her. 

And  round  were  Cherubs,  on  rainbow  wmgs, 
Who,  his  Lordship  fear'd,  might  tire  of  flin 

So  begg'd  they'd  sit — but  ah !  poor  things, 
They'd,  none  of  them,  got  the  means  of  otti 


it 


u 


Having  heard,"  said  the  Saint,  ^youYe  fbo 

hynms, 
**  And  indeed,  that  musical  snore  betray'd  j 
Myself,  and  my  choir  of  chembims, 
'*  Are  come,  for  a  while,  to  serenade  yoo.** 

In  vain  did  the  horrified  H — nl — j  say 
"Twas  all  a  mistake" — **shewasmisdhfcte 

And  point  to  a  concert  over  the  way. 
Where  fiddlers  and  angels  were  expected. 

In  vain  — the  Saint  could  see  in  his  looks 
(She  civilly  said)  much  tuneful  lore ; 

So,  at  once,  all  open'd  their  musio-books, 
And  herself  and  her  Cherubs  set  off  at  seon 

All  night  duets,  tenets,  quartets, 
Nay,  long  quintets  most  dire  to  hear ; 

Ay,  and  old  motets,  and  canzonets. 
And  glees,  in  sets,  kept  boring  his  ear. 

He  tried  to  sleep — but  it  wouldn't  do ; 

So  loud  they  squalled,  he  must  attend  to  'em ; 
Though  Cherubs'  songs,  to  his  cost  he  knev, 

Were  like  themselves,  and  had  no  end  to  'tn 

Oh  judgment  dire  on  judges  bold, 

^Vho  meddle  with  music's  sacred  stnuns ! 

Judge  Midas  tried  the  same  of  old. 

And  was  punish'd,  like  H — nl — y,  for  his  pi 

But  worse  on  the  modem  judge,  alas  I 
Is  the  sentence  launch'd  from  Apollo*s  throe 

For  Midas  was  given  the  ears  of  an  ass. 
While  H — nl — ^y  is  doom*d  to  keep  his  own 


3  "  Asseyei-Tous,  mes  enfana.**  —  **I1  a*y  a  pas  drq 
mon  Seigneur.*' 
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ADVERTISEMENT.! 


1830. 


0  or  lost,  last  Sunday  night, 
Waterloo  coin,  whereon  was  traced 
tscription,  •*  Courage  I  **  in  letters  bright, 
igh  a  little  by  rust  of  years  defac'd. 

etal  thereof  is  rough  and  hard, 
('tis  thought  of  late)  mix*d  up  with  brass ; 
bears  the  stamp  of  Fame's  award, 
through  all  Posterity's  hands  will  pass. 

was  lost,  God  only  knows, 
certain  City  thieves  they  say, 
in  on  the  owner's  evening  doze, 
filch'd  this  "  gift  of  gods  "  away  I 

'er  could,  of  course,  the  Cits  suspect, 
*  hadn't,  that  evening,  chanc'd  to  see, 
robb'd  man's  door,  a  Mare  elect, 

1  an  ass  to  keep  her  company. 

e'er  of  this  lost  treasure  knows, 
igg'd  to  state  all  facts  about  it, 
owner  can't  well  face  his  foes, 
even  his  friends,  just  now,  without  it 

Sir  Clod  will  bring  it  back, 
a  trusty  Baronet,  wise  and  able, 
U  have  a  ride  on  the  whitest  hack  ^ 
's  left  in  old  King  George's  stable. 


MISSING. 


Carlton  Terrace,  1882. 

:eka8.  Lord  ••••••  de  •••••• 

his  home  last  Saturday, 
though  inquir'd  for,  round  and  round, 
)Ugh  certain  purlieus,  can't  be  found  ; 
whereas,  none  can  solve  our  queries 
»  where  this  virtuous  Peer  is, 
re  is  hereby  given  that  all 
forthwith  to  inquiring  fidl. 


ten  at  that  memorable  cristt  when  a  distinguUhed 
en  Prime  MinUter,  acting  under  the  inspiration!  of 
i — •  H — Dt — r  and  other  City  worthies,  advised  his 
u>  gtre  op  his  announced  intention  of  dining  with  the 
ijror. 

og  other  remarkable  attributes  bjr  which  Sir  CI— d— s 
ihed  himself,  the  dasi ling  whiteneu  of  his  laTourite 
I  not  the  least  coospicuous. 
e  GoTemment  of  Perm. 


As,  once  the  thing's  well  set  about, 
No  doubt  but  we  shall  hunt  him  out 

His  Lordship's  mind,  of  late,  they  say. 

Hath  been  in  an  uneasy  way 

Himself  and  colleagues  not  being  let 

To  climb  into  the  Cabinet, 

To  settle  England's  state  affairs, 

Hath  much,  it  seems,  tuisettled  theirs ; 

And  chief  to  this  stray  Plenipo 

Hath  been  a  most  distressing  blow. 

Already, — certain  to  receive  a 

Well-paid  mission  to  the  Neva, 

And  be  the  bearer  of  kind  words 

To  tyrant  Nick  from  Tory  Lords,—* 

To  fit  himself  for  free  discussion, 

His  Lordship  had  been  learning  Russian ; 

And  all  so  natural  to  him  were 

The  accents  of  the  Northern  bear. 

That,  while  his  tones  were  in  your  ear,  you 

Might  swear  you  were  in  sweet  Siberia. 

And  still,  poor  Peer,  to  old  and  young. 

He  goes  on  raving  in  that  tongue ; 

Tells  you  how  much  you  would  eqjoy  a 

Trip  to  Dalnodoubrowskoya; ' 

Talks  of  such  places,  by  the  score,  on 

As  Oulisfflirmchinagoboron,^ 

And  swears  (for  he  at  nothing  sticks) 

That  Russia  swarms  with  Raskol-niks,  ^ 

Though  one  such  Nick,  God  knows,  must  be 

A  more  than  ample  quantity. 

Such  are  the  marks  by  which  to  know 
This  stray'd  or  stolen  Plenipo  ; 
And  whosoever  brings  or  sends 
The  unhappy  statesman  to  his  friends. 
On  Carlton  Terrace,  shall  have  thanks. 
And — any  paper  but  the  Bank's. 

P.S.  —  Some  think,  the  disappearance 
Of  this  our  diplomatic  Peer  hence 
Is  for  the  purpose  of  reviewing, 
In  person,  what  dear  Mig  is  doing 
So  as  to  'scape  all  tell-tale  letters 
'Bout  B — a—d,  and  such  abettors, — 
The  only  "  wretches"  for  whose  aid* 
Letters  seem  not  to  have  been  made. 


<  Territory  belonging  to  the  mines  of  KoUrano-Kosskres- 
sense. 

^  The  name  of  a  religious  sect  in  Russia.  "  n  existe  en 
Russie  plusieurs  sectes ;  la  plus  nombreuse  estcelle  des  Ras- 
kol-niks, ou  Trai-crojants."— Gamba,  Voyage  dans  la  Rmuie 
MhidionaU. 

"  HeaT*n  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid.** 

Pon. 
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THE  DANCE  OF  BISHOPS; 


OB, 


BmOOPAX.  QCADEILLB.' 


A  IHOAM. 


I 


;  an  gml  feiCiTali  and  c«Iebratkm>, 

lk«  priBMf*  OtfteUiM,  In  which  even 

I  ttsoMMI  dnuf  wvfv  pcffbuiMn.    Scslicer 

im  BItlMps  wOTt  cdted  Awwi^*,  for  no 

tiua  thM  tiMT  lad  off  Omw  danoet.**  —  Cgdo. 


Trm  had  mch  a  drcam — a  frightftil  dream — 
Though  ftumy,  mayhap,  to  wagi  'twill  teem. 
By  all  who  rtgud  the  Chnreh,  like  ni, 
"Twill  he  thoaght  ezoeedingly  ominoot! 

As  rtading  in  hed  I  lay  lait  night — 
Which  (being  insarcd)  ii  my  delight— 
I  happen*d  to  doae  off  jost  as  I  got  to 
The  singular  fiwt  which  forms  my  motta 
Only  think,  thought  I,  as  I  dos'd  away. 
Of  a  party  of  Chorchmen  dancing  the  hay ! 
Clerks,  curates,  and  recton,  capering  all. 
With  a  neat*legg*d  Bishop  to  open  the  balll 

Searee  had  my  eyelids  time  to  dote, 

When  the  acene  I  had  fancied  before  me  rose — 

An  Epiicopsl  Hop,  on  a  scale  m>  grand 

As  my  daisied  eyes  could  hardly  stand. 

For,  Britain  and  Elrin  clubb*d  their  Sees 

To  nmke  it  a  Dance  of  Dignities, 

And  I  saw — oh  brightest  of  Church  events ! 

A  quadrille  of  the  two  Esublisbments, 

Bishop  to  Bishop  ru-a-ri*. 

Footing  away  prodigiously. 

There  was  Bristol  capering  up  to  Derry, 
And  Cork  with  Ix)ndon  making  merry  ; 
Wlule  huge  Llandaff,  with  a  See,  so  so, 
Was  to  dear  old  Dublin  pointing  bis  toe. 
There  was  Chester,  hatched  by  woman's  smile, 
Performing  a  chaime  des  Drmes  in  style ; 
While  he  who,  whene'er  the  Ix>rds*  House  doses. 
Can  waken  them  up  by  citing  Moses,  ^ 
The  portly  Tnam  was  all  in  a  hurry 
To  set,  en  avani,  to  Canterbury. 

Meantime,  while  pamphlets  stuffed  bis  pockets, 
(All  out  of  date,  like  speut  sky-rockets,) 

1  Writtan  CD  the  pautaig  of  the  memorable  Bill,  in  the  year 
180,  fcr  the  abolition  of  ten  Irish  Bithopricf . 

*  Lilaralljr,  First  Dancers. 

*  **  And  what  does  Moses  sqr?**  — One  of  the  fjacolations 
with  «Uch  this  eminent  prelate  enlivened  his  bmous  speech 
«D  the  QShoUc  questkn. 
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lind  was  like  a  patchwork  quilt, 
up  of  new,  old,  motley  bits — 
if  the  €^.  call*d  in  their  shares, 
icoats  their  quota  got, 
ms  were  all  reminded  theirs, 
uilt  would  look  but  shy,  God  wot 

s  he  still,  new  plagiaries  seeking, 

s'd  ventriloquism's  trick, 

ad  of  Dick  through  others  speaking, 

others  we  heard  speak  through  Dick. 

now,  all  bounds  exceeding, 

)est  of  Whigs,  now  worst  of  rats ; 

,  with  Malthus,  foe  to  breeding, 

ext,  with  Sadler,  all  for  brats. 

:k !  — and  how  else  could  it  be  ? 

DOtions  all  at  random  caught, 

f  mental  fricassee, 

up  of  legs  and  wings  of  thought — 

ings  of  the  last  Debate,  or 

oer,  yesterday,  of  wits, 

Mck  sat  by,  and,  like  a  waiter, 

tie  scraps  for  perquisites. 


JCTED  REPORT  OF  SOME  LATE 
SPEECHES. 

eard  (me  taint  speaking,  and  another  taint  coid 
»t." 

1834. 

s — B  rose  and  declared  in  sooth, 
auldn't  give  sixpence  to  Maynooth. 
:ed  priests  the  whole  of  his  life, 
t  was  a  man  who  had  no  wife,* 
ig  no  wife,  the  Church  was  his  mother, 
h  was  his  father,  sister,  and  brother, 
the  case,  he  was  sorry  to  say, 
f  'twixt  Papist  and  Protestant  lay,  2 
d  wide,  scarce  possible  was  it 
n  *•  how  d'ye  do  ?  "  across  it : 

eeted  to  the  maintenance  and  education  of  a 
bjf  the  particular  vows  qf  celibacy,  which,  a*  it 
em  the  church  eu  their  only  family,  making  it  fill 
other  and  mother  and  brother."— Debate  on  the 
Dooth  College.  The  Times,  April  19. 
Ivayi  app^ed  to  him  that  between  the  Catholic 
U  a  great  guff  intervened,  which  rendered  it  im- 

aptist  might  acceptably  extend  the  offices  or 
he  Presbyterian  and  the  Independent,  or  the 


And  though  your  Liberals,  nimble  as  fleas, 

Could  clear  such  gulfs  with  perfect  ease, 

'Twas  a  jump  that  nought  on  earth  could  make 

Your  proper,  heavy-built  Christian  take. 

No,  no, — if  a  Dance  of  Sects  must  be. 

He  would  set  to  the  Baptist  willingly, ' 

At  the  Independent  deign  to  smirk. 

And  rigadoon  with  old  Mother  Kirk ; 

Nay  even,  for  once,  if  needs  must  be. 

He'd  take  hands  round  with  all  the  three ; 

But,  as  to  a  jig  with  Popery,  no,  — 

To  the  Harlot  ne'er  would  he  point  his  toe. 

St.  M — n — d— V — ^le  was  the  next  that  rose, — 
A  Saint  who  round,  as  pedlar,  goes. 
With  his  pack  of  piety  and  prose. 
Heavy  and  hot  enough,  God  knows,  — 
And  he  said  that  Papists  were  much  inclin'd 
To  extirpate  all  of  Protestant  kind, 
Which  he  couldn't,  in  truth,  so  much  condemn. 
Having  rather  a  wish  to  extirpate  them ; 
That  is, — to  guard  against  mistake,  — 
To  extirpate  them  for  their  doctrine's  sake ; 
A  distinction  Churchmen  always  make, — 
Insomuch  that,  when  they've  prime  control. 
Though  sometimes  roasting  heretics  whole. 
They  but  cook  the  body  for  sake  of  the  soul. 

Next  jump'd  St  J — ^hnst — ^n  jollily  forth, 
The  spiritual  Dogberry  of  the  North,^ 
A  right  **  wise  fellow,  and,  what's  more. 
An  oflScer  *,"  like  his  type  of  yore ; 
And  he  ask'd,  if  we  grant  such  toleration. 
Pray,  what's  the  use  of  our  Reformation?  ^ 
What  is  the  use  of  our  Church  and  State  ? 
Our  Bishops,  Articles,  Tithe,  and  Rate  ? 
And,  still  as  he  yell'd  out  **  what's  the  use  ?  " 
Old  Echoes,  from  their  cells  recluse 
Where  they'd  for  centuries  slept,  broke  loose. 
Yelling  responsive.  "  Whafs  the  use?" 


member  of  the  Church  of  England  to  any  of  the  other  three ; 
but  the  Catholic."  &c. 

*  "  Could  he  then,  holding  as  he  did  a  spiritual  ofBce  in 
the  Church  of  Scotland,  (cries  of  hear,  and  laughter,)  with 
any  consistency  gire  his  consent  to  a  grant  of  money  ?  "  *c. 

*  "  I  am  a  wise  fellow,  and,  which  i«  more,  an  offlcer.*' 
Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

*  "  What,  he  asked,  was  the  use  of  the  Reformation  ?  What 
was  the  use  of  the  Articles  of  the  Church  of  England,  or  of 
the  Church  of  Scotland  ?  **  &c. 
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MORAL  POSITIONS, 


A  DftXAX. 


poridoD  Co  fixkd  ks  v^ 
mry  tlut  ics  vuyj^c 
Lord  DofdlcT  nd  Ward 


ktook  a  kor  CiBe  for  a 

ht  AtLBOc.  B*  was  voy 
DKB  ao  kwy.'*  <&  — ^pccdi  of 
Colaoial  SUwry.  March  i. 


T'oTHEE  nigbt,  after  beiring  Lord  Dndler's  oration 
(  A  treat  that  comesoace  a- year  as  Maj-day  does% 

I  dreamt  that  I  saw — what  a  strange  operation ! 
A  **  moral  position  **  shipped  off  for  Barbadoes. 

The  whole  Bench  of  Bishops  stood  by  in  grare  at- 
titudes, 

Packing  the  article  tidy  and  neat ;  — 
As  their  Rev'rences  know,  that  in  soatherly  latitudes 

"  Moral  positions  "  don*t  keep  very  sweet 

There  was  B — th— st  arranging  the  costom-hoose 

pass ;  [routing, 

And,  to  guard  the  firail  package  from  tousing  and 

There  stood  my  Lord  Eld — n,  endorsing  it "  Glass," 

Though  as  to  which  side  should  lie  uppermost, 

doubting. 

The  fV^ight  was,  however,  stow'd  safe  in  the  hold ; 

The  winds  were  polite,  and  the  moon  look'd  ro- 
mantic, [roird. 
While  off  in  the  good  ship  "  The  Truth  "  we  were 

With  our  ethical  cargo,  across  the  Atlantic. 

Long,  dolefully  long,  seem'd  the  voyage  we  made  ; 
For  "  The  Truth,**  at  all  times  but  a  very  slow 
sailer. 
By  Mends,  near  as  much  as  by  foes,  is  dclay'd, 
And  few  come  aboard  her,  though  so  many  hail 
her. 

At  length,  safe  arriv*d,  I  went  through  "  tare  and 
tret," 
Deliver*d  my  goods  in  the  primest  condition," 
And  next  morning  read,  in  the  Bridgetoicn  Gazette, 
**  Just  arriv'd  by  *  The  Truth,'  a  new  moral  po- 
sition." 

•*  The  Captain  " — here,  startled  to  find  myself  nam*d 

As  **  the  Captain  "  —  (a  thing  which,  I  own  it 

with  pain,  [asham'd, 

I  through  life  have  avoided,)  I  woke  —  look'd 
Found  I  wasrCt  a  captain,  and  doz'd  off  again. 

^  Eclipses  aiid  comeU  hare  been  always  looked  to  as  great 
chaiigera  of  administrations.  Thus  Milton,  speaking  of  the 
iMHMr :  — 

**  With  fear  of  change 
Perplexing  monarchs." 


THE  MAD  TORT  AND  THE  COMi 


FOUNDED  ON  ▲  LATE  DlflTBESSINO  DRan 


Muta&tcm  regna  coumCcid. 


tt 


U 
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"  Though  all  the  pet  mischiefs  we  eoant 
fidl, 
**  Though  Cholera,  hurricanes,  Wellingtoa 
ns, 
**  WeVe  still  in  reserve,  mighty  Comet,  thy  ti 
**  Last  hope  of  the  Tories,  wilt  thou  too  dc 
ns? 

No — 'tis  coming,  'tis  coming,  the*  areqgcr iii 
**■  Heed,  heed  not,  ye  placemen,  how  Hier 
flatters; 

**  One  whisk  from  that  tail,  as  it  panes  as  I3 
"*  Will  settle,  at  once,  all  political  matten; 

**  The  East-India  Question,  the  Bank,  the 
Powers, 
"  Now  tnm*d  into  two)  with  their  rigai 
Protocols;— « 
**  Ha  I  ha !  ye  gods,  how  this  new  firiend  of 
*«  Will  knock,  right  and  left,  aU  dipka 
what<d*ye-calls  I 

**  Tes,  rather  than  Whigs  at  onr  downM  d 
mock, 
"  Meet  planets,  and  sims,  in  one  general  hi 
"  While,  happy  in  vengeance,   we  welcome 
shock 
*'  That  shall  jerk  from  their  places,  Grer 
thorp,  and  RusselL" 

Thos  spoke  a  mad  Lord,  as,  with  telescope  r 

His  wild  Tory  eye  on  the  heavens  he  set; 

And,  though  nothing  destructive  appeared  : 

gaz'd. 

Much  hop'd  that  there  woyld,  hefbre  Pariii 

met 

And  still,  as  odd  shapes  seem'd  to  flit  thr 

his  glass, 

*■*■  Ha !  there  it  is  now,**  the  poor  maniac  a 

While  his  fancy  with  forms  hut  too  moost 

alas! 

From  his  own  Tory  zodiac,  peoples  the  skie 

And  in  Statins  we  find, 

**  Mutant  que  sceptra  cometie." 
*  See,  for  some  of  these  Protocols,  the  AdduI  R4 
for  the  year  1832. 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


548 


*  Now  I  spy  a  big  body,  good  heaTens,  how  big ! 
**  Whether  Bncky  ^  or  Taanu  I  cannot  well 

ny : — 

*  And,  yonder,  there's  Eld — ^n's  old  Chancery-wig, 
"  In  its  dusty  aphelion  fkst  Ruling  away. 

*  I  see,  *mong  those  £Eitaoas  meteors  behind, 

•*  L — ^nd — nd — ^ry,  in  vacmo^  flaring  about ; — 
"  While  that  dim  double  star,  of  the  nebulous  kind, 
**  Is  the  Gemini,  B — den  and  L— rt — n,  no 
donbt 

*  Ah,  El— b*r— h !  'fiuth,  I  first  thought  'twas  the 

'    Comet; 
"  So  like  that  in  Milton,  it  made  me  quite  pale ; 

*  The  head  with  the  same  *  horrid  hair  *  ^  coming 

from  it, 
"  And  plenty  of  vapour,  but — where  is  the  tail  ?  " 


iheii,  iq>  aloft  jump'd  the  gazer  elated — 
For,  lo,  hia  bright  glass  a  phenomenon  show'd, 
WUeh  he  took  to  be  C — mb— rl— d,  vpwards 
translated, 

of  his  natural  course,  f  other  road  I 


il  too  awfhl  that  sight  for  a  spirit  so  shaken, — 

Down  dropp'd   the   poor    Tory    in    fits    and 

grimaces,  [taken, 

off  to  the  Bedlam  in  Charles  Street  was 

And  is  now  one  of  Halford's  most  fiivourite  cases. 


FROM  THE  HON.  HENRY  ■ 
TO  LADY  EMMA 


Paris,  March  30. 1832. 

YdU  bid  me  explain,  my  dear  angry  Ma'amscUe, 
Bo>w  I  came  thus  to  bolt  without  saying  farewell ; 
And  the  truth  is, — as  truth  you  will  have,  my 
sweet  railer, — 
There  are  two  worthy  persons  I  always  feel  loth 
To  take  leave  of  at  starting, — my  mistress  and 
tailor, — 
As  somehow  one  always  has  scenes  with  them 
both; 
nie  Snip  in  ill-humour,  the  Syren  in  tears. 

She  calling  on  Hearen,  and  he  on  the*  attorney,— 
mi  sometimes,  in  short,  'twixt  his  duns  and  his 
dears, 
A  young  gentleman  risks  being  stopped  in  his 
journey. 


1  The 

s 


of  B— dc— m. 

'*  And  from  hit  horrid  hair 
Shake*  petUlence  and  war." 


But,  to  come  to  the  point, — though  you  think,  I 

dare  say. 
That  'tis  debt  or  the  Cholera  drives  me  away, 
'Pon  honour  you're  wrong; — such  a  mere  baga- 
telle 
As  a  pestilence,  nobody,  now-a-days,  fears ; 
And  the  fact  is,  my  love,  I'm  thus  bolting,  pell- 
mell. 
To  get  out  of  the  way  of  these  horrid  new 
Peers ; ' 
This  deluge  of  coronets,  frightful  to  think  of. 
Which  England  is  now,  for  her  sins,  on  the  brink  of; 
This  coinage  of  no6/i»,'>— coin'd,  all  of 'em,  badly. 
And  sure  to  bring  Counts  to  a  discount  most  sadly. 

Only  think,  to  have  Lords  overrunning  the  nation. 
As  plenty  as  frogs  in  a  Dutch  inundation ; 
No  shelter  from  Barons,  from  Earls  no  protection. 
And  tadpole  young  Lords,  too,  in  every  direction, — 
Things  created  in  haste,  just  to  make  a  Court 

list  of^ 
Two  legs  and  a  coronet  all  they  consist  of! 
The    prospect's    quite    fHghtful,    and  what  Sir 
George  R — se 
(My  particular  friend)  says  is  perfectly  true. 
That,  so  dire  the  alternative,  nobody  knows, 
'Twixt  the  Peers  and  the  Pestilence,  what  he's 
to  do; 
And  Sir  George  even  doubts, — could  he  choose 

his  disorder, — 
'Twixt  coflSn  and  coronet,  which  he  would  order. 

This  being  the  case,  why,  I  thought,  my  dear  Emma, 
'Twere  best  to  fight  shy  of  so  curs'd  a  dilemma ; 
And  though  I  confess  myself  somewhat  a  villain, 

To've  left  idoi  mio  without  an  addio^ 
Console  your  sweet  heart,  and,  a  week  hence,  from 
Milan 

111  send  you — some  news  of  Bellini's  last  trio. 

N.  B. — Have  just  pack'd  up  my  travelling  set-out. 
Things  a  tourist  in  Italy  can't  go  without — 
Viz.,  a  pair  of  gants  gras,  from  old  Houbigant's 

shop. 
Good  for  hands  that  the  air  of  Mont  Cenis  might 

chap. 
Small  presents  for  ladies, — and  nothing  so  wheedles 
The  creatures  abroad  as  your  golden-eyed  needles. 
A  neat  pocket  Horace,  by  which  folks  are  cozen'd 
To  think  one  knows  Latin,  when — one,  perhaps, 

doesn't ; 
With  some  little  book  about  heathen  mythology. 
Just  large  enough  to  refresh  one's  theology  ; 

'  A  new  creation  of  Peers  was  generally  expected  at  this 
time. 
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Nothing  on  earth  being  half  such  a  bore  as 

Not  knowing  the  difference  'twizt  Virgins  and 

Floras. 
Once  more,  love,  farewell,  best  regards  to  the  girls, 
And  mind  you  beware  of  damp  feet  and  new  Earls. 

Henrt. 


TRIUMPH  OF  BIGOTRY. 

**  CoLLUB.  —  We  announced,  in  our  last,  that  hetroj  and 
Shaw  were  returned.  They  were  chaired  yesterday ;  the 
Student!  of  the  College  determined,  it  would  seeni,  to  imi- 
tate the  mob  in  all  things,  harnessing  themselres  to  the  car, 
and  the  Masters  of  Arts  bearing  Orange  flags  and  bludgeons 
before,  beside,  and  behind  the  car." 

DtMin  Evening  Potty  Dec.  20.  1832. 

At,  yoke  ye  to  the  bigots'  car, 

Ye  chosen  of  Alma  Mater's  scions ; — 
Fleet  chargers  drew  the  God  of  War, 

Great  Cybele  was  drawn  by  lions. 
And  Sylvan^Pan,  as  Poets  dream. 
Drove  four  yoang  panthers  in  his  team. 
Thus  classical  L— fr — y,  for  once,  is. 

Thus,  studioos  of  a  like  turn-out. 
He  harnesses  young  sucking  dunces. 

To  draw  him,  as  their  Chief,  about. 
And  let  the  world  a  picture  see 
Of  Dulness  yok'd  to  Bigotry : 
Showing  us  how  young  College  hacks 
Can  pace  with  bigots  at  their  backs, 
As  though  the  cubs  were  born  to  draw 
Such  luggage  as  L— fr — ^y  and  Sh — w. 

Oh  shade  of  Goldsmith,  shade  of  Swift, 

Bright  spirits  whom,  in  days  of  yore. 
This  Queen  of  Dulness  sent  adrift. 

As  aliens  to  her  foggy  shore ; —  * 
Shade  of  our  glorious  Grattan,  too, 

Whose  very  name  her  shame  recalls  ; 
Whose  effigy  her  bigot  crew 

Revers'd  upon  their  monkish  walls, — 2 
Bear  witness  (lest  the  world  should  doubt) 

To  your  mute  Mother's  dull  renown, 
Then  famous  but  for  Wit  tum'd  outy 

And  Eloquence  turrCd  upside  down ; 
But  now  ordain'd  new  wreaths  to  win, 

Beyond  all  fame  of  former  days, 


>  See  the  lives  of  these  two  poets  for  the  circumstances 
under  which  they  left  Dublin  College. 

s  In  the  year  1799,  the  Board  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin, 
thought  proper,  as  a  mode  of  expressing  their  disapprobation 
of  Mr.  Grattan's  public  conduct,  to  order  his  portrait,  in  the 


By  breaking  thus  young  donkies  in 
To  draw  M.  P.s,  amid  the  brmys 
Alike  of  donkies  and  M.  Aj»  ; — 
Defying  Oxford  to  surpass  'em 
In  this  new  **  Grados  ad  Pamassnm.' 


TRANSLATION    FROM    THE   GUU 
LANGUAGE. 


Scrota  mMoH. 


m 


'TwAS  graVd  on  the  Stone  of  Desdny,' 
In  letters  four,  and  letters  three ; 
And  ne'er  did  the  King  of  the  Gulls  go  hj 
But  those  awful  letters  scar'd  his  eye ; 
For  he  knew  that  a  Prophet  Voice  ksd  aid, 
**  As  long  as  those  words  by  man  were  read, 
"  The  ancient  race  of  the  Gulls  should  Be*er 
"  One  hour  of  peace  or  plenty  share." 
But  years  on  years  successive  flew. 
And  the  letters  still  more  legible  grew,— 
At  top,  a  T,  an  H,  an  E, 
And  underneath,  D.  E.  B.  T. 

Some  thought  them  Hebrew, — such  as  Jevi 
More  skiird  in  Scrip  than  Scripture,  use ; 
While  some  surmis'd  *twas  an  ancient  way 
Of  keeping  accounts,  (well  known  in  the  daj 
Of  the  fam'd  Didlerius  Jeremias, 
WTio  had  thereto  a  wonderful  bias,) 
And  prov'd  in  books  most  learnedly  boring. 
'Twas  called  the  Fontick  way  of  scoring. 

Howe'er  this  be,  there  never  were  yet 

Seven  letters  of  the  alphabet. 

That,  'twixt  them  form'd  so  grim  a  spell 

Or  scar'd  a  Land  of  Gulls  so  well. 

As  dill  this  awful  riddle-me-ree 

Of  T.  H.  E.    D.  E.  B.  T. 


Hark ! — it  is  struggling  Freedom's  crj' ; 
"  Help,  help,  ye  nations,  or  I  die ; 
"  'Tis  freedom's  fight,  and,  on  the  field 
"  Where  I  expire,  yoiir  doom  is  seal'd.** 
The  Gull- King  hears  the  awakening  call 
He  hath  smnmon'd  his  Peers  and  Patriots  all 


Great  Hall  of  the  Unirersity,  to  be  turned  upside  do«a,  > 
in  this  position  it  remained  for  some  time. 

s  Lia&il,  or  the  Stone  of  Destiny,  —  for  which,  see  Wt 
minster  Abbey. 
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And  be  aiks,  **  Ye  noHe  Gulls,  shall  we 
*■  Stand  bssely  by  at  the  fiOl  of  the  Free, 
**  Nor  utter  a  cnne,  nor  deal  a  blow  ?"* 
And  they  answer,  with  Toice  of  thunder,  **  No. 

Out  fly  their  flashing  swords  in  the  air! — 
But, — why  do  they  rest  suspended  there  ? 
Wbal  sodden  blight,  what  baleful  charm. 
Hath  cluU*d  each  eye,  and  check'd  each  arm? 
Alas  1  acme  withering  hand  hath  thrown 
The  veil  from  off  that  &tal  stone. 
And  pinnting  now,  with  sapless  finger, 
flhoweth  where  dark  those  letters  linger, — 
Letlers  four,  and  letters  three, 
T.  &£.  D.  E.B.  T. 

At  light  thereof  each  lifted  brand 

Fovcrless  fidU  from  every  hand ; 

Id  Tain  the  Patriot  knits  his  brow, — 

Even  talk,  his  staple,  fails  him  now. 

In  Tain  the  King  like  a  hero  treads, 

His  Lords  of  the  Treasury  shake  their  heads ; 

And  to  all  his  talk  of  **  brave  and  free,** 

Ko  answer  getteth  His  Miycsty 

Bat-T.  ttE.   D.  E.B.  T." 

la  short,  the  whole  Gull  nation  feels 
They*re  &irly  spell-bound,  neck  and  heels ; 
And  so,  in  the  hce  of  the  laughing  world. 
Mast  e*cn  sit  down,  with  banners  furVd, 
A4io<uning  all  their  dreams  sublime 
Of  gloiy  and  war  to — some  other  time. 


NOTIONS  ON  REFORM. 

BT  ▲  HODEBlf   BEFORMEB. 

Or  all  the  misfortanes  as  yet  brought  to  pass 
By  this  oomet-like  Bill,  with  its  long  tail  of 
speeches, 
The  nddest  and  worst  is  the  schism  which,  alas ! 
b  has  caos'd  between  W — th — r — I's  waistcoat 
and  breeches. 


•ymptoms  of  this  Anti-Union  propensity 
oA  broken  oat  in  that  quarter  before ; 
Bat  the  breach,  since  the  Bill,  has  attained  such 
taDtmansity, 
Dtaial  hinaelf  ooold  hare  scarce  wished  it  more. 


•  fewBis 


that  the  learned  gentleman  hiimelf 
the  Houae  of  Coninioni,  of  haring  tat 
wMch  tUa  allcgorfeal  lady  had  occupied. 

of  iIm  cfliseta  of  the  tripod  on  the 


Oh  !  haste  to  repair  it,  ye  friends  of  good  order. 
Ye  Atw — ds  and  W — nns,  ere  the  moment  is  past ; 

Who  can  doubt  that  we  tread  upon  Anarchy^s  border. 
When  the  ties  that  should  hold  men  are  loosening 
sofkst? 

3faAe  W— th— r— 1  yield  to  "some  sort  of  Reform" 
(As  we  all  must,  €rod  help  us  !  with  very  wry 
&ces). 

And  loud  as  he  likes  let  him  bluster  and  storm 
About  Corporate  Rights,  so  heUl  only  wear  braces. 

Should  those  he  now  sports  have  been  long  in 
possession. 
And,  like  his  own  borough,  the  worse  for  the 
wear. 
Advise  him,  at  least,  as  a  prudent  concession 
To  Intellect's  progress,  to  buy  a  new  pair. 

Oh !  who  that  e*er  saw  him,  when  vocal  he  stands. 
With  a  look  something  midway  'twixt  Filch*s 
and  Lockit's, 
While  still,  to  inspire  him,  his  deeply  thrust  hands 
Keep  jingling  the  rhino   in  both    breeches- 
pockets — 

Who  that  ever  has  listened,  through  groan  and 
through  cough. 
To  the  speeches  inspir*dby  this  music  of  pence, — 
But  must  grieve  that  there's  any  thing  like  falling 

off 
In  that  great  nether  source  of  his  wit  and  his 
sense? 

\Vho  that  knows  how  he  look'd  when,  with  grace 
debonair. 
He  began  first  to  court — ^rather  late  in  the  season — 
Or  when,  less  fastidious,  he  sat  in  the  chair 
Of  his  old  friend,  the  Nottingham  Goddess  of 
Reason  ;^ 

That  Goddess,  whose  borough-like  virtue  attracted 
All  mongers  in  both  wares  to  proffer  their  love; 

Wliose  chair  like  the  stool  of  the  Pythoness  acted. 
As  W — th — ^r — rs  rants,  ever  since,  go  to  prove ;  * 

Who,  in  short,  would  not  grieve,  if  a  man  of  his 
graces 

Should  go  on  rejecting,  unwam*d  by  the  past. 
The  "  moderate  Reform**  of  a  pair  of  new  bracos. 

Till,  some  day,— he*ll  all  fall  to  pieces  at  last. 

appearance  and  rolce  of  the  utter,  ihovt  that  the  tjmptomi 
(ant  at  least  rery  limilar : 

Spumea  tunc  primum  rabiet  Tettsa  per  ora 

Effluit 

tunc  mcntufl  vafUt  ololataa  In  aatrla. 
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TOBT  PLEDGE& 

I  PLBDGB  myself  chroiigh  tliick  and  thin. 
To  bboor  itilU  with  icsl  deroot. 

To  get  the  Oats,  poor  drrils,  in. 

And  tnm  the  Inns,  the  wretches,  ooL 

I  pledge  BiyseIC  though  mnch  bereft 
Of  ways  snd  means  of  rnling  ill. 

To  make  the  most  of  what  are  left. 
And  stick  to  all  that's  rotten  stilL 

Thoogh  gone  the  days  of  place  and  pell^ 
And  drones  no  more  take  all  the  honey, 

I  pledge  myself  to  cram  myself 
With  all  I  can  of  public  money; 


To  quarter  on  that  social  porse 
My  nephews,  nieces,  sisters,  brothers, 

Nor,  so  w€  prosper,  care  a  corse 
How  much  *tis  at  the*  expense  of  others. 

I  pledge  myself^  whenever  Right 
And  Might  on  any  point  diride. 

Not  to  ask  which  is  black  or  white. 
Bat  take,  at  once,  the  strongest  side. 

For  instance,  in  all  Tithe  discnssions, 
Vmfir  the  Reverend  encroacbers :  — 

I  loathe  the  Poles,  applaud  the  Russians,  — 
Am  fur  the  Squires  agaitut  the  Poachers. 

Betwixt  the  Com-Ix>rd8  and  the  Poor 
Fve  not  the  slightest  hesitation, — 

The  people  mutt  be  stanr'd  to*  insure 
The  Land  its  due  remuneration. 

I  pledge  myself  to  be  no  more 

With  Ireland's  wrongs  bepros'd  or  shammM,- 
I  rote  her  grieyances  a  bore. 

So  she  may  suffer,  and  be  d — d. 

Or  if  she  kick,  let  it  console  us. 
We  still  hare  plenty  of  red  coats. 

To  cram  the  Church,  that  general  bolus, 
Down  any  giv'n  amount  of  throats. 

I  dearly  lore  the  Frankfort  Diet, — 
Think  newspapers  the  worst  of  crimes ; 

And  would,  to  give  some  chance  of  quiet. 
Hang  all  the  writers  of  The  Times ; 

Break  all  their  correspondents*  bones, 
AU  authors  of  "  Reply,"  "  Rejoinder," 
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,  oat  load  in  a  Uogh  he  broke, 
*arly  the  good  saint  lov'd  h'lB  joke)  > 
id — sanreying,  as  sly  he  spoke, 
stly  palace  from  roof  to  base — 
,  it  isn't,  at  least,  a  saving  Grace  !** 
h,*'  said  the  lackey,  a  man  of  few  words. 
Archbishop  is  gone  to  the  House  of  Lords, 
le  Hoase  of  the  Lord,  yon  mean,  my  son, 
n  nuf  time,  at  least,  there  was  but  one ; 
BS  such  mnny'/old  priests  as  these 
,  er'n  in  their  Lord,  pluralities  I"^ 
me  for  gab,**  quoth  the  man  in  lace : 
slamming  the  door  in  St  Jerome's  face, 
curse  to  the  single  knockers  all, 
o  finish  his  port  in  the  servants'  hall, 
ropose  a  toast  (humanely  meant 
lude  eren  Curates  in  its  extent) 
U  as  MerveM  the'  Establishment." 


ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH. 

SBCOND  VISIT. 

I  noch  I  dmre  lay,  that,  since  hrding  and  loitering 
Be  up.  preaching  hath  come  down,  contrary  to  the 
>'  time*.     For  they  preached  and  lorded  not:  and 

f  lord  cod  preach  not Erer  since  the  Prelates 

ide  Lords  and  Nobles,  the  plough  standeth  ;  there 
>rk  done,  the  people  starve."  —  Latimery  Sermon  qf 

e  more,"  said  Jerome,  "  I'll  run  up  and  see 

tie  Church  goes  on," — and  off  set  he. 

ten  the  packet-boat,  which  trades 

:t  our  planet  and  the  shades, 

Tiv'd  below,  with  a  freight  so  queer, 

eyes!"    said   Jerome,    "what    have    we 
here?"— 

saw,  when  nearer  he  explored, 
I  a  cargo  of  Bishops'  wigs  aboard. 
J  are  ghosts  of  wigs,"  said  Charon,  **  all, 
*  worn  by  nobs  Episcopal.  ^ 
folks  on  earth,  who've  got  a  store 
ist  off  things  they'll  want  no  more, 
lend  them  down,  as  gifts,  you  know, 
.  certain  Gentleman  here  below." 


ness  his  well  known  pun  on  the  name  of  his  adver- 
gllantius.  whom  he  calls  facetiou«ly  Dormitantius, 
>  suspicion  attached  to  some  of  the  early  Fathers  of 
rians  in  their  doctrine  would  appear  to  derive  some 
ition  from  this  passage. 

I  wig.  which  b-id  so  long  fiirmed  an  essential  part  of 
4  of  an  Rnglish  bishop,  was  at  this  time  beginning  to 
tised  with. 


**  A  sign  of  the  times,  I  plainly  see," 
Said  the  Saint  to  himself  as,  pondering,  he 
Sail'd  off  in  the  death-boat  gsillantly. 

Arriv'd  on  earth,  quoth  he,  "  No  more 

**  I'll  affect  a  body,  as  before ; 

"  For  I  think  I'd  best,  in  the  company 

**  Of  Spiritual  Lords,  a  spirit  be, 

'*  And  glide,  unseen,  from  See  to  See." 

But  oh  !  to  tell  what  scenes  he  saw, — 

It  was  more  than  Rabelais'  pen  could  draw. 

For  mstance,  he  found  Ex — t — r. 

Soul,  body,  inkstand,  all  in  a  stir, — 

For  love  of  God  ?  for  sake  of  King? 

For  good  of  people  ? — no  such  thing ; 

But  to  get  for  himself,  by  some  new  trick, 

A  shove  to  a  better  bishoprick. 

He  found  that  pious  soul.  Van  M — Id — t. 

Much  with  his  money-bags  bewilder'd ; 

Snubbing  the  Clerks  of  the  Diocess,** 

Because  the  rogues  showed  restlessness 

At  having  too  little  cash  to  touch, 

While  he  so  Christianly  bears  too  much. 

He  found  old  Sarum's  wits  as  gone 

As  his  own  beloved  text  in  John,  — ^ 

Text  he  hath  prosed  so  long  upon. 

That  'tis  thought  when  ask'd,  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 

His  name,  he'll  answer  "  John,  v.  7." 


(t 


But  enough  of  Bishops  I've  had  to-day," 
Said  the  weary  Saint,  — "  I  must  away. 
**■  Though  I  own  I  should  like,  before  I  go, 
**  To  see  for  once  (as  I'm  ask'd  below 
**  If  really  such  odd  sights  exist) 
"  A  regular  six-fold  Pluralist." 
Just  then  he  heard  a  general  cry  — 
"  There's  Doctor  Hodgson  galloping  by  ! " 
"  Ay,  that's  the  man,"  says  the  Saint,  "  to  follow,' 
And  off  he  sets,  with  a  loud  view-hollo, 
At  Hodgson's  heels,  to  catch,  if  he  can, 
A  glimpse  of  this  singular  plural  man. 
But,— talk  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's  bird !« 
To  compare  him  with  Hodgson  is  absurd. 
"  Which  way,  sir,  pray,  is  the  doctor  gone  ?  " — 
"  He  is  now  at  his  living  at  Hillingdon." — 
"  No,  no, — you're  out,  by  many  a  mile, 
"  He's  away  at  his  Deanery,  in  Carlisle." — 


4  See  the  Bishop's  I.etter  to  Clergy  of  his  Diocese. 

^  1  John,  T.  7.  A  text  which,  though  long  given  up  by  all 
the  rest  of  the  orthodox  world,  is  itill  pertinaciously  adhered 
to  by  this  Right  Reverend  scholar. 

*  It  was  a  saying  of  the  well-known  Sir  Boyle,  that  "  a  man 
could  not  be  in  two  places  at  once,  unless  he  was  a  bird.** 


N 
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**  Pudfouwa^uti  bat  I luideniaiid 

**  He*k  goae  to  hk  liring  in  Camberimd."— 

**  God  biMi  me,  iio» — he  ean*t  be  tbere ; 

••  Tm  moft  try  8t  CSeorge'i,  Hinorer  Square." 

Thof  fell  in  Tfein  the  Saint  inquired, 
FhNn  living  to  living,  moek'd  and  tir*d ; — 
Twas  Hodgaon  here,  *tvai  Hodgaoo  there, 
Twaa  Hodgaon  nowhere,  ererywhere ; 
Tm,  fkirlj  beat,  the  Saint  gare  o*er. 
And  Hittcd  avaj  to  the  Stygian  ahore. 
To  aatoniih  the  natives  under  ground 
With  the  comical  things  he  on  earth  had  found. 


THOUGHTS  ON  TAR  BARRELa 

(Tim  DMcumMi  or  a  lati  Ftn.!) 

1 

What  a  plraiing  contrivance !  how  aptly  devi8*d 

*Twixt  tar  and  magaoUaa  to  poxile  one's  noses  I 

And  how  the  tar-barrels  must  all  be  surpris'd 

To  find  themselves  seated  like  **Love  among 
•  •• 


What  a  pity  we  canX  bjr  precautions  like  these, 
iVar  the  air  of  that  other  still  viler  infection ; 

Thai  ndical  fttu  that  old  whiggish  disease, 
iV which  cases.  true-blut\  are  in  every  direction. 


Th 
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"^^rdKl  \>f  harrvU.  letV  light  up  an  Auto  da  Fe 

\V a  fow  gvx^  combustible  Lords  of  **  the  Club;' 
Tbry  would  fume,  in  a  trice,  the  ^Vhig  cholera    *Tis 
away. 
And  there's  B— cky  would  bum  like  a  barrel  of   Youi 
bub. 
i  I  I,  m^ 

How  R — d — n  would  blase!  and  what  rubbish    Used 
throw  out !  But, 

.\  volcano  of  nonsense,  in  active  display  ,*  To  s\ 

.   While  V — ne,  as  a  butt,  amidst  laughter,  would    We, 
j  spout  ;  And, 

I       Tlie  hot  nothings  he*s  full  of.  all  night  and  all  dav. ; 
^  '    \MuMt 

And  then,fora  finish,  there's  C — mb — d's  Duke, —  ( 
Good  Lord,  how  his  chin-tuft  would  crackle  in  ;  JDr.ll 
air!  j 

Unless  (as  is  shrewdly  sunnis'd  from  his  look)       ,  That 
He's  already  bespoke  for  combustion  elsewhere.       Dr. 


\  TlHi  M ■  of  ll-4Ud*i  YHm.  -.  Knmi  dmd  of  cbo- 


»  Th 


\rr*  hU  IrfHitihlp  had  onl#r«il  iST'luirrpU  to  Iw  burned  io  erery  ;  vberrii 

«  'nM>«rr«>nM.MWrlluMtllMiMl)«»l«lli«iroUow.(p.ft51.)     brouglM 
«vTP  ^trttl«M  IVnm  mm  Ity  IhM  UuiMilidil*  ncwure  of  the    to : 
^T>»f  wlrtlmt,  lh«»  liUN  <St«M«4Mi  AvI,  the  taU 
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e  a  jaTenile  performer,  bat  once  yoa  begin, 
»n*t  think  how  £ut  you  may  train  your 

hand  in : 
'tmding)  who  knows  bat  old  Tory  may  take 

to  the  shelf^ 
the  comforting  thought  that,  in  place  and  in 

pelf, 
(occeeded  by  one  jost  as — bad  as  himself? 
.  Whig  (hokingJiaUered),^yniy,  to  tell  yoa 

the  trath,  Fve  a  small  matter  here, 
h  yoa  help*d  me  to  make  for  my  patient  last 

year,— 

[GoM  to  a  cupboard  and  brings  out 
a  strait  waistcoat  and  gag, 
mch  rest  Tre  eigoy*d  from  his  raving  since 

then, 
I  have  made  np  my  mind  he  shall  wear  it 

•gain. 
.  Tory  {embracing him), — Oh,  charming! 

My  dear  Doctor  Whig,  yoa*re  a  treasure. 
to  tortoring  mtfsdf,  to  help  you  is  a  pleasare. 

[Astuting  Dr,  Whig. 
me  kaye — IVe  some  practice  in  these  mad 

machines; 
} — tighter — the  gag  in  the  month,  by  all 

means, 
htfbll — all*8  snag — not  a  squeak  need  you 

fear, — 
nay  now  put  your  anodynes  o£f  till  next  year, 

\^Scene  clous. 


THE  REV.  CH— RL— S  OV— RT— N, 

CrBATE   OF   BOHALDKIRK. 

•a  OF  mm  fovticai.  POBTmAiruii  or  the  cbcich.i 

1833. 

T   singer   of   Romaldkirk,    thou  who  art 

reckoned, 
itics  Episcopal,  David  the  Second,* 
s,  as  a  Curate,  so  lofty  your  flight, 
think,  in  a  Rectory,  how  you  would  write ! 
Mrly  inspired  by  the  "  Tithe-crown'd  Apollo,*' 
beats,  I  confess  it,  our  hig  Phoebus  hollow. 


>  Edinbargfa  Rerlew,  No.  117. 
roar  Lordship,'*  ujs  Mr.  Or—rt—n,  in  tlie  Dedication 
»oem  to  the  BUiop  of  Chester, "  has  kindly  expressed 
rrsauion  that  mj  *  Muse  will  always  be  a  Muse  of 
soDg,  and  that  ii  wUt  be  tuned  at  Da^kCt  teas.' " 

paOClOS. 

—  albmn  motor  in  alitem 
Sopami:  nafcnnturque  Ispret 
Par  digitoa,  hunieroaqae  plumsi. 


Having  gotten,  besides  the  old  Ninths  inspiration. 
The  Tenth  of  all  eatable  things  in  creation,) 
There's  nothing,  in  fact,  that  a  poet  like  you. 
So  he-nin'd  and  he-tenth^d^  couldn't  easily  do. 
Round  the  lips  of  the  sweet-tongued  Athenian  ' 

they  say. 
While  yet  but  a  babe  in  his  cradle  he  lay. 
Wild  honey-bees  swarm*d,  as  a  presage  to  tell 
Of  the  sweet-flowing  words  that  thence  afterwards 

feU. 
Just  so  round  our  Ov — rt — n*s  cradle,  no  doubt. 
Tenth  ducklings  and  chicks  were  seen  flitting  about ; 
Goose  embryos,  waiting  their  doom*d  dccimatioD, 
Came,  shadowing  forth  his  adult  destination. 
And  small,  sucking  tithe-pigs,  in  musical  droves. 
Announced  the  Church  poet  whom  Chester  ap- 
proves. 

O  Horace !  when  thou,  in  thy  vision  of  yore. 
Didst  dream  that  a  snowy-white  plumage  come  o'er 
Thy  etherealis'd  limbs,  stealing  downily  on. 
Till,  by  Fancy's  strong  spell,  thou  wert  tum'd  to  a 

swan,** 
Little  thought'st  thou  such  fate  could  a  poet  befall. 
Without  any  e£fort  of  fancy,  at  all ; 
Little  thought'st  thou  the  world  would  in  Ov— rt — ^n 

find 
A  bird,  ready-made,  somewhat  different  in  kind. 
But  as  perfect  as  Michaelmas*  self  could  produce, 
By  gods  yclept  anser,  by  mortals  a  goose. 


SCENE 


FROM  A  PLAT,  ACTED  AT  OXFORD,  CALLED 

"MATRICULATION."* 

IBM. 

[Boy   discorered  at  a  table,  with  the  Thirty-nine  Articles 
before  him.  —  Enter  the  Rt.  Rer.  Doctor  Ph— lip— ts.] 

Doctor  P. — There,  my  lad,  lie  the  Articles — (Bog 
begins  to  count  them)  just  thirty -nine — 

No  occasion  to  count— you've  now  only  to  sign. 

At  Cambridge,  where  folks  are  less  High-church 
than  we, 

The  whole  Nine-and-Thirty  are  lump'd  mto  Three. 


*  "  It  appears  that  when  a  youth  of  fifteen  goes  to  be  matri- 
culated at  Oxford,  and  is  required  first  to  subscribe  Thirty- 
nine  Articles  of  Religious  Belief,  this  only  means  that  hh 
engages  himself  afterwards  to  understand  what  is  now  above 
his  comprehension ;  that  he  expresses  no  aisent  at  all  to  what 
he  signs ;  and  that  he  is  (or,  ought  to  be)  at  full  liberty,  when 
he  has  studied  the  subject,  to  withdraw  his  provisioaal  assent." 
-.Edinburgh  Ratiew,  No.  190. 


HOC 


ffttiwtiMriiw,  M* 
Mn  fcrnrriag  MTMkw  tnd  Cwtd  AiIwmi 
Tin  «■  NMk.  n  iMC  Own  BcM't  BaiUea 
n«^  idcNst— Mv,  ngs— htTing  rtad 

Tw  "bdlm  ialht  Ibn  ud  tm  uranmg  tha 

(Boyitara.) 
4fe,a«mlbrni  ofvocdi,  toBukelhinpa 

A  WMtid'ww  Kid  Aort  mke-Mim  of  In 
Wkkh  oar  Cfaaieb  bM  dnv*  op.  in  ■  fcn 

1^  ktrp  oM,  ia  lONnl,  ill  whole  pntkali 
BM  whtf"!  lb*  bej  4oiB|T  wh«!  mdii 

dtroo^ 
All  Mf  huwheea  bit  cooling !— lUi  wTtr  1 
A9<par^awlk  .itrliEiH.)— Hcnmn 
•kick— i«*f,  DsMor,  vhaTi  "Gi 


•ha  7«B*T*  men  iafnraitj- 

Al  IMML  br  ■guif.  ro>  ptedp  jomdrB 

'  maM'^r  k  Btj  bth  to  bdioTe  it  iiacMdj. 

>Kfci»Ji»fi«dppMf»«Mk«tbaotp 

Vtaik  ■■■Boo  an  dowa,  Iba  digot— h  v« 

1  ^dirtCned, 

VUcb,  m  toU,  ii  a  Tory  loo^  monel,  in 

AtbrdaiDD* 

XkBHsr  /■.  (onrfc).—  Ay,  ud  to  wooU  i 

inglj,  too, 

Alt  coDbonded  particular  joong  boobie*,  lU 

Tbii  romra  of  Refonning! — tll'i  o'er  witb  oo 

Wbcn  people  wo'o'i  Maud  vbal  thrj  can't 

N«r  perceiTc  that  oor  cTcr-reTcr'd  Tbirtj-! 

WtM  Bade,  not  for  men  to  Mifrr.  boi  id  jti 

,  [Erit  Dr.  P.  im  a  f, 

LATE  TITHE  CASE. 


*hn((.~—  timr Jt'm  Mr.  I,  AnvU,  AufuM 

Hct  m  <br  jnarwlTw,  jt  ravinnd  n 
Da  JOB  lak(  one  plf  In  rnrj  ten. 
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E.  of  the  Land  of  Sense, 
ble88*d  with  a  glimmer  thence, 
nt  it  not  in  this  happy  place, 
ht  of  its  own  gilds  every  face ; 
wear  a  shadowy  brow, 
k  to  look  wise, — not  knowing  how, 
listens  o'er  all  that's  there, 
be  flowers  have  a  jaunty  air ; 
ed  wind  in  a  whisper  blows, 
f  it  snows,  is  coulewr  de  rote, 
founts  in  a  titter  fall, 
1  looks  simpering  down  on  alL 

I  tongue  or  pen  to  trace 
I  saw  in  that  joyous  place. 
Lords  and  Ladies  sitting  together, 
sweet,  **  What  charming  weather!  — 
rejoice  to  hear,  Fm  sure, 
rles  has  got  a  good  sinecure ; 
'remier'says,  my  youngest  brother 
le  Guards)  shall  have  another, 
rery,  very  gallant !  — 
poor  old  virgin  aunt, 
lost  her  all,  poor  thing,  at  whist, 
[quarter  her  on  the  Pension  List." 
hly  time  in  that  Eden  roll'd ; 
£e  an  Age  of  real  gold, 
rho  lik*d  might  have  a  slice, 
that  Fool's  Paiadise. 

rt  at  which  most  time  they  spent, 
et-show,  called  Parliament, 
►y  wooden  Ciceros, 
life,  who  rose  to  prose, 
behind  them,  lords  and  squires, 
the  puppets,  pull'd  the  wires ; 
It  it  the  very  best  device 
t  prosperous  Paradise, 
e  vulgar  pay  through  the  nose 
id  their  wooden  Ciceros. 

more  such  things  I  saw 
a  of  Church,  and  State,  and  Law ; 
•re  known  such  pleasant  folk 
bo  had  the  best  of  the  joke. 

Irish  Rectors,  such  as  resort 
ham  yearly,  to  drink  —  port, 
r,  **  Long  may  the  Church  endure, 
re  of  souls  be  a  sinecure, 
;  of  Parsons  to  every  soul 
;  allowance  on  the  whole." 

Heads  of  Colleges,  lying  about, 
i  the  sense  had  all  run  out, 
!  lowest  classic  lees, 
I  was  left  but  quantities ; 


Which  made  them  heads  most  fit  to  be 
Stuck  up  on  a  University, 
Which  yearly  hatches,  in  its  schools. 
Such  flights  of  young  Elysian  fools. 

Thus  all  went  on,  so  snug  and  nice. 

In  this  happiest  possible  Paradise. 

But  plain  it  was  to  see,  alas  I 

That  a  downfall  soon  must  come  to  pass. 

For  grief  is  a  lot  the  good  and  wise 

Don't  quite  so  much  monopolise, 

But  that  (**  lapt  in  Elysium  "  as  they  are) 

Even  blessed  fools  must  have  their  share. 

And  so  it  happen'd :  —  but  what  befell. 

In  Dream  the  Second  I  mean  to  tell. 


THE  RECTOR  AND  HIS  CURATE; 

OB,  ONE  POUND  TWO. 

**  ltnutw«thmUpMrt,ai  wemettinpeaceandcluritj.  My 
but  pajment  to  jou  paid  joar  udary  up  to  the  1st  of  thii 
month.  Since  that,  I  owe  you  for  one  month,  which,  being 
a  long  month,  or  thirty-one  flays,  amounts,  ai  near  ai  I  can 
calculate,  to  six  pounds  eight  shillings.  My  steward  returns 
you  as  a  debtor  to  the  amount  of  ■bvkm  pounim  ten  shiiximos 
rot  coN-Aci£-oiouND,  which  leaves  some  trifling  balance  in 
my  favour."  —  Letter  qf  DismiutU  from  tke  Rev.  Marcus 
Beresford  to  his  Curate^  Ike  Rev.  T.  A.  Ly<mM. 

The  account  is  balanc'd— the  bill  drawn  out, — 
The  debit  and  credit  all  right,  no  doubt  — 
The  Rector,  rolling  in  wealth  and  state. 
Owes  to  his  Curate  six  pound  eight ; 
The  Curate,  that  least  well- fed  of  men. 
Owes  to  his  Rector  seven  pound  ten. 
Which  maketh  the  balance  clearly  due 
From  Curate  to  Rector,  one  pound  two. 

Ah  balance,  on  earth  unfair,  uneven  ! 
But  sure  to  be  all  set  right  in  heaven, 
Where  bills  like  these  will  be  check'd,  some  day, 
And  the  balance  settled  the  other  way : 
Where  Lyons  the  curate's  hard- wrung  sum 
Will  back  to  his  shade  with  interest  come ; 
And  Marcus,  the  rector,  deep  may  rue 
This  tot,  in  his  favour,  of  one  pound  two. 
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PADDrS  METAMORPHOSIS.' 

INO. 

Aboot  fiftj  jeui  since,  in  the  days  of  oar  daddies. 
That  plan  was  commenc*d  which  the  wise  now 
appUnd, 

Of  shipping  off  Ireland's  most  torbnlent  Paddies, 
Aa  good  raw  materials  for  seitlen^  abroad. 

Some  West-Indian  island,  whose  name  I  forget. 
Was  the  region  then  chosen  for  this  scheme  so 
romantic; 

And  such  the  success  the  first  colony  met. 
That  a  second,  soon  after,  set  sail  o*er  the*  Atlantic 

Behold  them  now  safe  at  the  long-look*d  for  shore. 
Sailing  in  between  banks  that  the  Shannon  might 
greet. 

And  thinking  of  ftiends  whom,  but  two  years  before. 
They  had  sorrow*d  to  lose,  but  would  soon  again 


Fi 
O 
TI 
In 
Fi 

F< 
It 

In 
'T 

And.  hark !  from  the  shore  a  glad  welcome  there    ^' 

came—  |^ 

*^  Arrah,  Paddy  from  Cork,  is  it  you,  my  sweet .  ^ 

bi>v?-  ^< 

While  Pat  sr«Hid  astounded,  to  hear  his  own  name    ^^^ 

Thus  haird  bv  black  devils,  who  capcr'd  for  joy  I    ^ 

Ai 

^« 

fan  it  possibly  be  ?  —  half  amazement — half  doubt,    j^ 

i^it    listens  again  —  rubs   his   eyes   and  looks  7*, 

steady ;  ^j* 

Then  heaves  a  deep  si^b,  and  in  horror  yells  out,  q^ 

-  GiKxi  lA>rd !  only  think  —  black   and  curly  ^i 

already  I  "  -pi 

Kt 

lVcipiT*dby  that  well-mimick'd  brogue  in  his  ears,    Tl 

Pit  read  his  own  doom  in  these  wool-headed 

figures,  Xi 

And  thought,  what  a  climate,  in  less  than  two    Tt 

years,  Th 

To  turn  a  whole  cargo  of  Pats  into  niggers !         Ti! 

Bu 
Ai 
W 


HORAL. 


Tis  thus,  —  but  alas  I  — by  a  manrel  more  true 

Than  is  told  in  this  rival  of  Ovid's  best  stories.  —  W] 

Your  Whigs,  when  in  office  a  short  year  or  two,  Ai 

By  a  lusuM  naturtr,  all  turn  into  Tories.  W« 


i  I  harp  aliTMljr  In  a  pn*v«dlnir  p«sv.  rrfnrred  to  thU  aquib,  , 
as  bHnff  one  of  thiiM»  wninf  fh»m  me  bf  the  lrl»h  Coerrion 
Act  of  my  (HemI*,  (hp  NVhlft*. 
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LES  HOMMES  AUTOMATES. 


I8S4. 


**  We  are  penoaded  that  this  oar  artificial  man  will  not 
walk  and  speak,  and  perform  moat  of  the  outward  Ainc- 
of  animal  life,  but  (being  wound  np  once  a  week)  will 
reason  as  well  as  most  of  your  country  parsons."  — 
Migmairt  t^  Martimu  SeribUrtu,  chap.  xii. 

It  being  an  object  now  to  meet 
With  Parsons  that  don't  want  to  eat, 
Fit  men  to  fill  those  Irish  rectories, 
Which  soon  will  have  but  scant  refectories, 
It  has  been  suggested, — lest  that  Church 
Should,  all  at  once,  be  left  in  the  lurch, 
For  want  of  reverend  men  endued 
With  this  gift  of  ne'er  requiring  food, — 
To  trj,  by  way  of  experiment,  whether 
There  couldn't  be  made,  of  wood  and  leather,  i 
(Howe'er  the  notion  may  sound  chimerical,) 
Jointed  figures  not  lay^,  but  clerical. 
Which,  wound  up  carefully  once  a  week, 
Might  just  like  parsons  look  and  speak. 
Nay  even,  if  requisite,  reason  too. 
As  well  as  most  Irish  parsons  do. 

The*  experiment  having  succeeded  quite, 
(Whereat  those  Lords  must  much  delight. 
Who've  shown,  by  stopping  the  Church's  food. 
They  think  it  isnt  for  her  spiritual  good 
To  be  ierv'd  by  parsons  of  flesh  and  blood,) 
The  Patentees  of  this  new  invention 

leave  respectfully  to  mention, 
now  are  enabled  to  produce 

ample  supply,  for  present  use. 
Of  \hese  reverend  pieces  of  machinery, 

for  vicarage,  rectory,  deanery. 
Or  aby  such>like  post  of  skill 
ThatWood  and  leather  are  fit  to  fill. 

N.R'J— In  places  addicted  to  arson. 
We  am't  recommend  a  wooden  parson : 
But,  if  the  Church  any  such  appoints, 
Th^/'d  better,  at  least,  have  iron  joints. 
In-.paat8,  not  much  by  Protestants  haunted, 
^  figure  to  UhA  afs  all  that's  wanted — 
*  A  block  in  black,  to  eat  and  sleep. 
Which  (now  that  the  eating's  o'er)  comes  cheap. 

P.S. — Should  the  Lords,  by  way  of  a  treat. 
Permit  the  clergy  again  to  eat. 
The  Church  will,  of  course,  no  longer  need 
Imitation-parsons  that  never  feed  ; 

1  The  materials  of  which  those  Nuremberg  Savans,  men> 
tiooed  by  Scribleras.  constructed  their  artificial  man. 

*  The  wooden  modeli  oaed  by  painters  are*  it  is  well  known, 
called  **  lay  flgurca." 


And  these  wood  creatures  of  ours  will  sell 
For  secular  purposes  just  as  well— 
Our  Beresfords,  tum'd  to  bludgeons  stout. 
May,  'stead  of  beating  their  own  about. 
Be  knocking  the  brains  of  Papists  out ; 
While  our  smooth  O'Sullivans,  by  all  means, 
Should  transmigrate  into  turning  machines. 


HOW  TO  MAKE  ONE'S  SELF  A  PEER, 

ACCORDINO    TO    THE    NEWEST    RECEIPT,    AS    DIS- 
CLOSED IN   A  LATE  HERALDIC  WORK.' 

1834. 

Choose  some  title  that's  dormant — the  Peerage 

hath  many — 
Lord  Baron  of  Shamdos  sounds  nobly  as  any. 
Next,  catch  a  dead  cousin  of  said  defunct  Peer, 
And  marry  him  off-hand,  in  some  given  year, 
To  the  daughter  of  somebody, — no  matter  who, — 
Fig,  the  grocer  himself,  if  you're  hard  run,  will  do ; 
For,  the  Medici  pills  still  in  heraldry  tell. 
And  why  shouldn't  lottypops  quarter  as  well  ? 
Thus,  having  your  couple,  and  one  a  lord's  cousin. 
Young  materials  for  peers  may  be  had  by  the  dozen ; 
And 'tis  hard  if,  inventing  each  small  mother's  son 

of  'em. 
You  can't  somehow  manage  to  prove  yourself  one 

of  'em. 
Should  registers,  deeds,  and  such  matters  refractory. 
Stand  in  the  way  of  this  lord-manufactory, 
I've  merely  to  hint,  as  a  secret  auricular. 
One  grand  rule  of  enterprise, — don't  be  particular. 
A  man  who  once  takes  such  a  jump  at  nobility. 
Must  not  mince  the  matter,  like  folks  of  nihility,^ 
But  clear  thick  and  thin  with  true  lordly  agility. 

'Tis  true,  to  a  would-be  descendant  from  Kings, 
Parish-registers  sometimes  are  troublesome  things; 
As  oft,  when  the  vision  is  near  brought  about. 
Some  goblin,  in  shape  of  a  grocer,  grins  out ; 
Or  some  barber,  perhaps,  with  my  Lord  mingles 

bloods. 
And  one's  patent  of  peerage  is  left  in  the  suds. 

But  there  are  ways — when  folks  are  resolv'd  to  be 

lords — 
Of  expurging  ev'n  troublesome  parish  records : 

*  The  Claim  to  the  baronj  of  Chandos  (if  I  recollect  right) 
advanced  b7  the  late  Sir  Eg— r— t— n  Br— d— «. 

«  "  This  we  caU  pure  nihllttj,  or  mere  nothing."—  lVatt9*M 
Logic, 
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What  think  ye  of  scissors?  depend  on*t  no  heir 
Of  a  Shamdos  should  go  unsupplied  with  a  pair, 
As,  whate'er  else  the  leam'd  in  such  lore  may  invent. 
Tour  scissors  does  wonders  in  proving  descent 
Tes,  poets  may  sing  of  those  terrible  shears 
With  which  Atropos  snips  off  both  bumpkins  and 

peers, 
But  they're  nought  to  that  weapon  which  shines 

in  the  hands 
Of  some  would-be  Patrician,  when  proudly  he  stands 
0*er  the  careless  churchwarden's  baptismal  array. 
And  sweeps  at  each  cut  generations  away. 
By  some  babe  of  old  times  in  his  peerage  resisted? 
One  snip, — and  the  urchin  hath  never  existed ! 
Does  some  marriage,  in  days  near  the  Flood,  in- 
terfere 
With  his  one  sublime  object  of  being  a  Peer? 
Quick  the  shears  at  once  nullify  bridegroom  and 

bride, — 
No  such  people  have  ever  liv*d,  married,  or  died ! 

Such  the  newest  receipt  for  those  high-minded  elves, 
WhoVe  afancy  for  making  great  lords  of  themselves. 
Follow  this,  young  asplrer,  who  pant'st  for  a  peerage. 
Take  S— m  for  thy  model  and  B—z  for  thy  steerage, 
Do  all  and  much  worse  than  old  Nicholas  Flam  does. 
And — who  knows  but  youll  be  Lord  Baron  of 
Shamdos? 


THE  DUKE  IS  THE  LAD. 

Air —  A  master  I  have,  and  I  am  his  man, 
Galloping  dreary  dun." 

Caxtie  qf  Andalusia. 

The  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass. 
Galloping,  dreary  duke ; 
The  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass, 
He's  an  ogre  to  meet,  and  the  d— 1  to  pass. 
With  his  charger  prancing. 
Grim  eye  glancing. 
Chin,  like  a  Mufti, 
Grizzled  and  tufty, 
Galloping,  dreary  Duke. 

Ye  misses,  beware  of  the  neighbourhood 
Of  this  galloping  dreary  Duke ; 
Avoid  him,  all  who  see  no  good 
In  being  run  o'er  by  a  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

»  See  hit  Letters  to  Frieiids.  lib.  ix.  epist.  19,  20,  &c. 


For,  surely,  no  nymph  is 
Fond  of  a  grim  phiz. 
And  of  the  married. 
Whole  crowds  have  miscanied 
At  sight  of  this  dreary  Duke. 


EPISTLE 


FROM   ERASMUS  ON  EARTH  TO  CICKBO  IX 

SHADES. 


As  'tis  now,  my  dear  Tolly,  some  weeks  li 

started 
By  rail-road,  for  earth,  having  vow'd,  ere  we  p 
To  drop  you  a  line,  by  the  Dead-Letter  port 
Just  to  say  how  I  thrive,  in  my  new  line  of 
And  how  deucedly  odd  this  live  worid  all  a| 
To  a  man  who*s  been  dead  now  for  three  In 

years, 
I  take  up  my  pen,  and,  with  news  of  this  es 
Hope  to  waken,  by  turns,  both  jonr  splee 

your  mirth. 

In  my  way  to  these  shores,  takmg  Italy  firsl 
Lest  the  change  from  Elysium  too  sodden  i 

burst, 
I  forgot  not  to  visit  those  haunts  where,  of  j 
Tou  took  lessons  from  Pstus  in  cookerv's  lo 
Turn'd  aside  from  the  calls  of  the  rostrum  and 
To  discuss  the  rich  merits  of  rdtis  and  stews 
And  preferr'd  to  all  honours  of  triumph  or  ti 
A  supper  on  prawns  with  that  rogue,  little  & 

Having  dwelt  on  such  classical  musings  awh 
I  set-oflf,  by  a  steam-boat,  for  this  happy  isle 
(A  conveyance  you  ne'er,  I  think,  saU'd  b 

Tully, 
And  therefore,  per  next,  I'll  describe  it  more  f 
Having  heard,  on  the  way,  what  distrvsse 

greatly. 
That  England's  o'er-run  by  idolairrs  btely. 
Stark,  staring  adorers  of  wood  and  of  stone. 
Who  will  let  neither  stick,  stock,  or  statue  al* 
Such  the  sad  news  I  heard  from  a  tall  man  in  b 
Who  from  sports  continental  was  hurrying  tx 
To  look  after  his  tithes ; — seeing,  doubtless,  'tv 

follow. 
That,  just  as,  of  old,  your  great  idol,  ApoUo. 


*  iDgentium  squUlarom  cum  SophU 
epist.  10. 
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ercMir*d  all  the  Tenths  ^  so  the  idols  in  question, 

bese  wood  and  stone  gods,  may  have  eqoal  di- 
gestion, 

od  the*  idolatroos  crew,  whom  this  Rector  de- 
spises, 

ay  eat  np  the  tithe-pig  which  he  idolizes. 

London. 

is  all  hat  too  true — grim  Idolatry  reigns, 
full  pomp,  over  England*s  lost  cities  and  plains  I 
1  arriving  jost  now,  as  my  first  thought  and  care 
as,  as  usual,  to  seek  out  some  near  House  of 

Prayer, 
me  calm,  holy  spot,  fit  for  Christians  to  pray  on, 
ras  shown  to — what  think  you  ? — a  downright 

Pantheon ! 
grand,  pillar*d  temple,  with  niches  and  halls,  ^ 
ill  of  idols  and  gods,  which  they  nickname  St 

Paul's;  — 
lODgh  'tis  clearly  the  place  where  the  idolatrous 

crew, 
hom  the  Rector  complain'd  of,  their  dark  rites 

pursue ; 
id,  *moiig  all  the  "  strange  gods**  Abraham's  fa- 
ther carv'd  out,  ^ 
lat  he  ever  cary*d  stranger  than  these  I  much 

douht. 

ere  it  eren,  my  dear  Tullt,  your  Hebes  and 

Graces, 
id  such  pretty  things,  that  usurp'd  the  Saints* 

places, 
houldn*t  much  mind,  — for,  in  this  classic  dome, 
ch  folks  from  Olympus  would  feel  quite  at  home. 
t  the  gods  they've  got  here! — such  a  queer 

omnium  gatherum 
misbegot  things,  that  no  poet  would  father  *em ; — 
itannias,  in  light,  summer-wear  for  the  skies, — 
1  Thames,  turn'd  to  stone,  to  his  no  small  sur- 
prise,— 
ther  Nile,  too, — a  portrait,  (in  spite  of  what's 

said, 
at  no  mortal  e*er  yet  got  a  glimpse  of  his  head,**) 
d  a  Ganges,  which  India  would  think  somewhat 

fat  for  t, 
less  'twas  some  fuU -grown  Director  had  sat 

for*t;  — 
t  to  mention  the'  et  cateras  of   Genii    and 

Sphinxes, 
ne.  Victory,  and  other  such  semi-clad  minxes ; — 

TIthef  were  |Mdd  to  the  Pythian  Apollo. 

See  Dr.  Wiseman's  learned  and  able  letter  to  Mr.  Poynder. 

Joshua,  xxlr.  i. 

^—  "  Nee  contiglt  ulli 

Hoc  ridlsse  caput.'*  Claudian. 

Captains  Mosse,  Rlou,ftc.  Ac. 


Sea  Captains  ^ — the  idols  here  most  idolised ; 

And  of  whom  some,  alas,  might  too  well  be  com- 
prised 

Among  ready-made  Saints,  as  they  died  canhoii- 
ised; — 

With  a  multitude  more  of  odd  cockneyfied  deities. 

Shrined  in  such  pomp  that  quite  shocking  to  see 
it  'tis ; 

Nor  know  I  what  better  the  Rector  could  do 

Than  to  shrine  there  his  own  belov'd  quadruped  too ; 

As  most  surely  a  tithe-pig,  whate'er  the  world 
thinks,  is 

A  much  fitter  beast  for  a  church  than  a  Sphinx  is. 

But  Fm  call'd  off  to  dinner — grace  just  has  been 

said. 
And  my  host  waits  for  nobody,  living  or  dead. 


LINES* 

ON  THE  OEPARTUBE  OF  LORDS  C — ST — R — GH 
AND  8T — W — RT  FOR  THE  CONTINENT. 

At  Paris  i  et  Fratres,  et  <iui  rapu^re  sub  Oils, 
Vix  tenuire  manus  (scls  hoc,  Menelae)  nefandas. 

Ovid.  Metam.  lib.  ziii.  ▼.  2C3. 

Go,  Brothers  in  wisdom — go,  bright  pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions  I 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have — of  his  years. 
And  the  other  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 
minions. 

Go,  Hero  of  Chancery,  blest  with  the  smile 
Of  the  Misses  that  love,  and  the  monarchs  that 
prize  thee ; 
Forget  Mrs.  Ang — ^lo  T — yl— r  awhile, 

And  all  tailors  but  him  who  so  well  dandifies 
thee. 

Never  mind  how  thy  juniors  in  gallantry  scoff. 
Never  heed  how  perverse  affidavits  may  thwart 
thee. 

But  show  the  young  Misses  thou'rt  scholar  enough 
To  translate  "  Amor  Fortis"  a  love,  about  forty! 

*  This  and  the  following  squib,  which  must  hare  been 
written  about  the  year  1815-16,  have  been  by  some  orersigbt 
misplaced. 

'  Ovid  is  mistaken  in  saying  that  it  was  "  at  Paris  "  these 
rapacious  transactions  took  place— we  should  read  **at 
Vienna." 


And  ton  Ik  do  wander,  when,  fVrth  u  joaog 
Mm.  I 

Fnn  the  batik  joa  cune,  with  th«  Orden 
jon'd  eain'd  in't,  I ' 

rbMj>i*>tLiuijFimii_v»liOiildcrjout"M}»(or«.'''i 
And  fiii'xi'i  ilml  [l4t'  Metn,  too,  «u  >oioe  way  I 

For  not  the  graml  R — g— t  bimseir  hu  cnJur'd 
(Tfaooeh  I've  leeD  him  with  badges  uhI  orden  | 
■II  ■faiBe.  j 

TIU  be  looked  like  •  home  thai  waa  onr  iniur'i])   I 
A  much  hcaTier  burdea  of  glorio  than  thine. 

Aod  "ti*  pUin,  when  a  wcaltfaj  ]>aaDg  lady  m 

Or  any  young  ladiei  can  ao  go  aatny, 
A*  to  many  old  Dandiea  that  might  be  tbeir  dad- 
diet, 

The  itari  I  are  b  (knit,  mj  Lord  Si — w — rt, 

they  1  I 

Thou,  too,  t'other  brother,  Ihon  Tally  of  Tories. 

Thou  Malapnp  Cicero,  over  whoce  lipa 
Soch  a  ■moDth  rigmarole  about  "  monarcbs,"  and  : 
"  glarica,"  | 

id  "  nuUidgt ","  and  "  feature*,"  like  ayllabub  j 
■lip.. 

I 


Fare  ye  well,  fare  ye  well,  hriphl  Pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  t'u|iid  and  Fame  fan  jou  both  with 


t(l>lTiip«aiiC;ptl. 
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.  came  the  Doctor  >,  for  oar  ease, 
E — d — ^QB,  Ch — th — ins,  H — itk — b — s, 
other  deadly  maladies. 
1  each,  in  torn,  had  run  their  rigs, 
isity  brought  in  the  Whigs  :^ 
oh,  I  blush,  I  blush  to  say, 
ien  these,  in  turn,  were  put  to  flight,  too, 
rious  T — MP — E  flew  away 
th  lots  of  pens  he  had  no  right  tol^ 
ort,  what  wiU  not  mortal  man  do  ?  ** 
id  now,  that — strife  and  bloodshed  past — 
e  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  can  do, 
i  grayely  take  to  heaven  at  last,  ^ 
think  its  fEiTourite  smile  to  purchase 
Lord,  good  Lord !)  by — building  churches  I 


TCH  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT  OF  A 
NEW  ROMANTIC  DRAMA. 

Qow,"  quoth  the  goddess,  in  accents  jocose, 
ig  got  good  materials,  1*11  brew  such  a  dose 
>uble  X  mischief  as,  mortals  shall  say, 
▼e  not  known  its  equal  for  many  a  long  day.** 
e  wink'd  to  her  subaltern  imps  to  be  steady, 
wagg'd  their  fire-tipp'd  tails  andstood  ready. 

)w  for  the*  ingredients: — first,  hand  me 

hat  bishop;" 

n,  a  whole  beyy  of  imps  run  to  fish  up, 

lit  a  large  reservoir,  wherein  they  pen  *em, 

ckest  of  all  its  black  dabblers  in  venom ; 

apping  him  up  (lest  the  virus  should  ooze, 

e  "  drop  of  the'  unmortaie"  Right  Rev.7 

hey  might  lose) 

leets  of  his  own  speeches,  charges,  reviews, 

1  into  the  caldron,  while  loudly  a  burst 

e  by-standers  welcomes  ingredient  the  first ! 

fetch  the   Ex-Chancellor,**  mutter'd  the 

lame — 

io*s  call*d  after  Harry  the  Older,  by  name.'* 

Ex-Chancellor  1"   echoed   her   imps,   the 

rhole  crew  of  *em — 

talk  of  one  Ex,  when  your  Mischief  has 

woof  *em?'* 


POft 

.    .    .    made*,  et  nora  febrium 
Territ  incobit  cohors. 


tarda  neceuitas 


Lethi  conipuit  gradum. 

Experttu  vacuum  Dadaliu  aera 
Pennt*  man  komini  doit's. 


**  True,  true,*'  said  the  hag,  looking  arch  at  he 

elves, 
**  And  a  double-£x  dose  they  compose,  in  them 

selves." 
This  joke,  the  sly  meaning  of  which  was  seen  lucidlj 
Set  all  the  devUs  a  laughing  most  deucedly. 
So,  in  went  the  pair,  and  (what  none  thougl 

surprising) 
Show*d  talents  for  sinking  as  great  as  for  rising ; 
While  not  a  grim  phiz  in  that  realm  but  wa 

lighted 
With  joy  to  see  spirits  so  twin-like  united — 
Or  (plainly  to  speak)  two  such  birds  of  a  feathei 
In  one  mess  of  venom  thus  spitted  together. 
Here  a  flashy  imp  rose — some  connection,  no  doubi 
Of  the  young  lord  in  question — and,  scowliuj 

about, 
"  Hop*d  his  fiery  friend,  St — ^nl — y,  would  not  b 

left  out ; 
"  As  no  schoolboy  unwhipp*d,  the  whole  worL 

must  agree, 
**  Lov'd  mischief,  ptare  mischief,  more  dearly  tluu 

he." 

But,  no — the  wise  hag  wouldn't  hear  of  th 

whipster; 
Not  merely  because,  as  a  shrew,  he  eclips'd  her. 
And  nature  had  given  him,  to  keep  him  still  young 
Much  tongue  in  his  head  and  no  head  in  his  tongue 
But  because  she  well  knew  that,  for  change  eve 

ready. 
He'd  not  even  to  mischief  keep  properly  steady ; 
That  soon  even  the  iprong  side  would  cease  to  delight 
And,  for  want  of  a  change,  he  must  swerve  to  th 

right; 
While,  on  each^  so  at  random  his  missiles  he  thre^ 
That  the  side  he  attack'd  was  most  safe  of  the  two.  — 
This  ingredient  was  therefore  put  by  on  the  shell 
There  to  bubble,  a  bitter,  hot  mess,  by  itself. 
"  And  now,**  quoth  the  hag,  as  her  caldron  she  ey'd 
And  the  titbits  so  friendlily  rankling  inside, 
**  There  wants  but  some  seasoning; — so,  come 

ere  I  stew  *em. 
By  way  of  a  relish,  we'll  throw  in  *  +  John  Tuam. 
In  cooking  up  mischief,  there's  no  flesh  or  fish 
Like  your  meddling  High  Priest,  to  add  zest  U 

the  dUh.** 
Thus  sayiug,  she  pops  in  the  Irish  Grand  Lama— 
Which  great  event  ends  the  First  Act  of  the  Drama 

This  alludes  to  the  190(V.  worth  of  stationery,  which  hi 
Lordship  is  said  to  have  ordered,  when  on  the  point  of  vacatitii 
his  place. 

*  Nil  mortalibus  aniuum  est. 

^  Coelum  ipsum  pctimus  stultitU. 

*  **  To  lose  no  drop  of  the  Immortal  man.'* 
7    The  present  Bishop  of  Ex~t— r. 
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ANIMAL  MAGNETISM. 

Though  fam'd  was  Mesmer,  in  his  day, 

Nor  less  so,  in  ours,  is  Dupotet, 

To  say  nothing  of  all  the  wonders  done 

By  that  wizard,  Dr.  ElUotson, 

When,  standing  as  if  the  gods  to  invoke,  he 

Up  waves  his  arm,  and — down  drops  Okey!  > 

Though  strange  these  things,  to  mind  and  sense. 
If  you  wish  still  stranger  things  to  see — 

If  you  wish  to  know  the  power  immense 

Of  the  true  magnetic  influence, 
Just  go  to  her  Migesty's  Treasury, 

And  learn  the  wonders  working  there — 

And  1*11  he  hang*d  if  you  dont  stare ! 

Talk  of  your  animal  magnetists. 

And  that  wave  of  the  hand  no  soul  resists. 

Not  all  its  witcheries  can  compete 

With  the  friendly  heckon  towards  Downing  Street, 

Which  a  Premier  gives  to  one  who  wishes 

To  taste  of  the  Treasury  loaves  and  fishes. 

It  actually  lifts  the  lucky  elf. 

Thus  acted  upon,  above  himself; — 

He  jumps  to  a  state  of  clairvoycmce, 

And  is  placeman,  statesman,  all,  at  once ! 

These  eflTects  observe  (with  which  I  begin), 
Take  place  when  the  patient's  motion  *d  in ; 
Far  different,  of  course,  the  mode  of  affection. 
When  the  wave  of  the  hand*8  in  the  out  direction  ; 
The  effects  being  then  extremely  unpleasant. 

As  is  seen  in  the  case  of  Lord  B ^m,  at  present ; 

In  whom  this  sort  of  manipulation 

Has  lately  produced  such  inflammation, 

Attended  with  constant  irritation, 

That,  in  short — not  to  mince  his  situation  — 

It  has  work'd  in  the  man  a  transformation 

That  puzzles  all  human  calculation  ! 

Ever  since  the  fatal  day  which  saw 

That  **  pass^"  perform'd  on  this  lK)rd  of  Law — 

A  pass  potential,  none  can  doubt, 

As  it  sent  Harry  B— m  to  the  right  about — 

The  condition  in  which  the  patient  has  been 

Is  a  thing  quite  awful  to  be  seen. 

Not  that  a  casual  eye  could  scan 

This  wondrous  change  by  outward  survey  ; 
It  being,  in  fact,  the*  interior  man 

That's  tum'd  completely  topsy-turvy  :  — 
Like  a  case  that  lately,  in  reading  o'er  'cm, 
I  found  in  the  Acta  Eruditorum, 

>  The  name  of  the  heroine  of  the  pet  formances  at  the 
North  London  Hospital. 

3  The  technical  term  for  the  movements  of  the  roagnctizer's 
hand. 


Of  a  man  in  whose  inside,  when  diidos*d. 
The  whole  order  of  things  was  found  tnmpoi 
By  a  lustu  natura,  strange  to  see. 
The  liver  placed  where  the  heart  should  be, 
And  the  spleen  (like  B— m*s,  since  laid  go 

shelf) 
As  diseas*d  and  as  much  out  of  place  as  himsd 

In  short,  'tis  a  case  for  consultation. 
If  e*er  there  was  one,  in  this  thinking  natioo; 
And  therefore  I  humbly  beg  to  propose. 
That  those  tavana  who  mean,  as  the  romovr  g 
To  sit  on  Miss  Okey*s  wonderful  case. 
Should  also  Lord  Harry's  case  embrace; 
And  inform  us,  in  both  these  patients*  statci, 
Which  ism  it  is  that  predominates. 
Whether  magnetism  and  somnambulism, 
Or,  simply  and  solely,  mountebank  ism. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BOX. 

Let  History  boast  of  her  Romans  and  Spartii 
And  tell  how  they  stood  agamst  tyranny's  skc 

They  were  all,  I  confess,  in  my  eye,  Betty  llsi 
Compared  to  George  Gr — te  and  his  wood 
Box. 

Ask,  where  Liberty  now  has  her  seat? — Oh,  i 
By  Delaware's  banks  or  on  Switzerland's  roci 

Like  an  imp  in  some  conjuror's  bottle  impris 
She's  slily  shut  up  in  Gr — te's  wonderful  1 

How  snug ! — 'stead  of  floating  through  ether 
minions. 

Blown  this  way  and  *fta/,  by  the  **  populi  y 
To  fold  thus  in  silence  her  sinecure  pinions. 

And  go  fast  asleep  in  Gr — te's  wonderful  i 

Time  was,  when  free  speech  was  the  life-bres 
freedom  — 
So  thought  once  the  Seldens,  the  Hampden 
Lockes ; 
But  mute  be  our  troops,  when  to  ambush  we 
'em, 
For  "  Mum"  is  the  word  with  us  Elnights  c 
Box. 

Pure,  exquisite  Box  !  no  corruption  can  soil  i 
There's  Otto  of  Rose,  in  each  breath  it  unlf 

3  Omnes  ferd  intemas  corporis  partes  inveno  ordioe 
—  Act.  Erudit.  1 090. 
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Gr— 4e  is  the  **  Betty,"  that  serves  at  the  toilet, 
I  breathes  all  Arabia  around  from  his  Box.i 

singular  &ct,  that  the  fiun*d  Hugo  Grotius^ 
namesake  of  Gr — te's — being  both  of  Dutch 
stocks), 

Gr — ^te,  too,  a  genius  profound  as  preco- 
cious, 
( also,  like  him,  much  renoirn'd  for  a  Box ; — 

mortal  old  clothes-box,  in  which  the  great 
Grotius 

en  suffering,  in  prison,  for  views  heterodox, 
ack'd  up  incog.,  spite  of  gaolers  ferocious,' 
I  sent  to  his  wife^,  carriage  free,  in  a  Box ! 

e  fiune  of  old  Hugo  now  rests  on  the  shelf, 
«  a  rival  hath  risen  that  all  parallel  mocks ; — 
Grotius  ingloriously  sav'd  but  himself, 
ile  owrs  saves  the  whole  British  realm  by  a 
Box! 

b  when,  at  last,  even  thb  greatest  of  Gr — ^tes 
(t  bend  to  the  Power  that  at  every  door 
knocks,^ 

ie  drop  in  the  urn  like  his  own  '*  silent 
votes," 
I  the  tomb  of  his  rest  be  a  large  Ballot-Box. 

long  at  his  shrine,  both  from  county  and  city, 
U  pilgrims  triennially  gather  in  flocks, 
ing,  while  they  whimper,  the*  appropriate 

ditty, 
1  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  —  in  the 

Box." 


5UNCEMENT  OF  A  NEW  THALABA. 

DDRES8ED  TO  ROBERT   80UTHET,   ESQ. 

ES  erst,  my  Southey,  thy  tuneful  tongue 
terrible  tale  of  Thalaba  sung  — 
iim^  the  Destroyer,  doomed  to  rout 
i  grim  divan  of  coi^urors  out. 


And  all  Arabia  breathei  from  yonder  box 

PoPB'«  Rape  qftht  Lock. 

ol,  or  Grote,  Latinixed  into  Grotias. 
th«  particulars  of  thii  escape  of  Grotius  from  the 
)f  Lourenstein,  by  means  of  a  box  (only  three  feet  and 
ng,  it  is  said)  in  which  books  used  to  be  occasionally 
aim  and  foul  linen  returned,  see  any  of  the  Biographi- 
Jooartea. 


Whose  dwelling  dark,  as  legends  say, 
Beneath  the  roots  of  the  ocean  lay, 
(Fit  place  for  deep  ones,  such  as  they,) 
How  little  thou  knew'st,  dear  Dr.  Southey, 
Although  bright  genius  all  allow  thee, 
That,  some  years  thence,  thy  wond'ring  eyes 
Should  see  a  second  Thalaba  rise  — 
As  ripe  for  ruinous  rigs  as  thine. 
Though  his  havoc  lie  in  a  different  line, 
And  should  find  this  new,  improv*d  Destroyer 
Beneath  the  wig  of  a  Yankee  lawyer ; 
A  sort  of  an  **  alien,"  alicu  man. 
Whose  country  or  party  guess  who  can. 
Being  Cockney  half,  half  Jonathan ; 
And  his  life,  to  make  the  thing  completer, 
Being  all  in  the  genuine  Thalaba  metre, 
Loose  and  irregular  as  thy  feet  are ;  — 
First,  into  Whig  Pindarics  rambling. 
Then  in  low  Tory  doggrel  scrambling ; 
Now  love  his  theme,  now  Church  his  glory 
(At  once  both  Tory  and  ama-tory). 
Now  in  the*  Old  Bailey-^  meandering. 
Now  in  soft  couplet  style  philandering ; 
And,  lastly,  in  lame  Alexandrine, 
Dragging  his  wounded  length  along,* 
When  scourg'd  by  Holland's  silken  thong. 

In  short,  dear  Bob,  Destroyer  the  Second 
May  fairly  a  match  for  the  First  be  reckoned ; 
Save  that  your  Thalaba*s  talent  lay 
In  sweeping  old  conjurors  clean  away. 
While  ours  at  aldermen  deals  his  blows, 
(Who  no  great  conjurors  are,  God  knows,) 
Lays  Corporations,  by  wholesale,  level. 
Sends  Acts  of  Parliament  to  the  devil. 
Bullies  the  whole  Milesian  race  — 
Seven  millions  of  Paddies,  face  to  face ; 
And,  seizing  that  magic  wand,  himself. 
Which  erst  thy  conjurors  left  on  the  shelf. 
Transforms  the  boys  of  the  Boyne  and  Liffey 
All  uiio  foreigners,  in  a  jiffey  — 
Aliens,  outcasts,  every  soul  of  *em. 
Bom  but  for  whips  and  chains,  the  whole  of  *em ! 

Never,  in  short,  did  parallel 
Betwixt  two  heroes  gee  so  well ; 
And,  among  the  points  in  which  they  fit. 
There's  one,  dear  Bob,  I  can't  omit 


^  This'is  not  quite  according  to  the  facts  of  the  case ;  his 
wife  having  been  the  contriver  of  the  stratagem,  and  remained 
In  the  prison  herself  to  give  him  time  for  escape. 

^  Pallida  Mors  sequo  pulsa^  pede,  &c —  Hoiat. 

*  "  A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song 
That,  like  a  wounded  snakes  drags  its  slow  length  along.** 
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That  hackiDg,  hectoring  bbide  of  thine 
Dealt  much  in  the  Domdanid  line ;  > 
And  'tis  bat  rendering  justice  due, 
To  say  that  ours  and  his  Tory  crew 
Damn  Daniel  most  devoutly  too. 


RIVAL  TOPICS.« 

▲N  EXTBAYAOANZA. 

Oh  W — ^11 — ^ngt — ^n  and  Stephenson, 

Oh  mom  and  evening  papers, 
Times,  Herald,  Courier,  Globe,  and  Sun, 
When  will  ye  cease  our  ears  to  stun 

With  these  two  heroes*  capers  ? 
StiU  " Stephenson"  and  "  W— 41— ngt— n," 

The  everlasting  two  I  — 
Still  doom'd,  from  rise  to  set  of  sun, 
To  hear  what  mischief  one  has  done, 

And  t'other  means  to  do :  — 
What  bills  the  banker  pass*d  to  friends. 

But  never  meant  to  pay ; 
What  Bills  the  other  wight  intends. 

As  honest,  in  their  way  ;  — 
Bills,  payable  at  distant  sight. 

Beyond  the  Grecian  kalends. 
When  all  good  deeds  will  come  to  light. 
When  W — ^11 — ngt — ^n  will  do  what  s  right. 

And  Rowland  pay  his  balance. 

To  catch  the  banker  all  have  sought. 

But  still  the  rogue  unhurt  is ; 
While  t'other  juggler — who'd  have  thought? 
Though  slippery  long,  has  just  been  caught 

By  old  Archbishop  Curtis ;  — 
And,  such  the  power  of  papal  crook. 

The  crosier  scarce  had  quiver'd 
About  his  ears,  when,  lo,  the  Duke 

Was  of  a  Bull  deliver'd  ! 

Sir  Richard  Bimie  doth  decide 

That  Rowland  "  must  be  mad/* 
In  private  coach,  with  crest,  to  ride, 

^Vhen  chaises  could  be  had. 
And  t'other  hero,  all  agree, 

St  Luke's  will  soon  arrive  at. 
If  thus  he  shows  off  publicly, 

Wlien  he  might  pass  in  private. 

Oh  W — 11 — ngt — n,  oh  Stephenson, 
Ye  ever-boring  pair, 

"  Vain  arc  the  ipelU,  the  Destroyer 
Treads  the  Domdaniel  floor." 

TkeUaba,  a  Metrical  Romance. 


Where'er  I  sit,  or  stand,  or  ran, 

Ye  haunt  me  every  where. 
Though  Job  had  patience  tough  enoogli, 

Such  duplicates  would  try  it ; 
Till  one's  turn'd  out  and  t'other  of^ 

We  shan't  have  peace  or  quiet 
Bat  small's  the  chance  that  Law  afbrdi- 

Such  folks  are  daily  let  off; 
And,  'twixt  the'  Old  Bailey  and  the  LoH 

They  both,  I  fear,  will  get  o£ 


THE  BOY  STATESMAN. 


BT   A   TOBY. 


"  That  boy  will  be  the  death  of  me. 


Matkertttn 


Ah,  Tories  dear,  our  ruin  is  near. 
With  St—nl— y  to  help  us,  we  can't  but  &11 

Already  a  warning  voice  I  hear. 

Like  the  late  Charles  Mathews*  croak  in  mj  ( 
*'  That  boy —that  boy'll  be  the  death  of  joa 

He  will,  God  help  us ! — not  even  Scribleriiis 
In  the  **  Art  of  Sinking  "  his  match  could  b 
And  our  case  is  growing  exceeding  serious, 
For,  all  being  in  the  same  boat  as  he. 
If  down  my  Lord  goes,  down  go  we. 
Lord  Baron  St — ^nl — y  and  Company, 
As  deep  in  Oblivion's  swamp  below 
As  such  ^*  Masters  Shallow"  well  could  go: 
And  where  we  shall  all,  both  low  and  high, 
Embalm'd  in  mud,  as  forgotten  lie 
As  already  doth  Gr— h — m  of  Netherby ! 
But  that  boy,  that  boy ! — there's  a  tale  I  kno 
Which  in  talking  of  him  comes  a  pmpos. 
Sir  Thomas  More  had  an  only  son, 
And  a  foolish  lad  was  that  only  one. 

And  Sir  Thomas  said,  one  day  to  his  wife. 
**  My  dear,  I  can't  but  wish  you  joy, 
"  For  you  pray'd  for  a  boy,  and  you  now  have  a 
"  Who'll  continue  a  boy  to  the  end  of  his  I 

Even  such  is  our  own  distressing  lot. 
With  the  ever-young  statesman  we  have  got : 
Nay  even  still  worse ;  for  Master  More 
Wasn't  more  a  youth  than  he'd  been  before. 
While  ours  such  power  of  boyhood  shows, 
That,  the  older  he  gets,  the  more  juvenile  he  gr 

3  The  date  of  this  squib  must  hare  been,  I  think. ; 
1828-9. 
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AdA,  at  what  extreme  old  age  hell  close 
Hif  ichoolboj  course,  heaven  only  knows  ;— 
Some  oentnrj  hence,  should  he  reach  so  far. 

And  onrselyes  to  witness  it  heaven  condemn, 
Ife  shall  find  him  a  sort  of  cub  Old  Parr, 

A  whipper-snapper  Methusalem ; 
Nay,  eVn  should  he  make  still  longer  stay  of  it. 
The  hoyll  wwntjwlgmetU,  er'n  to  the  day  of  it ! 
JfeanwhDe,  'tis  a  serious,  sad  infliction ; 

And,  day  and  night,  with  awe  I  recall 
The  late  Mr.  Bfathews*  solemn  prediction, 

**That  boyll  he  the  death,  the  death  of  you  all* 


LETTER 


FBOM  LARRT  O'BRANIOAN  TO  THE  REV. 
MUBTAOH  0*HnUJOAN. 

Abeab,  where  were  ytni,  Murthagh,  that  beautiful 
day?— 
Or,  how  came  it  your  riverence  was  laid  on  the 
shell; 
When  that  poor  craythur,  Bobby  —  as  you  were 
•way — 
Had  to  make  twice  as  big  a  Tom-fool  of  hinuelf, 

ThroCh,  it  wasn't  at  all  civil  to  lave  in  the  lurch 
A  boy  so  desarving  your  tindh'rest  affection; — 

Two  SQch  iligant  Siamase  twins  of  the  Church, 
As  Bob  and  yourself,  ne'er  should  cut  the  con- 
nection. 

If  thus  in  two  different  directions  you  pull, 
'Faith,  theyll  swear  that  yourself  and  your 
riverend  brother 
Are  like  those  quare  foxes,  in  Gregory's  Bullj 
Whose  tails  were  join'd  one  way,  while  they 
look'd  another!  i 

Och  bless'd  be  he,  whosomdever  he  be. 

That  help'd  soft  Magee  to  that  Bull  of  a  Letther! 
Not  ev'n  my  own  self,  though  I  sometimes  make 
free 
At  such  bull-manufacture,  could  make  him  a 
betther. 


>  **  Too  will  inereAse  the  enmity  with  which  they  are  re. 
garded  by  their  aModatet  in  hereiy,  thus  tying  thete  foxes 
bf  the  tahs,  that  their  faces  may  tend  in  opposite  directions.** 
-.  Bou'B  BmU,  read  at  Exeter  Hall,  July  U. 

s  **  An  faigenloas  device  of  my  learned  fHend."  —  Bob*« 
Letter  to  8tamdmr4. 

>  Had  I  coosoltad  only  my  own  wishes,  I  should  not  have 
aDowed  this  hasty  attack  on  Dr.  Todd  to  have  made  its  ap- 


To  be  sure,  when  a  lad  takes  to  forgm\  this  way, 
Tis  a  thrick  he*8  much  timpted  to  carry  on  gaily ; 

Till,  at  last,  his  **  injanious  devices,"  >  some  day, 
Show  him  up,  not  at  Exether  Hall,  but  the'  Quid 
Bailey. 

That  parsons  should  forge  thus  appears  mighty  odd. 
And  (as  if  somethin'  ^  odd"  in  their  naTRea,  too, 
must  be,) 

One  forger,  of  ould,  was  a  riverend  Dod, 
While  a  riverend  Todd's  now  his  match,  to  a  T.^ 

But,  no  matther  who  did  it — all  blessins  betide  him. 

For  dishin'  up  Bob,  in  a  manner  so  nate ; 
And  there  wanted  but  ytni,  Murthagh  'voumeen, 
beside  him. 
To  make  the  whole  grand  dish  of  buU-calf  com- 
plate. 


MUSINGS  OF  AN  UNREFORMED  PEER. 

Of  all  the  odd  plans  of  this  monstrously  queer  age. 
The  oddest  is  that  of  reforming  the  peerage ;  — 
Just  as  if  we,  great  dons,  with  a  title  and  star. 
Did  not  get  on  exceedingly  well,  as  we  are. 
And  perform  all  the  functions  of  noodles,  by  birth. 
As  completely  as  any  bom  noodles  on  earth. 

How  acres  descend,  is  in  law-books  display'd. 
But  we  as  triseacres  descend,  ready  made ; 
And,  by  right  of  our  rank  in  Debrett*8  nomen- 
clature, 
Are,  all  of  us,  bom  legislators  by  nature ;  — 
Like  ducklings,  to  water  instinctively  taking, 
So  we,  with  like  quackery,  take  to  law-making ; 
And  God  forbid  any  reform  should  come  o'er  us. 
To  make  us  more  wise  than  our  sires  were  before  us. 

The'  Egyptians  of  old  the  same  policy  knew  — 
If  your  sire  was  a  cook,  you  must  be  a  cook  too : 
Thus  making,  from  father  to  son,  a  good  trade 

of  it. 
Poisoners  by  right  (so  no  more  could  be  said  of  it). 
The  cooks,  like  our  lordships,  a  pretty  mess  made 

of  it; 


pearance  in  this  CollecUon ;  being  now  ftilly  conrinced  that  the 
charge  brought  against  that  reverend  gentleman  or  intending 
to  pass  off  as  genuine  his  famous  mock  Papal  Letter  was  alto- 
gether unfounded.  Finding  it  to  be  the  wish,  however,  of  my 
reverend  friend  ~  as  I  am  now  glad  to  be  permitted  to  call 
him  —  that  both  the  wrong  and  the  reparation,  the  Ode  and 
the  Palinode,  should  be  thus  placed  In  Juxtaposition,  I  have 
thought  it  but  due  to  him  to  comply  with  his  request. 
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While,  fam*d  for  cotueruatioe  stomadu,  the*  Egyp- 

Withoat  a  wrj  fkoe  bolted  all  the  prescriptions. 

It  is  tme,  weWe  among  us  some  peers  of  the  past, 
Who  keep  pace  with  the  present  most  awfully  fast — 
Fruits,  that  ripen  beneath  the  new  light  now  arising 
With  speed  that  to  us,  old  conserves,  is  surprising, 
Conserves,  in  whom  —  potted,  for  grandmamma 

uses  — 
'Twould  puzzle  a  sunbeam  to  find  any  juices. 
Tis  true,  too,  I  fear,  midst  the  general  movement, 
Ev'n  our  House,  God  help  it,  is  doom*d  to  im- 
provement. 
And  all  its  live  furniture,  nobly  descended. 
But  sadly  worn  out,  must  be  sent  to  be  mended. 

With  moveablu  *mong  us,  like  Br m  and  like 

D— rh — m. 
No  wonder  eY*n  fixtures  should  learn  to  bestir  'em ; 
And,  distant,  ye  gods,  be  that  terrible  day, 
When  — as  playful  Old  Nick,  for  his  pastime, 

they  say. 
Flies  off  with  old  houses,  sometimes,  in  a  storm  — 
So  ours  may  be  whipt  off,  some  night,  by  Reform ; 
And,  as  up,  like  Loretto*s  fiun'd  house  >,  through 

the  air. 
Not  angels,  but  devils,  our  lordships  shall  bear, 
Grim,  radical  phizzes,  unus*d  to  the  sky. 
Shall  flit  round,  like  cherubs,  to  wish  us  **  good-by,** 
While,  perched  up  on  clouds,  little  imps  of  ple- 
beians. 
Small  Grotes  and  O'Connells,  shall  sing  lo  Psans. 


THE  REVEREND  PAMPHLETEER. 

A   ROMANTIC   BALLAD. 

Oh,  have  you  heard  what  nap'd  of  late  ? 

If  not,  come  lend  an  ear, 
While  sad  I  state  the  piteous  fate 

Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

All  praisM  his  skilful  jockey  ship. 

Loud  rung  the  Tory  cheer, 
While  away,  away,  with  spur  and  whip. 

Went  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

The  nag  he  rode  — how  could  it  err? 
'Twas  the  same  that  took,  last  year, 

I  The  Casa  Santa,  supposed  to  have  oeen  earned  by  angels 
through  the  air  iVom  Galilee  to  Italy. 


That  wonderfhl  jump  to  Ezdff 
With  the  Revcraid  FoDpUeMCE. 


Set  a  beggar  on  honelnck. 

The  course  he  will  take  is 
And  in  that  directioo  lay  the  way 

Of  the  Reverend  Pamfdileccer. 

"  Stop,  stop,**  said  Truth,  but  vain  her  O) 

Left  far  away  in  the  rear. 
She  heard  but  the  usual  gay  '^Good-by" 

From  her  faithless  Famphkleer. 

You  may  talk  of  the  jumps  of  Homer^s  go 
When  cantering  o'er  oar  sphere — 

Fd  back  for  a  boujux,  'gainst  any  odds, 
This  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

But  ah,  what  tumbles  a  jocky  hath! 

In  the  midst  of  his  career, 
A  file  of  the  Times  lay  right  in  the  pilh 

Of  the  headlong  Pamphleteer. 

Whether  he  tripp*d  or  sby'd  thereat. 

Doth  not  so  clear  appear : 
But  down  he  came,  as  hia  sermons  flat— 

This  Reverend  Pamphleteer ! 

Lord  King  himself  could  scarce  desire 

To  see  a  spiritual  Peer 
Fall  much  more  dead,  in  the  dirt  and  nin 

Than  did  this  Pamphleteer. 

Yet  pitying  parsons,  many  a  day. 

Shall  visit  his  silent  bier, 
And,  thinking  the  while  of  Stanhope,  say 

"  Poor  dear  old  Pamphleteer ! 


"  He  has  finished,  at  last,  his  busy  span, 
"  And  now  lies  coolly  here — 

"  As  often  he  did  in  life,  good  man, 
"  Good,  Reverend  Pamphleteer  I  ** 


A  RECENT  DIALOGUE. 


A  Bishop  and  a  bold  dragoon. 

Both  heroes  in  their  way. 
Did  thus,  of  late,  one  aAemoon, 

Unto  each  other  say  :  — 

Dear  bishop,"  quoth  the  brave  hussai 

**  As  nobody  denies 
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"  That  yoa  a  wise  logician  are, 

**  And  I  am — otherwise, 
**  'Tis  fit  that  in  this  question,  we 

**  Stick  each  to  his  own  art — 
**  That  yimra  should  be  the  sophistry, 

.  **  And  mine  the  fighting  part 
"  My  creed,  I  need  not  tell  you,  is 

•«  Like  that  of  W n, 

**  To  whom  no  harlot  comes  amiss, 

**  Sare  her  of  Babylon  ;  ^ 
**  And  when  we*re  at  a  loss  for  words, 

«« If  langhing  reasoners  flout  us, 
"  For  lack  of  sense  we'll  draw  our  swords — 

**  The  sole  thing  sharp  about  us.** — 
**  Dear  bold  dragoon,**  the  bishop  said, 

"  Tis  true  for  war  thou  art  meant ; 
**  And  reasoning — bless  that  dandy  head! 

**  Is  not  in  thy  department 
**  So  leare  the  argument  to  me— 

**  And,  when  my  holy  labour 
"  Hath  lit  the  fires  of  bigotry, 

"  Thoa*lt  poke  them  with  thy  sabre. 
**  From  pulpit  and  from  sentry-box, 

**  We'll  make  our  joint  attacks, 
**  I  at  the  head  of  my  Cassocks, 

**  And  yon  of  your  Cossacks. 
*  So  here*s  your  health,  my  brave  hussar, 

**  My  exquisite  old  fighter — 
"  Sneoew  to  bigotry  and  war, 

"  The  musket  and  the  mitre!** 
Thns  pray*d  the  minister  of  heaven — 

While  Y — k,  just  entering  then, 
Soor^d  out  (as  if  some  Cferk  had  given 
nose  the  cue)  **  Amen.** 

T.B. 


THE  WELLINGTON  SPA. 

**  Aad  drink  okUwiom  to  our  woc«.**  Anna  Matilda. 

1829. 

Talk  no  more  of  your  Cheltenham  and  Harrowgate 
springs, 

"Tis  Ihmi  LeAe  we  now  our  potations  must  draw ; 
Toor  LeAtt  a  core  for — all  possible  things, 

Aad  the  doctors  have  nam*d  it  the  Wellington 


physical  waters  but  cure  you  in  part ; 
Om  cobbles  your  gout — Votker  mends  your 

dJJMticiii 


dlipllciilt  prater  Babylonlcun. 


Some  settle  your  stomach,  but  this — bless  your 
heart!  — 
It  will  settle,  for  ever,  your  Catholic  Question. 

Unlike,  too,  the  potions  in  fashion  at  present. 
This  Wellington  nostrum,  restoring  by  stealth. 

So  purges  the  mem*ry  of  all  that's  unpleasant, 
That  patientsybr^et  themselves  into  rude  health. 

For  instance,  the*  inventor — his  having  once  said 

**  He  should  think  himself  mad,  if,  at  awf  ofie*s 

caU, 

**  He  became  what  he  is*' — is  so  purg'd  from  his 

head. 

That  he  now  doe8n*t  think  he*s  a  madman  at  alL 

Of  course,  for  your  mem'ries  of  very  long  stand- 
ing- 
Old  chronic  diseases,  that  date  back,  undaunted. 

To  Brian  Boroo  and  Fitz-Stephens*  first  landing — 
A  dev*l  of  a  dose  of  the  Lethe  is  wanted. 

But  ev*n  Irish  patents  can  hardly  regret 

An  oblivion,  so  much  in  their  own  native  style. 

So  conveniently  pUmn'd,  that,  whate'er  they  forget. 
They  may  go  on  rememb'ring  it  still,  all  the 
while !  * 


A  CHARACTER. 


1834. 


Half  Whig,  half  Tory,  like  those  midway  things, 
'Twixt  bird  and  beast,  that  by  mistake  have  wings ; 
A  mongrel  Statesman,  'twizt  two  factions  nurst, 
^Vho,  of  the  faults  of  each,  combines  the  worst— 
The  Tory's  lofliness,  the  Whigling's  sneer. 
The  leveller's  rashness,  and  the  bigot's  fear ; 
The  thirst  for  meddling,  restless  still  to  show 
How  Freedom's  clock,  repair'd  by  Whigs,  will  go; 
The'  alarm  when  others,  more  sincere  than  they. 
Advance  the  hands  to  the  true  time  of  day. 

By  Mother  Church,  high-fed  and  haughty  dame. 
The  boy  was  dandled,  in  his  dawn  of  fame  ; 
List'ning,  she  smil'd,  and    bless'd   the  flippant 

tongue 
On  which  the  fate  of  unborn  tithe-pigs  hung. 
Ah,  who  shall  paint  the  grandam*9  grim  dismay, 
AMien  loose  Reform  entic*d  her  boy  away ; 
\Mien  shock'd  she  heard  him  ape  the  rabble's  tone. 
And,  in  Old  Sarum's  fkte,  foredoom  her  own  I 

s  The  onlf  parallel  I  know  to  tbii  toil  of  oblifkm  b  to  to 
found  In  a  line  of  the  late  Mr.  R.  P.  Knight. 

**  The  pleatlof  memory  oftUngt  fiortot.** 


i>  O  J 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Oroaning  she  cried,  irhile  lean  roll'd  down  ber 

"  Poor,  glib-ungnud  yonlh,  he  meuu  not  nhat  he 

"  Like  oil  Rt  top,  these  Whig  professions  flow, 
"  But,  pure  ts  lymph,  rum  Torjism  below. 
"  Alas,  that  toague  should  start  thus,  in  Ibe  rave, 
"  Ere  mind  can  reach  and  regnlnle  its  pace  I — 
"  For,  once  outi tripp'd  bj  tongue,  poor,  lagging 

"  Al  ever]'  step,  atill  fUrther  limpi  behind. 

"  But,  bless  the  bof  !  —  whale'cr  his  nanaeringbe, 

"  Still  tnniB  his  heart  u>  Toryism  and  me. 

"  Like  those  odd  shapes,  portray'd  in  Danle's  lay,  > 

"  With  heada  Gx'd  on,  the  wrong  and  backward 

way, 
"  Hia  feel  and  eyes  pursue  s  diTerse  Imck, 
"  While  those  march  onward,  iheit  look  fondly 

And  well  she  knew  him  —  well  foresaw  the  day, 
Which  now  hnlh  come,  when  Boalcb'd  from  Whigs 

The  aclf-same  changeling  drops  the  mask  he  wore, 

whithtT  now.  mixt  brood  of  modem  light 
And  ancient  darknvsE.  can'et  thou  bend  thy  flight? 
Tried  by  both  faclions,  and  to  neither  trne, 
Fear'd  by  the  oid  school.  Inugh'd  at  by  the  ««■ ; 
For  rhit  loo  feebie,  and  for  Ihal  too  rash, 

I  wanting  more  of  fire,  that  less  of  flash  ; 
Lone  shah  thou  stand,  in  isolation  cold. 
Betwixt  two  worlds,  the  new  one  and  the  old, 
A  small  and  "  yei'd  Berrnoolhes,"  which  the  eye 

'enturous  seaman  sees — and  paases  by. 


I  GHOST  STORY. 


Not  long  in  bed  had  L — ndh — rsl  luin. 

When,  as  hia  lamp  bum'd  dimly. 
The  ghosts  of  carpornle  bodies  sUin.i 

Stood  by  his  bed-side  grimly. 
Dead  aldennen,  who  once  could  feaal. 

Bnt  now,  thrmselTca,  arc  fed  on. 
And  skeletons  of  mayors  dce^as'd. 

This  doleinl  chorus  led  ou ;  — 


1 


"  Oh  Lord  L— ndh— rat. 

"  IlomercifUl  Lord 

"  Corpses  we, 

"  All  burk'd  by  thee, 
"  Unmerciful  Lord  L — itdb — frtllJ 


'  Araunt,  ye  frights ', "  hit  Lordship 

Ye  look  most  glum  and  whtlely.' 
'  Ah,  L — ndh — rsl,  dear  t"  the  fHgbli 

"  You've  us'd  as  unpolilelj 
'  And  BOW,  Qugraleful  man  !  to  drire 

"  Dead  bodies  from  your  door  so, 
'  Who  quite  corrupt  enough,  alive, 
"  Von've  made,  by  death.  stiU  mora 
"  Oh.  Ex-CbanceUor, 
"  Destructive  Ei-Choncellor. 
"  See  ihy  work, 
■■  Thou  second  Burke, 
"  Deatractive  Ex-Chancellor!' 


Bold  L — ndh — rst  then,  whom  nonght  cosld 

Awoke,  or  surely  that  would. 
Cried  "  Curae  yon  all " —  fell  lait  asleep — 

And  dreamt  of  "  Small  i^  Auwood.'' 
While,  ahock'd,  the  bodies  flew  down  stain. 

Bnt.  courteous  in  their  panic. 
Precedence  gave  to  ghosts  of  msTon, 
And  corpses  aldermanie. 

Crying,  ■•  Oh.  Lord  L 
■■  Thai  terrible  Lord  I^-nd 
"  Not  Old  Scratch 
"  Himself  could  match 
"  That  terrible  Lord  L 


my  easy  ebair, 
To  read,  as  nsnal,  the  morning  papen-. 
But  —  who  shall  describe  my  look  of  destvii 
When  I  came  to  LefToy's  "  destniniie  ~  c* 
That  kt — that,  of  alt  lire  meik,  Lefroy 
Should  join  in  the  cry  "  Destroy,  deslroj  I ' 
Who.  ev'n  when  a  babe,  as  I've  beanl  caid. 
On  Orange  conserve  wm  chiefly  fed, 
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now,  a  moYement  made 
«t  manfully  retrograde ! 
>  sweep  from  the  light  of  day 

criers,  and  wigs  away  ; 
-never  to  rise  again — 
ition  of  aldermen, 
I  CY*n  the*  accustom'd  tolls, 
er  their  bodies  and  sonls  !^ 

when  snug  posts  and  places 

way  fh>m  ns  one  by  one, 

—like  the  mummy-cases 

igypt,  sat  upon, 

ickled,  in  state  sublime, 

3f  the  ancient  time ; — 

1  a  moment  to  overset 

nuisances  left  us  yet ; 

ruin  that  round  us  reigns, 

ut  mayors'  and  town-clerks'  brains ; 

1  corporate  bodies  to  fall, 

,  at  last,  no  bodies  at  all — 

e  ghosts  of  by-gone  glory, 

orld  that  once  was  Tory ! 

!  criers,  like  owls  unblest, 

eir  roosts,  shall  still  hoot  o'er  them  ! 

all  know  where  to  seek  a  nest^ 

Inight  shall  ,/Efu/  one  for  them  ;^ 

id  kings,  with  none  to  rue  'em, 

all  in  one  common  plague ; 

ign*  of  Belfast  and  Tuam 

leir  brother,  Charles  Dix  at  Prague 

in  my  chair,  alone, 
:rib'd)  till  dozy  grown, 
issent  to  my  own  opinions, 

*  borne  to  sleep's  dominions, 
ore  my  dreaming  eyes, 

of  Commons  appeared  to  rise, 

contents,  to  fancy's  surrey, 

ill  tum'd  topsy-turvy — 

)lypi —  nobody  knew 

e  head  or  which  the  queue. 

um'd  to  a  sans-culotte, 

the  hays  with  Hume  and  Grote  ; 

•  riot.  Recorder  Shaw 
from  Roebuck  "  Ca-ira ; " 

and  Graham,  as  poiuanU  wenches, 
•Of/"  from  the  Tory  benches ; 
O'Connell,  cheek  by  jowl, 
an  Irish  carmagnole. 

serve  us ! — if  dreams  come  true, 
lapless  realm  to  do? 


ANTICIPATED  BiEETING 


OP  TIB 


BRITISH  ASSOCIATION  IN  THE  TEAR 


1886. 


in«d  OD  Um  modri  of  tha  Mastoden,  ftc. 


After  some  observations  fh>m  Dr.  M*Grig 
On  that  fossile  reliquium  call'd  Petrified  Wig, 
Or  Perruqualithu8 — a  specimen  rare 
Of  those  wigs,  made  for  antediluvian  wear, 
Which,  it  seems,  stood  the  Flood  without  turning 

a  hair — 
Mr.  Tomkins  rose  up,  and  requested  attention 
To  facts  no  less  wondrous  which  he  had  to  mention. 

Some  large  fossil  creatures  had  lately  been  found 
Of  a  species  no  longer  now  seen  above  ground. 
But  the  same  (as  to  Tomkins  most  clearly  appears) 
With  those  animals,  lost  now  for  hundreds  of  yean, 
Which  our  ancestors  us'd  to  call  **  Bishops'*  and 
•*  Peers,"  [stow'd  on. 

But  which  Tomkins  more  erudite  names  has  be- 
Having  call'd  the  Peer  fossil  the'  Amtocratodon,  > 
And,  finding  much  food  under  t'other  one's  thorax. 
Has  christen'd  that  creature  the'  Episcopus  Voraz. 

Lest  the  savanta  and  dsndies  should  think  this  all 

&ble, 
Mr.  Tomkins  most  kindly  produced  on  the  table, 
A  sample  of  each  of  these  species  of  creatures, 
Both  tol'rably  human,  in  structure  and  features. 
Except  that  the*  Episcopus  seems.  Lord  deliver  us  I 
To've  been  carnivorous  as  well  as  granivorous ; 
And  Tomkins,  on  searching  its  stomach,  found  there 
Large  lumps,  such  as  no  modem  stomach  could  bear, 
Of  a  substance  call'd  Tithe,  upon  which,  as  'tis  said. 
The  whole  Genus  Clericum  formerly  fed ; 
And  which  having  lately  himself  decompounded. 
Just  to  see  what  'twas  made  of,  he  actually  found  it 
Compos'd  of  all  possible  cookable  things 
That  e'er  tripp'd  upon  trotters  or  soar'd  upon 

wings — 
All  products  of  earth,  both  gramineous,  herbaceous, 
Hordeaceous,  fabaceous,  and  eke  farinaceous. 
All  clubbing  their  quotas  to  glut  the  oesophagus 
Of  this  ever  greedy  and  grasping  Tithophagus.^ 
**  Admire,"  exclaimed  Tomkins,  **  the  kind  dis- 
pensation 
"  By  Providence  shed  on  this  much-favour'd  nation, 
**  In  sweeping  so  ravenous  a  race  ftt>m  the  earth, 
**  That   might   else   have  occasion'd   a   general 

dearth  — 
**  And  thus  burying  'em,  deep  as  even  Joe  Hume 

would  sink  'em, 
**  With  the  Ichthyosaurus  and  Palaorynchum, 

s  The  toologlcal  term  for  a  tithe-ester. 


M00BF8  Wa 


,  -  ^n'd  ThrtMli*  dkeome  bcxI  m  liveli 
T»  AmHi  t'Mbcr  wimirt,  iW  AnMocrttadoi— 


•bkWwdatnwtwc  or  fianrek 


-VUdtiaAnB  of  >  ooMMt  trt*  ftoB  in  b<^ 
4  Aenir'i  la  i»  hnn,  vbn  the  cnalwc  *i 

dndi 
r  ^tOrf'A  iu  vhib  Ihia  heir-loam  wm  tntu 
uiwd. 
Bo«  nit  were  the  in*.  «>  1^  onH*  fltlid. 

Be  Ikn  MmtioB'd  •  taate  loalogio]  &rt, 
I  Ifhiat^nawkD^Mil  ifpeu'd  nmcb  appluue  t 
I  tttnei. 

I    la  FrsDCf,  nid  ihc  Icanrd  proffHor,  Ihii  nee 

S^  IVBOiiau  becamr.  in  tame  rrnluriffi' ipacr. 
'  Fraoi  tbcir  nnnilKn  md  strcngtb.  ilul  Ihe  land 
I  «M  o'nmn  -wtlli  ctd, 

Emy  one'*  qanlion  beinp,  "  Whu'i  to  be  done 
wilh  >m?" 

WlKn,lo:  nrtaiakiiniriDponn  — Hra».maThBp. 

Who.  like  BiickUnd'i  deep  rolloirerv  UDderatood 

Slilj  binlrd  lb  at  nnoght  apnn  Pittli  wm  ao  goad 
Ttar./lrwtacrBtodniu,  vheo  ninipaiil  isd  rude, 
I   AlMMnpiOTcartui.  ibeir  allowance  of  rood. 
Thto  «xp«dienl  >U  iricd,  ond  a  pn«r  il  afforda 
Of  (be*  effeet  llut  abort  commoni  will  have  upon 

lonlii 
Foe  thii  whole  tnce  of  bipedi,  one  fine  inmmer'i 

Sbfd  their  coiflneti,  jurt  as  a  deer  sheds  bis  boro, 
A  bAHh  nKHOcnt  thew  gewgawaftloft,  ihrybecuni 
-Quite  ■  neir*ain<>f  ertslure  ^  so  harm]  easandtamp 
Thaliooliipataniigbl,fiirlLcfirtltime,TnBmtain'en 
To  b(  MM-  akin  lo  the  grnUt  himiinim, 
Andlht'cipfrimenl,  tried  SO  inCMBsfuUr  (hen, 
Sbonld  be  kep(iiinnDembrBiiee,when  wanted  again 


Aiid,B< 

HaT( 
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B  be  the  patrons  who  live; — 
)Dce  in  their  glebe  they  are  thrown, 
id  have  no  liying  to  give, 
therefore  we  leave  them  alone. 

in  morals  we  may  not  excel, 
perfection  is  rare  to  be  had ; 
life  is^  of  course,  very  well, 
ood  living  is  aUo — not  bad. 
len,  to  feed  earth-worms,  I  go, 
lis  epitaph  stare  from  my  stone, 
lies  the  Right  Rev.  so  and  so ; 
s,  stranger,  and — leave  him  alone.'* 


E  FROM  HENRY  OF  EX— T— R 
TO  JOHN  OF  TUAM. 

0,  as  I  know,  like  oar  brother  of  London, 
p*d  of  all  knowledge,  both  sacred  and 
ndane, 

in  some  ancient  Joe  Miller,  you've  read 
S  that  canning  old  Roman,  once  said — 
e'er  saw  two  rev'rend  soothsayers  meet, 
rhere  it  might,  in  the  shrine  or  the  street, 
ondering  the  rogues,  'mid  their  solemn 
naces, 

St  out  a  laughing  in  each  other's  faces.  > 
>  then  meant,  though  'tis  so  long  ago, 
Q  the  present  times  pretty  well  know  ; 
(thsayers  also,  who — sooth  to  say,  John — 
«r  in  some  points  than  those  of  days  gone, 
of  whom,  meeting  (between  you  and  me), 
^h  in  their  sleeves,  too — all  lawn  though 
y  be. 

y  the  way — my  intention  being  chiefly 
f  first  letter,  to  hint  to  you  briefly, 
ig  how  fond  you  of  Tuum  «  must  be, 
urn's  at  all  times  the  main  point  with  me, 
could  do  better  than  form  an  alliance, 
se  sad  Anti-Church  times  at  defiance : 
,  recollect,  being  still  to  embark, 
lare  in  the  firm  but  your  title ^  and  mark; 
ould  you  feel  in  your  grandeur  inclin'd 
irself  Pope,  why,  I  shouldn't  much  mind ; 
church  as  usual  holds  fast  by  your  Tuum, 
'  one  else's,  to  make  it  all  Suum. 

il,  I've  no  doubt  we  shall  nicely  agree, 
18  can  be  liker,  in  most  points  than  we ; 

si  mugur  mugurem  asplciens  libl  temperaret  a  risu* 
1  in  tho«e  andent  versiclei  which  John,  we  un- 
quently  chanU :  — 

"  Had  erery  one  Suura, 
Yoa  woald'nt  have  Tuum, 


Both,  specimens  choice  of  that  mix'd  sort  of  beast, 
(See  Rev.  xiiL  1.)  a  political  priest; 
Both  mettlesome  chargersy  both  brisk  pamphleteers, 
Ripe  and  ready  for  all  that  sets  men  by  the  ears ; 
And  I,  at  least  one,  who  would  scorn  to  stick  longer 
By  any  giv'n  cause  than  I  focmd  it  the  stronger. 
And  who,  smooth  in  my  turnings  as  if  on  a  swivel. 
When  the  tone  ecclesiastic  wo'n't  do,  try  the  civiL 

In  short  (not  to  bore  yoa,  ev*n  jure  divmo) 
We've  the  same  cause  in  common,  John — all  bat 

the  rhino ; 
And  that  vulgar  surplus,  whate'er  it  may  be, 
As  you're  not  us'd  to  cash,  John,  you'd  best  leave 

to  me. 
And  so,  without  form — as  the  postman  wo'n't 

tarry — 
I'm,  dear  Jack  of  Tuam, 

Tours, 

EXETEB  HaRRT. 


SONG  OF  OLD  PUCK. 

**  And  tboM  thing!  do  beit  please  me. 
That  befall  prepotteroutly." 

Pdck  Junior,  Midiummer  N^IU*$  Dremm, 

Who  wants  old  Puck?  for  here  am  I, 
A  mongrel  imp,  *twixt  earth  and  sky, 
Ready  alike  to  crawl  or  fly ; 
Now  in  the  mud,  now  in  the  air 
And,  so  'tis  for  mischief,  reckless  where. 

As  to  my  knowledge,  there's  no  end  to't. 
For  where  I  haven't  it,  I  pretend  to't; 
And,  'stead  of  taking  a  leam'd  degree 
At  some  dull  university. 
Puck  found  it  handier  to  commence 
With  a  certain  share  of  impudence. 
Which  passes  one  off  as  leam'd  and  clever, 
Beyond  all  other  degrees  whatever ; 
And  enables  a  man  of  lively  sconce 
To  be  Master  of  all  the  Arts  at  once. 
No  matter  what  the  science  may  be — 
Ethics,  Physics,  Theology, 
Mathematics,  Hydrostatics, 
Aerostatics  or  Pneumatics — 
Whatever  it  be,  I  take  my  luck, 
'Tis  all  the  same  to  ancient  Puck ; 

But  I  ihould  hare  Meum, 
And  sing  Te  Deum. 

3  For  his  keeping  the  title  he  may  quote  classical  autho- 
rity, u  Horace  expressly  says, "  Poteris  senrare  Tuam.**  — 
De  Art.  Poet.  v.  329.  —  Ckronide. 


M6  MOOBFSl 


hoA  to  lUl  of  all  loftt  of  wiKi» 
TInC  ■  bnilk«  imp^  old  Smogden,  twetn 
If  I  had  tet  of  fav  a  Uttle  imatt'ring. 
rd  Ibcn  be  ^or^  I— which  is  flatt'ring. 


Tl 


My  AJOa  m  a  lingaiit  all  mnit  know 

Who  Bee  BM  abroad  aone  moothe  ago ; 

(Aad  heard  bm  obroad  ezeecdingij,  too, 

In  ihe  mooda  and  tenaee  oi  potia-vam) 

Whea.  aa  old  Chaaband'a  shade  stood  mute, 

I  spoke  saeh  Ficnch  to  the  Institiite 

Aa  p<  iff  ltd  those  learned  Thebaas  mnch,  i 

To  kaow  if  *twaa  Sanscrit  or  High  Dntch,  Fk 

Aad  BupAl  bsTe  pass*d  with  the'  naobeenring 

Asooeof  the  oakaowatOBgaes  of  Irving.  jW 

As  to  my  laleat  for  nbiqaitj, 

Thefe*ft  aothiag  like  it  ia  all  aata^attj. 

Like  Maago  (my  peealiar  care), 

**  ria  here,  I'm  dere,  Vm  thtrj  where."*  ;  T^ 

If  any  one's  wanted  to  take  the  chair. 

Upon  aay  sa^cet,  say  where, 

Jastkmkaroaad,and— Paekisthnel  Kb 

Whea  sbaghter*s  at  hand,  yonr  bird  of  prey 

Isnerer  kaowa  tobeoatof  the  way;  ! 

Aad  wherever  ausehicTs  to  be  got. 

There's  Pack  imakmier,  on  the  spot  !  At 

1 
Oaly  fiad  BM  ia  aegas  and  applaaae,  | 

And  Vm  yonr  aum  for  oay  cause.  gg 

If  vrcmy  the  cause,  the  more  my  delight ; 

Bat  I  don't  object  to  it,  ev'n  when  ri^ku 

If  I  only  can  tcz  some  old  friend  by*t ; 

There's  D — rh~m,  for  instance ; — to  worry  him    q^ 

Filb  op  my  cop  of  bliss  to  the  brim !  < 

(note  bt  the  EDrroa.)  ^h 

Those  wbo  are  anxious  to  ran  a  mack 

Can*t  do  better  than  join  with  Pock.  , 

Theyll  find  him  6011  diabk — spite  of  his  phii— 

And,  in  fact,  his  great  ambition  is. 

While  playing  old  Puck  in  first-rate  style,  WI 

To  be  tkomgkt  Robin  Goodfellow  all  the  while. 


POLICE  REPORTS.  ' 

CASK  Of  IMPOSTURE.  In 


J 


A  ■one  other  stray  flashmen,  dispos*d  of,  this  week.  • 
Was  a  youngster,  nam*d  Mt— nl— y,  genteelly    Pn 


connected, 

1 

t  t  VvrlMllm.  u  uU.  Thit  irllHtki  la  imlf  equalled  by  that 
M  t%n*fnnA  to  hU  madlMl  hiMWi.  IH.  •—  :  "  11  seconnoh 
f*h  t«Mt  I  H  mAnM  un  pMi  im  m$4mflm.** 
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Am  the*  impoftor  ma  still  yoang  enough  to  repent, 
Andy  hetides,  had  some  claims  to  a  grandee  con- 
nexion, 
Thfeir  Worships — considerate  for  once — only  sent 
The  joong  Thimblerig  off  to  the  House  of  Cor- 
rection. 


REFLECTIONS. 

A1HDKB88ED  TO  THE  AtrTHOR  OF  THE  ARTICLE  OF 
THH  CHURCH,  IN  THE  LAST  NUMBER  OF  THE 

QUARTERLY  REVIEW. 

Fm  quite  of  joor  mind ; — though  these  Pats  cry 
aloud 
That  they're  got  **  too  much  Church,''  'tis  all 
nonsense  and  stuff; 
For  Chorch  is  like  Lore,  of  which  Figaro  yow'd 
That  eren  too  much  of  it's  not  quite  enough.  * 

Ajt  dose  them  with  parsons,  twill  cure  all  their 
ills;— 
Copj  Uorison's  mode  when  from  pill-box  un- 
daunted he 
Poon  through  the  patient  his  black-coated  pills, 
Kor  cares  what  their  quality,  so  there's  but 
quantity. 

I  werily  think,  *twould  be  worth  England's  while 
To  consider,  for  Paddy's  own  benefit,  whether 

Twoold  not  be  as  well  to  give  up  the  green  isle 
To  the  care,  wear  and  tear  of  the  Church  alto- 
gether. 

The  Irish  are  well  us'd  to  treatment  so  pleasant ; 
The  harlot  Church  gave  them  to  Henry  Planta- 
genet,« 
And  now,  if  King  William  would  make  them  a 
present 
To  'tother  chaste  lady  —  ye  Saints,  just  ima- 
gine it! 

Chief  Sees.,  Lord-Lieutenants,  Conmianders-in- 
chief^ 
Might  then  all  be  cuU'd  from  the'  episcopal 
benches ; 
While  colonels  in  black  would  afford  some  relief 
From  the  hue  that  reminds  one  of  the'  old  scarlet 
wench's. 


I  BolUtd*! 


;  trop  mkoM  n*e>t  pti  aftei.  —  Bmrhierde 


Think  how  fierce  at  a  charge  (being  practis'd 
therein) 
The    Right    Reverend    Brigadier  Ph— 11— tts 
would  slash  on  I 
How  General    Bl — ^mf — d,  through  thick    and 
through  thin, 
To  the  end  of  the  chapter  (or  chapters)  would 
dash  on! 

For,  in  one  point  alone  do  the  amply  fed  race 
Of  bishops  to  beggars  similitude  bear — 

That,  set  them  on  horseback,  in  full  steeple  chase. 
And  they'll  ride,  if  not  pull'd  up  in  time  —  you 
know  where. 

But,  bless  you,  in  Ireland,  that  matters  not  much. 
Where  affairs  have  for  centuries  gone  the  same 
way; 
And  a  good  staunch  Conservative's  system  is  such 
That  he'd  back  even  Beelzebub's  long-founded 
sway. 

I  am  therefore,  dear  Quarterly,  quite  of  your 
mind;  — 
Church,  Church,  in  all  shapes,  into  Erin  let's 
pour; 
And  the  more  she  rejecteth  our  med'cine  so  kind. 
The  more  let's  repeat  it — **  Black  dose,  as 
before." 

Let  Coercion,  that  peace-maker,  go  hand  in  hand 
With  demure-ey'd  Conversion,  fit  sister  and  bro- 
ther; 

And,  covering  with  prisons  and  churches  the  land. 
All  that  wo'n't  go  to  one,  we'll  put  into  the  other. 

For  the  sole,  leading  maxim  of  us  who're  inclin'd 
To  rule  over  Ireland,  not  well,  but  religiously. 
Is  to  treat  her  like  ladies,  who've  just  been  con- 
fin'd, 
(Or  who  oitght  to  be  so)  and  to  chvrch  her  pro- 
digiously. 


NEW  GRAND  EXHIBITION  OF  MODELS 

or  TRB 

TWO  HOUSES  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

Come,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  here  ye  may  view 
An  exact  and  nat'ral  representation 

>  Grant  of  Ireland  to  Henry  II.  by  Pope  Adrian. 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


(Like  Siburn's  Model  of  Waterloo  0 
Of  the  Lords  and  Commons  of  this  here  nation. 

There  they  are  —  all  cut  out  in  cork  — 

The  "  Collective  Wisdom  "  wondrous  to  see ; 

My  eyes !  when  all  them  heads  are  at  work, 
What  a  vastly  weighty  consam  it  must  be. 

As  for  the  "  wisdom/*  —  tJiai  may  come  anon ; 

Though,  to  say  truth,  we  sometimes  see 
(And  I  find  the  phenomenon  no  uncommon  'un) 

A  man  who's  M.  P.  with  a  head  that's  M.  T. 

Our  Lords  are  rather  too  small,  'tis  true  ; 

But  they  do  well  enough  for  Cabinet  shelves ; 
And,  besides,  —  wkafs  a  man  with  creeturs  to  do 

That  make  such  toerry  small  figures  themselves? 

There — don't  touch  those  lords,  my  pretty  dears — 
{Aside.) 
Curse  the  children !  —  this  comes  of  reforming 
a  nation : 
Those  meddling  young  brats  have  so  damaged  my 
peers, 
I  must  lay  in  more  cork  for  a  new  creation. 

Them  yonder*s  our  bishops  —  "to  whom  much  is 
given," 
And  who're  ready  to  take  as  much  more  as  you 
please : 
The  seers  of  old  times  saw  visions  of  heaven. 
But  these  holy  seers  see  nothing  but  Sees. 

Like  old  Atlas  ^  (the  chap,  in  Cheapside,  there 
below,) 
'Tis  for  so  much  per  cent  they  take  heaven  on 
their  shoulders ; 
And  joy  'tis  to  know  that  old  High  Church  and 
Co., 
Though  not  capital  priests,  are  such  capital- 
holders. 

There's  one  on  'em,  Ph — lip — ts,  who  now  is  away, 
As  we're  having  him  fiU'd  with   bumbustible 
stuff. 

Small  crackers  and  squibs,  for  a  great  gala-day. 
When  we  annually  fire  his  Right  Reverence  off. 

'Twould  do  your  heart  good,  ma'am,  then  to  be  by. 

When,  bursting  with  gunpowder,  'stead  of  with 

bile. 

Crack,  crack,  goes  the  bishop,  while  dowagers  cry, 

**  How  like  the  dear  man,  both  in  matter  and 

style!" 


Should  you  want  a  few  Peers  m&d  Bi.P.j;  to 

As  presents  to  friends,  we    cmn    reea 

these:  —  ' 

Chir  nobles  are  come  down  to  nine-pen 

know, 

And  we  charge  but  a  penny  a  piece  for  '. 

Those  of  botde-corks  made  take  most  with  th 

(At  least,  'mong  such  as  my  Iruh  writ  sun 

Of  old  whUkey  corks  our  0*Connells  are  mi 

But  those  we  make  Shaws  and  Lefrqyi 

rwn  'uns. 

So,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  &c  &c. 

Da  Cap^ 


ANNOUNCEMENT 


OF 


A  NEW  GRAND  ACCELERATION  COID 

FOB  THE  PBOMOnON  OF 

THE  SPEED  OF  LITERATUBK. 

Loud  complaints  being  made,  in  these  quick 

ing  times, 
Of  too  slack  a  supply,  both  of  prose  woii 

rhymes, 
A  new  Company,  form'd  on  the  keep>moviB| 
First  propos'd  by  the  great  firm  of  Catch-'en 

can. 
Beg  to  say  they've  now  ready,  in  full  wind  and 
Some  fast-going  authors,  of  quite  a  new  bre< 
Such  as  not  he  who  runs  but  who  gaUiqn 

read  — 
And  who,  if  well  curried  and  fed,  they've  no 
Will  beat  ev'n  Bentley's  swift  stud  out  and 
It  is  true,  in  these  days,  such  a  drug  is  reno 
We've  "  Immortals  "  as  rife  as  M.F.s  about 
And  not  a  Blue's  rout  but  can  off-hand  supi 
Some  invalid  bard  who's  insur'd  "  not  to  die 
Still,  let  England  but  once  try  our  authors, 

find 
How  fast  they'll  leave  ev'n  these  Immortals  N 
And  how  truly  the  toils  of  Alcides  were  ligl 
Compar'd  with  his  toil  who  can  read  all  they ' 

In  fact,  there's  no  saying,  so  gainful  the  trad 
How  fast  immortalities  now  may  be  made : 
Since  Helicon  never  will  want  an  **  Undyin^f " 
As  long  as  the  public  continues  a  Buying  On 


>  One  of  the  most  interesting  and  curious  of  all  the  exhi- 
bitions of  the  day. 


>  The  sign  of  the  Insurance  Office  in  Cbeapside . 
'  Producing  a  bag  full  of  lords  and  gentloBCfi. 
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i  Company  hope  yet  to  witness  t^e  hour, 

by  strongly  applying  the  mare-motive^ 

x)wer, 

t-decker  novel,  'midst  oceans  of  praise, 

(  written,  laonch'd,  read,  and — forgot,  in 

liree  days! 

don  to  all  this  stupendous  celerity, 

—to  the  no  small  relief  of  posterity — 

F  at  sight  the  whole  debit  of  fame, 

ubles  fatarity  eVn  with  a  name 

ect  that  wo*n*t  as  much  tickle  Tom  Tegg 

IS  aw, 

irill  rob  him  of  his  second-priced  Pegasus); 

)  Company — still  more  to  show  how  im- 

nense 

power  o*er  the  mind  of  pounds,  shillings, 

md  pence; 

It  not  even  Phoebus  himself,  in  our  day, 

;et  up  a  kuf  without  first  an  otiday — 

add,  as  our  literature  soon  may  compare, 

nick  make  and  vent,  with  our  Birmingham 

irare, 

doesn't  at  all  matter  in  either  of  these  lines, 

am  is  the  article,  so  it  but  ahinest — 

p  authors  ready,  all  perch'd,  pen  in  hand, 

e  off,  in  any  given  style,  at  command. 

ter  what  bard,  be  he  living  or  dead,^ 

rork  from  his  pen,  and  'tis  done  soon  as  said : 

leing,  on  the*  establishment,  sixWalterScotts, 

;>ital  Wordsworth,  and  Southeys  in  lots; — 

;hoice  Mrs.  Nortons,  all  singing  like  syrens, 

nost  of  our  pallid  young  clerks  are  Lord 

Byrons. 

re've  •••s  and  •••s  (for  whom  there's  small 

call), 

*s  and  ***s  (for  whom  no  call  at  all). 

t,  whosoe'er  the  last  **  Lion  "  may  be, 
i  Bottom  who'll  copy  his  roar  ^  to  a  T, 
•  well,  that  not  one  of  the  buyers  who've 
^t  'em 
1  which  is  lion,  and  which  only  Bottom. 

The  company,  since  they  set  up  in  this  line, 
lov'd  their  concern,  and  are  now  at  the  sign 
Muse's  Velocipede,  Fleet  Street,  where  all 
ish  well  to  the  scheme  are  invited  to  calL 


t  montj  makes  the  mmre  to  go.** 

Mve  lodging*  apart,  for  our  posthumous  people, 

e  find  that.  If  left  with  the  lire  ones,  thej  keep  iU. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LATE  DINNER 

TO  DAN. 

Fitox  tongue  to  tongue  the  rumour  flew ; 
All  ask'd,  aghast,  '*  Is't  true?  is't  true?" 

But  none  knew  whether  'twas  fact  or  fable : 
And  still  the  unholy  rumour  ran, 
From  Tory  woman  to  Tory  man. 

Though  none  to  come  at  the  truth  was  able  — 
Till,  lo,  at  last,  the  fact  came  out. 
The  horrible  fact,  beyond  all  doubt. 

That  Dan  had  din'd  at  the  Viceroy's  table ; 
Had  flesh'd  his  Popish  knife  and  fork 
In  the  heart  of  the'  Establish'd  mutton  and  pork  I 

Who  can  forget  the  deep  sensation 

That  news  produc'd  in  this  orthodox  nation? 

Deans,  rectors,  curates,  all  agreed. 

If  Dan  was  allow'd  at  the  Castle  to  feed, 

'Twas  clearly  aU  up  with  the  Protestant  creed  I 

There  had'nt,  indeed,  such  an  apparition 

Been  heard  of,  in  Dublin,  since  that  day 
When,  during  the  first  grand  exhibition 

Of  Don  Giovanni,  that  naughty  play, 
There  appear'd,  as  if  rais'd  by  necromancers. 
An  extra  devil  among  the  dancers ! 
Yes — cv'ry  one  saw,  with  fearful  thrill. 
That  a  devil  too  much  had  join'd  the  quadrille  ;^ 
And  sulphur  was  smelt,  and  the  lamps  let  fedl 
A  grim,  green  light  o'er  the  ghastly  ball. 
And  the  poor  sham  devils  didn't  like  it  at  all ; 
For,  they  knew  from  whence  the'  intruder  had  come. 
Though  he  left,  that  night,  his  tail  at  home. 

This  fact,  we  see,  is  a  parallel  case 

To  the  dinner  that,  some  weeks  since,  took  place. 

With  the  difference  slight  of  fiend  and  man. 

It  shows  what  a  nest  of  Popish  sinners 
That  city  must  be,  where  the  devil  and  Dan 

May  thus  drop  in,  at  quadrilles  and  dinners ! 

But,  mark  the  end  of  these  foul  proceedings. 
These  demon  hops  and  Popish  feedings. 
Some  comfort  'twill  be — to  those,  at  least. 

Who've  studied  this  awful  dinner  question  — 
To  know  that  Dan,  on  the  night  of  that  feast. 

Was  seiz'd  with  a  dreadful  indigestion  ; 
That  envoys  were  sent,  post-haste,  to  his  priest. 
To  come  and  absolve  the  suffering  sinner. 
For  eating  so  much  at  a  heretic  dinner ; 
And  some  good  people  were  even  afraid 
That  Peel's  old  confectioner     still  at  the  trade — 
Had  poison'd  the  Papist  with  orangeade. 

'  "  Bottom :  I^  me  plaj  the  lion ;  I  will  roar  you  as 
'twere  any  nightingale." 
*  History  of  the  Irish  stage. 
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NEW  HOSPITAL  FOR  SICK  LITERATL 

With  all  humilitj  we  beg 

To  inform  the  pablic,  that  Tom  Tegg — 

Known  for  hii  sponkj  fpecnlatiooi, 

In  buying  op  dead  repatationi, 

And,  by  a  mode  of  galTanising 

Which,  all  most  own,  is  quite  furpriiing. 

Making  dead  authors  moTe  again. 

As  though  they  still  were  liring  men ; — 

All  this,  too,  managed,  in  a  trice. 

By  those  two  magic  words,  **  Half  Price," 

Which  brings  the  charm  to  quick  about. 

That  worn-out  poets,  left  without, 

A  second yool  whereon  to  stand. 

Are  made  to  go  at  second  hamd; — 

Twill  please  the  public,  we  repeat. 

To  learn  that  Tegg,  who  works  this  feat. 

And,  therefore,  knows  what  care  it  needs 

To  keep  alive  Fame*s  invalids. 

Has  oped  an  Hospital,  in  town. 

For  cases  of  knock*d-ap  renown — 

Falls,  ftvctures,  dangerous  Epic  fiti 

(By  some  caird  Cufitof ),  sUbs  from  wits ; 

And,  of  all  wounds  for  which  they're  nnrst, 

Dtad  euU  from  publishers,  the  worst ; — 

All  these,  and  other  such  fttalities, 

That  happen  to  frail  immortalities, 

By  Tejrg  are  so  expertly  treated. 

That  oft-time*,  when  the  cure's  completed, 

The  patient's  made  robust  enough 

To  stand  a  few  more  rounds  of  puff. 

Till,  like  the  ghost*  of  Dante's  lay, 

He's  puff'd  into  thin  air  away  ! 

As  titled  poets  (being  phenoraenons) 

Don't  like  to  mix  with  low  and  common  'uns, 

Tegg's  Hospital  has  separate  wards. 

Express  for  literary  lords. 

Where  /jrow'-peers,  of  immoderate  length, 

Are  nurs'd,  when  they've  outgrown  their  strength, 

And  poets,  whom  their  friends  despair  of, 

Are put  to  bed  and  taken  care  of. 

Tegg  begs  to  contradict  a  story. 
Now  current  both  with  Whig  and  Tory, 
That  Doctor  W— rb— t— n,  M.  P., 
Well  known  for  his  antipathy, 
His  deadly  hate,  good  man,  to  all 
The  race  of  poets,  great  and  small— 
So  much,  that  he's  been  heard  to  own, 
He  would  most  willingly  cut  down 
The  holiest  groves  on  Pindus'  mount. 
To  turn  the  timber  to  account ! — 
The  story  actually  goea,  that  he 
Prescribes  at  Tegg*a  htMrmUf  I 
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was  alfo  (as  mention'd,  in  rhyme  and  in 

prose,  is) 

heap*d,  thronghoat  Egypt,  on  every  shrine, 

ke  rings  for  right   reverend  crocodiles' 

Qoses — 

snch  as,  my  Ph — Up — ts,  wonld  look  well 

m  thine. 

*  needn't  fly  o£E^  in  this  erudite  mood ; 
'tis  clear,  without  going  to  regions  so  sunny, 
riests  love  to  do  the  least  possible  good, 
he  largest  mott  possible  quantum  of  money. 

im,**  saith  the  text,  **  unto  whom  much  is 

given, 

him  much,  in  turn,  will  be  also  required :  ** — 

«e,'*  quoth  the  sleek  and  obese  man  of 

beaven — 

re  as  much  as  you  will — more  will  still  be 

dIesirU" 

Kmey !  more  churches  I — oh  Nunrod,  hadst 

thou 

1  of  Tover-extension,  some  shorter  way 

;one — 

hoa  known  by  what  methods  we  mount  to 

heaven  now, 

tried  OburcA-eztension,  the  feat  had  been 

lone! 


MUSINGS, 

BT  THE  LATE  PROMOTION  OF 
MBS.  NETHEBCOAT. 


dow  N«tbercoat  is  mppointed  gaoler  of  Loughrea,  in 
a  of  bcr  deceased  husband.**  ~  Limerick  Ckronick. 

KB  as  queens  or  subjects,  in  these  days, 
len  seem  form'd  to  grace  alike  each  station ; — 
tain  Flaherty  gallantly  says, 
a,  ladies,  are  the  lords  of  the  creation  ! 


I  »t 


er  my  mind  did  prescient  visions  float 
1  that  matchless  woman  yet  may  be ; 
hark,  in  rumours  less  and  less  remote, 
>  the  glad  news  o'er  Erin's  ambient  sea, 
portant  news — that  Mrs.  Nethercoat 
been  appointed  gaoler  of  Loughrea ; 
irk  it.  History — Nethercoat  is  dead, 
rs.  N.  now  rules  his  realm  instead ; 
le  high  task  to  wield  the'  uplocking  keys, 
i  rogues  and  reign  o'er  Rapparees  I 


Thus,  while  your  blnsfrers  of  the  Tory  school 
Find  Ireland's  sanest  sons  so  hard  to  rule. 
One  meek-ey'd  matron,  in  Whig  doctrines  nnrst. 
Is  all  that's  ask'd  to  curb  the  maddest,  wont ! 

Show  me  the  man  that  dares,  with  blushless  brow, 

Prate  about  Erin's  rage  and  riot  now  ; — 

Now,  when  her  temperance  forms  her  sole  excess; 

When  long-lov'd  whiskey,  fading  from  her  sight, 
**  Small  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  less," 

Will  soon,  like  other  spirits,  vanish  quite ; 
When  of  red  coats  the  number's  grown  so  small. 

That  soon,  to  cheer  the  warlike  parson's  eyes, 
No  glimpse  of  scarlet  will  be  seen  at  all. 

Save  that  which  she  of  Babylon  supplies ; — 
Or,  at  the  most,  a  corporal's  guard  will  be. 

Of  Ireland's  red  defence  the  sole  remains ; 
While  of  its  gaols  bright  woman  keeps  the  key. 

And  captive  Paddies  languish  in  her  chains ! 

Long  may  such  lot  be  Erin's,  long  be  mine  I 

Oh  yes — if  ev'n  this  world,  though  bright  it  shine. 

In  Wisdom's  eyes  a  prison-house  must  be. 
At  least  let  woman's  hand  our  fetters  twine. 
And  blithe  111  sing,  more  joyous  than  if  free. 
The  Nethercoats,  the  Nethercoats  for  me  I 


INTENDED  TRIBUTE 

TO  TBI 

▲UTHOB  OF   AN   ARTICLE  IN  THE  LAST  NUMBXB 
OF  THE  QUARTEBLT   BEVIEW, 

tMTITLKD 

•* ROMANISM  IN  IRELAND." 

It  glads  us  much  to  be  able  to  say. 

That  a  meeting  is  fix'd,  for  some  early  day, 

Of  all  such  dowagers — he  or  she — 

(No  matter  the  sex,  so  they  dowagers  be,) 

Whose  opinions,  concerning  Church  and  State, 

From  about  the  time  of  the  Curfew  date — 

Staunch  sticklers  still  for  days  by -gone. 

And  admiring  them  for  their  rust  alone — 

To  whom  if  we  would  a  leader  give. 

Worthy  their  tastes  conservative. 

We  need  but  some  mummy -statesman  raise. 

Who  was  pickled  and  potted  in  Ptolemy's  days ; 

For  thafs  the  man,  if  waked  from  his  shelf. 

To  conserve  and  swaddle  this  world,  like  himselfl 

Such,  we're  happy  to  state,  are  the  old  Ae-dames 
Who've  met  in  committee,  and  given  their  names 
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MOORFS  WOBKS. 
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i 
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(In  good  bicTOglTpluei^  wHh  kind  imcBt 

To  pftjr  tone  hwwlionw  eoapliment 

To  their  sifUrr-aatbor,  tfae  nameleu  be, 

Wb^>  wrote,  in  the  Uft  new  QwuteriE|r, 

That  chanaing  aitaiih  apoD  Poperj ; 

An  article  jastiy  ynxnA  bj  tbcm, 

Aa  a  perfect  aotediloTiao  gem — 

Tbe  work,  mm  Sir  HampfOD  Legend  would  nj. 

Of  fome  -*  fellow  tbe  Flood  coaldo't  waib  awaj/ 

Tbe  fond  being  raia'd,  tbere  renaio'd  but  to  lee 
Wbat  tbe  dowager-antbor^i  gift  was  to  be. 
And  bere,  I  must  day,  tbe  Sistert  Bloe 
Kbow*d  delicate  tafte  and  jodgment  too. 
¥Wf  finding  tbe  poor  man  inffering  greatly 
Frr/m  the  awful  utoff  be  has  thrown  op  lately — 
80  moeh  io,  indeed,  to  tbe  alarm  of  aU, 
Ai  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  what  doctors  call 
Tbe  Antipapistico-monomania 
(  Tm  sorry  with  snch  a  long  word  to  detain  ye), 
They  Ve  acted  the  part  of  a  kind  physician, 
hy  suiting  their  gift  to  the  patient's  condition ; 
And,  as  soon  as  'tis  ready  for  presentation. 
We  shall  publish  the  facts,  for  the  gratification 
Of  this  higbly-farour'd  and  Protestant  nation. 

Meanwhile,  to  the  great  alarm  of  his  neighboors, 
lie  still  continues  his  Quarterly  labours ; 
And  often  has  strong  No- Popery  fits, 
Which  frighten  his  old  nurse  out  of  her  wits. 
Sometimes  he  screauns,  like  Scrub  in  the  play,^ 
"  Thieves !  Jesuits  !  Popery  ! "  night  and  day  ; 
Takes  the  Printer's  Devil  for  Doctor  Dens,^ 
And  Ktiies  at  him  heaps  of  High-church  pens  ;^ 
Which  the  Devil  (himself  a  touchy  Dissenter) 
Feels  all  in  his  hide,  like  arrows,  enter. 
'Stead  of  swallowing  wholesome  stuff  from  the 

druggist's, 
He  will  keep  raving  of  "  Irish  Thuggists ; "  * 
Tells  us  they  all  go  murd'ring,  for  fun, 
From  rise  of  morn  till  set  of  sun, 
Pop,  pop,  as  fast  as  a  minute-gun  !^ 
If  ask'd,  how  comes  it  the  gown  and  cassock  are 
Safe  and  fat,  'mid  this  general  massacre — 
How  haps  it  that  Pat's  own  population 
But  swarms  the  more  for  this  trucidation  — 


'  S«?p  (*ongreve's  Ix)to  for  Love. 

^  I)r4ux  KiraUgcm. 

'  Thi'  writer  of  th«  mrtlcle  has  groped  about,  with  much 
■urcfM,  in  what  he  calls  "  the  dark  recesses  of  Dr.  Dens's 
disquliitions. "  —  fjuar/^/^  RevietP. 

*  "  Pray,  may  we  ask,  has  there  been  any  rebellious  move- 
ment of  I'opory  in  Ireland,  since  the  planting  of  the  Ulster 
colonics,  in  which  something  of  the  kind  was  not  visible  among 
the  Presbyterians  of  the  North  ?"^Ibid. 


GRAXD  DOnnX  OF  TTFE  A5D  COl 
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As  I  sale  in  mr 

Thinking  of  Sergcaaa  TaUb«rd*s  BiSL 
■  And  the  speech  by  Laj 
In  spirit  coBgenxaL  for  ~  tbe  Trade." 
Sadden  I  sunk  to  sleep,  and.  bn. 
j      Upon  Fancy's  reinkas  nxght- 
'  I  foond  myselC  in  a  seeood  or  so. 
At  the  table  of  Mcsbi.  Type  asd  Ca 

With  a  goodly  gToiq>  of  diners  tswagi — 
All  in  the  printing  and  pnblialuBg  tine. 
Drest,  I  thooght,  extremely  fine. 
And  sipping,  like  lotds,  their  roay 
While  I,  in  a  state  near  tninition. 

With  coat  that  hadn't  mndi  n^  to 
(Having  just  gone  into  its  second  editionX 
Was  the  only  wretch  of  an  author  there. 
But  think,  how  great  was  my  sorpriae. 
When  I  saw,  in  casting  round  my  eyes. 
That  the  dishes,  sent  up  by  Type's  she-cooks, 
Bore  all,  in  appearance,  the  shape  of  books : 
I^rge  folios — God  knows  where  they  got  'cb, 
In  these  stiuiU  times — at  top  and  bottom ; 
And  quartos  (such  as  the  Press  provides 
For  no  one  to  read  them)  down  the  sides. 
Then  flashed  a  horrible  thought  on  my  bnin. 
And  I  said  to  myself,  "  *Tis  all  too  plain ; 
**  Like  those,  well  known  in  school  quotations, 
Ai^lio  ate  up  for  dinner  their  own  relations, 
I  see  now,  before  me,  smoking  here. 
The  bodies  and  bones  of  my  brethren  detr;- 
Bright  sons  of  the  lyric  and  epic  Muse, 
All  cut  up  in  cutlets,  or  hash*d  in  stews : 


(i 


it 


i( 


«t 


t( 


9  *'  Lord  Lorton.  for  initaoce,  who,  for  clearhif  his  e»ttt 
of  a  village  of  Irish  ThuggiaU,"  ftc.  &c—Qwmrterfy  Rettnt 

*  "  Observe  how  murder  after  murder  is  OMninitted  Ui 
minute>gunB."  —  Ibid. 

7  "  Might  not  the  archirea  of  tbe  PrtqfNiguida  p«fibl 
supply  the  key  ?  " 

K  Written  during  the  late  agltatioo  of  the  question  of  Gw 
right. 
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-orks^  a  light  through  ages  to  go, 
«,  eaten  up  by  Type  and  Co. !  ** 

\s  I  moralized,  on  they  went, 

tie  fare  most  excellent ; 

>  kindly,  brother  to  brother, 

he  tidbits  to  each  other ; 

of  SoQthey  let  me  send  you  "  — 

t  of  Campbell  I  recommend  you  "  — 

*e,  my  friends,  is  a  treat  indeed, 

mortal  Wordsworth  fricassee^d !  " 

ing,  the  cormorants,  fed  some  time, 
its  of  poetry  —  all  of  the  prime  — 
(as  Type  in  a  whisper  ayerr'd  it) 
-ose  on  the  sideboard,  for  such  as  pre- 
T'd  it "  — 

ted  awhile,  to  recruit  their  force, 
inc'd,  like  kites,  on  the  second  course, 
as  singing-birds  merely  —  Moore  and 
jers  — 

irent  the  way  of  their  larger  brothers ; 
i*rous  now  though  such  songsters  be, 
dly  quite  distressing  to  see 
.ishful  of  Toms — Moore,  Dibdin,  Bayly, — 
'  Type  and  Co.  so  gaily ! 

this  the  worst  —  I  shudder  to  think 
ene  was  disclos'd  when  they  came  to  drink, 
iors  of  Odin,  as  every  one  knows, 
Irink  out  of  skulls  of  slaughtered  foes: 
e's  old  port,  to  my  horror  I  found, 
iulls  of  bards  sent  merrily  round, 
as  each  well-fill'd  cranium  came, 
was  pledged  to  its  owner's  name ; 
rpe  said  slily,  'midst  general  laughter, 
them  up  first,  then  drink  to  them  after.'* 

IS  no  standing  this  —  incens'd  I  broke 
bonds  of  sleep,  and  indignant  woke, 
Dg,  "  Oh  shades  of  other  times, 
voices  still  sound,  like  deathless  chimes, 
ou  e'er  have  foretold  a  day  would  be, 
I  dreamer  of  dreams  should  live  to  see 
'  of  sleek  and  honest  John  Bulls 
thing  each  other  in  poets'  skulls! " 


t  certain  man  named  Demetrius,  a  tilverimith, 
!  ihrines  for  Diana,  brought  no  imall  gain  unto  the 
whom  he  called  together  with  the  workmen  of 
tioQ.  and  said.  Sirs,  je  know  that  by  this  craft  we 
ealth."  — Jcte,  xlx. 


CHURCH  EXTENSION. 

TO  THB    EDITOR   OF  THB   MOENIMO   CHaOMICLX. 

Sir,  —  A  well-known  classical  traveller,  while  employed  In 
exploring,  some  time  since,  the  supposed  site  of  the  Tempi* 
of  Diana  of  Ephesus,  was  so  fortunate,  in  the  coarse  of  his 
researches,  u  to  light  upon  a  Terj  ancient  bark  manuscript, 
which  hu  turned  out,  on  examination,  to  be  part  of  an  old 
Ephesian  newspaper :  —  a  newspaper  published,  as  you  will 
see,  so  far  bock  ma  the  time  when  Demetrius,  the  great  Shrine- 
Extender  ',  flourished  I  am,  Sir,  yours.  &c. 

EPHESIAM  GAZETTE. 

Secomd  Hitkm. 
Important  event  for  the  rich  and  religious ! 
Great  Meeting  of  Silversmiths  held  in  Queen 
Square; — 
Church  Ebctension,  their  object,  —  the'  excitement 
prodigious ;  — 
Demetrius,  head  man  of  the  craft,  takes  the  chair  I 

TlUrd  editiom. 

The  Chainnan  still  up,  when  our  dev'l  came  away ; 

Having  prefiic'd  his  speech  with  the  usual  state 

prayer,  [day. 

That  the  Three-headed  Dian^  would  kindly,  this 

Take  the  Silversmiths'  Company  under  her  care. 

Being  ask'd  by  some  low,  unestablish'd  divines, 
**  When  your  churches  are  up,  where  are  flocks 
to  be  got?" 
He  manfully  answer'd,  "  Let  us  build  the  shrines,' 
**  And  we  care  not  if  flocks  are  found  for  them 
or  not" 

He  then  added  —  to  show  that  the  Silversmiths' 

Guild 

Were  above  all  confin'd  and  intolerant  views  — 

**  Only  pay  through  the  nose  to  the  altars  we  build, 

"  You  may  pray  through  the  nose  to  what  altars 

you  choose." 

This  tolerance,  rare  from  a  shrine-dealer's  lip, 
(Though  a  tolerance  mix'd  with  due  taste  for 
the  till)  — 
;  So  much  charm'd  all  the  holders  of  scriptural  scrip. 
That  their  shouts  of  "  Hear ! "  "  Hear  !"  are  re- 
echoing stilL 

Fourtk  editHm. 

Great  stir  in  the  Shrine  Market  I  altars  to  Phoebus 
Are  going  dog-cheap — may  be  had  for  a  rebus. 

Old  Dian's,  as  usual,  outsell  all  the  rest ;  — 
But  Venus's  also  are  much  in  request 

*  Tria  Virginis  ora  Diane. 

3  xbe  "  shrine*  "  are  supposed  to  have  been  small  churches, 
or  chapels,  adjoining  to  the  great  temples  ;  —  "  sedkulc,  in 
quibus  statuse  reponebantur."  —  Ekasm. 
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hATsn  Acooovn  from  oltupu& 


At 


ftiNB  OljnpM  hif  grown  nthcr  nre, 
bwdi,  in  dMir  crnitci,  hnve  oeated  to  kmdk 


Wit  txtnet  for  oar  renden  the*  intelligenoe  giren. 
In  o«r  lataHneooanti  horn  that  a-dleraiil  bcftven — 
TInC  ratal  of  the  By-gonci.  vliere  ftill  sit,  in  state. 
Old  fod-kends  and  nod-hends,  now  long  OQt  of  date. 

Jot*  liiinpM^  it  appcnrtiiinM  lus  lore-days  are  o*er, 
fltMBt  to  ind  immortality  rather  a  bore  ; 
Thongh  ke  still  asks  for  newt  of  earth's  enters  and 


And  rends  daUy  hk  old  ftUow.Thnnd*rer,  the 
TltMa.  |>«A'<(are, 

He  and  Vnlean,  it  teema,  by  their  wiTca  still  hen- 
And  kept  OB  a  ttinted  aUowanee  of  neetar. 

Old  Pkabot,  poor  lad,  hat  giren  np  inspiration. 
And  pnek'd  off  to  eartk  on  a  ^v^-speenlation. 
Tke  foet  is,  ke  foond  kis  old  skrines  kad  grown  dim, 
Snee  bards  kmk'dto  Bentley  and  Colbnm,  not  him. 
80^  he  told  off  his  stnd  of  ambrosiarfed  nags, 
OtflM  ineog.  down  to  earth,  and  now  writes  for  the 

MmgBt 
Diking  eare  tknthit  work  not  a  gleam  hath  to 

linger  inX  [finger  in*t 

Prom  whieh  men  ooold  gness  that  the  god  had  a 

There  are  other  small  ftcts,  well  deserving  attention. 
Of  which  onr  Olympic  despatches  make  mention. 
Poor  Bacchus  is  still  Tery  ill,  they  allege, 
Haring  never  recovered  the  Temperance  Pledge. 
•«  What,  the  Irish !"*  he  cried— **  those  I  looked  to 

the  most ! 
*  If  they  give  ap  the  tpirit,  I  give  up  the  ghost:** 
While  Momns,  who  Ds*d  of  the  gods  to  make  Am, 
b  tnm*d  Socialist  now,  and  declares  there  are  none  ! 

Bat  these  changes,  though  cnrioas,  are  all  a  mere 


Compared  to  the  new  "*  casus  belli  **  of  Mars, 
Who^  for  years,  has  been  suffering  the  horrors  of 

qniet, 
Uneheer*d  by  one  glimmer  of  bloodshed  or  riot ! 
In  Tain  ftom  the  clouds  his  belligerent  brow 
Did  he  pop  forth,  in  hopes  that  somewhere  or 

somehow. 
Like  Pht  at  a  fair,  he  might  ^'coax  up  a  row: " 
Bat  the  j<^  wouldn't  take— the  whole  world  had 

got  wiser; 
Hen  lik'd  not  to  take  a  Great  Gun  for  adviser; 
And,  still  lets,  to  march  in  fine  ckithes  to  be  shot, 
m&oot  Yery  well  knowing  for  whom  or  for  wkaL 
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ite  thoa'stlangoish'd  since  Sheridan  died, 
ney  still  keeps  thee  alive  in  our  shrines. 

ey !  thrice  honoor'd  the  stall  where  he  sits* 
his  eyery  honour  he  deigneth  to  climh  at! 
ind  a  hierarchy  form'd  all  of  wits, 
t  Sydney  would  England  proclaim  as  its 
nate? 

nay  he  floarish,{hmk,  merry,  and  brave — 
ce  to  hear,  and  a  Paschal  to  read ;  i 
hughs,  all  is  safe,  but,  when  Sydney 
ws  grave, 
hen  think  the  Church  is  in  danger  indeed, 

e,  it  much  glads  us  to  find  he's  preparing 
ti  other  bishops  to  **  seek  the  right  way ; "  < 
is  shortly  to  treat  the  whole  bench  to  an 

Jig» 

!h  as  he  gave  to  Charles  James  t'other  day. 

irts,  though  gravity's  good  for  the  soul, 
ncy  have  we  for  the  side  that  there's  fun  on, 
IT  with  Sydney  south-west  take  a  **  stroll,'* 
^ach  it  north-east  with  his  Lordship  of 
nnun. 


ITS  ON  PATRONS,  PUFFS,  AND 
OTHER   MATTERS. 

LN   EPISTLE  FROM  T.  M.   TO   8.  R. 

OunL,  my  friend  I  a  man  of  rhymes, 

better  still,  a  man  of  guineas, 

of  "  patrons,"  in  these  times, 
Q  authors  thrive,  like  spinning  jennies, 
rkwright's  twist  and  Bulwer's  page 
nay  laugh  at  patronage  I 

—those  times  are  pass'd  away, 

0,  doom'd  in  upper  floors  to  star  it, 

rd  inscrib'd  to  lords  his  lay, — 

«lf,  the  while,  my  Lord  Mountgarret. 

'e  he  begs,  with  air  dependent, 

ttle  bark  may  sail  attendant " 

T  some  lordly  skipper's  steerage ; 

nch*d  triumphant  in  the  Row, 

1  by  Murray's  self  in  tow, 

both  Star  Chamber  and  the  peerage. 

(,  indeed !  when  scarce  a  sail 
k'd  from  England  by  the  gale, 

mxU  of  the  Provinciaiet  inaj  be  said  to  be  of  the 

iT  otjfux  dTetprit  or,  squibs. 

ttroU  in  the  metropolii  U  extremely  well  con- 


But  bears  on  board  some  authors,  shipp'd 
For  foreign  shores,  all  well-equipp'd 
With  proper  book*  making  machinery, 
To  sketch  the  morals,  manners,  scenery. 
Of  all  such  lands  as  they  shall  see. 
Or  not  see,  as  the  case  may  be :  — 
It  being  enjoin'd  on  all  who  go 
To  study  first  Miss  M*****»»*, 
And  learn  from  her  the  method  true, 
To  do  one's  books — and  readers,  too. 
For  so  this  nymph  of  nous  and  nerve 
Teaches  mankind  **  How  to  Observe  ; " 
And,  lest  mankind  at  all  should  swerve, 
Teaches  them  also  "  What  to  Observe." 


No,  no,  my  friend — it  can't  be  blink'd — 
The  Patron  is  a  race  extinct ; 
As  dead  as  any  Megatherion 
That  ever  Buckland  built  a  theory  on. 
Instead  of  bartering,  in  this  age. 
Our  praise  for  pence  and  patronage. 
We  authors,  now,  more  prosperous  elves. 
Have  leam'd  to  patronise  ourselves  ; 
And  since  all-potent  Puffing's  made 
The  life  of  song,  the  soul  of  trade. 
More  frugal  of  our  praises  grown, 
We  puff  no  merits  but  our  own. 

Unlike  those  feeble  gales  of  praise 

Which  critics  blew  in  former  days, 

Our  modem  puffs  are  of  a  kind 

That  truly,  really  raise  the  wind; 

And  since  they've  fairly  set  in  blowing. 

We  find  them  the  best  trade- winds  going. 

'Stead  of  frequenting  paths  so  slippy 

As  her  old  haunts  near  Aganippe, 

The  Muse,  now,  taking  to  the  till. 

Has  open'd  shop  on  Ludgate  Hill 

(Far  handier  than  the  Hill  of  Pindus, 

As  seen  from  bard's  back  attic  windows) ; 

And  swallowing  there  without  cessation 

Large  draughts  (at  sight)  of  inspiration, 

Touches  the  notes  for  each  new  theme. 

While  still  fresh  "  change  comes  o'er  her  dream." 

What  Steam  is  on  the  deep — and  more — 
Is  the  vast  power  of  Puff'  on  shore  ; 
Which  jumps  to  glory's  future  tenses 
Before  the  present  even  commences ; 
And  makes  "immortal"  and  "divine"  of  us 
Before  the  world  has  read  one  line  of  us. 

In  old  times,  when  the  God  of  Song 
Drove  his  own  two-horse  team  along, 

trWed  for  your  I,ordihlp*«  •ix'ech ;  bat  tuppotc,  my  dew  I^rd. 
that  InUead  of  Roing  E.  and  N.  E.  you  had  turnetl  about,**  Ac. 
&c Sydkiy  Smitii*«  Last  LeUer  to  the  Bukop  <tf  I^Amdun. 
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Cairying  inside  b  bard  or  tvo, 
Book'd  for  poalerity  "  all  tlirongh  ; " — 
Their  laggage,  a  fev  closc-psck'd  rhymeti. 
(Like  yours,  my  friend,)  for  after-limes  — 
So  bIoh-  the  puU  to  Fame's  abode. 
That  folki  oft  slept  upon  the  road  ;  — 
And  Humer's  Klf,  somcttmea,  they  cay. 
Took  lo  Ms  nightcap  on  the  vay.  i 

Ye  Gods  t  how  different  ii  the  story 
With  our  Dew  galloping  son*  of  glory, 
Who,  Bcoming  all  luch  elack  and  alow  time, 
Dath  to  posterity  in  no  time ! 
Raise  but  one  general  blast  of  Poff 
To  start  your  aulhor^lhol's  enough, 
In  vaiu  the  critics,  set  to  watch  him. 
Try  at  the  starting  post  to  catch  him  : 
He's  off— the  puffers  cany  il  hollow  — 
The  critics,  if  they  please,  may  follow. 
Ere  ttey've  Iwd  down  their  first  positions. 
He's  fairly  blown  through  six  editions  I 
In  vain  doth  Ekiinburgh  diBpense 
Her  blue  and  yellow  pestilence 
(That  plagDC  so  avfiil  in  my  time 
To  young  and  touchy  sans  of  rhyme)  — 
The  Quarterly,  at  three  months'  date. 
To  eatch  the'  Unrtnd  One,  eomes  lew  late  ; 
And  uuosense,  litler'd  in  a  hurrj. 
llccomcB  "  innnortnl."  spile  of  Murray. 

But,  bleu  me ! — while  I  thus  keep  fooling, 
I  hear  a  voice  cry,  "  Dinner's  cooling." 
That  postman,  loo,  (who,  truth  lo  tell, 
"Mong  men  of  letters  bears  the  bell.) 
Keeps  ringing,  ringing,  so  infemalty 


Aim 


(top— 


Yours  sempitcroally. 


THOUGHTS  ON  MISCHIEF. 

BV  LOltD  ST— Nt^Y. 


How  Tarlaus  are  the  inspirations 
Of  different  men,  in  different  nations  I 
As  genius  prompts  to  good  or  evil. 
Some  call  the  Muse,  some  raise  the  devil. 


Old  Socrates,  that  pinU  of  saga, 
Kept  a  pet  demon,  on  board  wigo 

To  go  about  w 

And  sometime 
80  L — nd — St,  in  our  d»y,  we  know, 
Keeps  &esh  relays  of  imps  b«iow. 
To  forward,  fhnn  that  namelea*  ipM, 
His  inspirations,  hot  and  hoi. 


Beyond  even  Hecale's  "hell-hnilh"tirr 
Had  I,  Lord  Stauley.  but  my  will, 
I'd  sbow  yoD  mischief  prettier  stOl ; 
Mischief,  combining  bojhood's  tricks 
With  age's  sonrest  politics  ; 
The  urchin's  freaks,  the  vetsan's  giU, 
Both  duly  mii'd,  and  malcblesa  all ; 
A  compound  noaghl  in  history  reaclKt 
But  Machiavel,  when  first  in  btvectus! 

Yes,  Mischief,  Goddess  ninlcifonn, 
Whene'er  thou,  witch-like,  rid'tt  the  Ms 
Let  Stanley  ride  cockhorte  behind  (tin- 
No  liTctier  lackey  could  they  find  tht*. 
And,  Goddess,  as  I'm  well  aware. 
So  mischief's  dtine,  yon  care  not  teken, 
I  own,  'twill  most  my  fancy  tickle 
In  Paddyland  to  play  the  Pickle; 
Havbg  got  credit  for  inventing 
A  new,  brisk  method  of  tormeoling — 
A  way,  they  call  the  Stanley  fashion. 
Which  puts  all  Ireland  in  a  pacaao; 
Sii  neat  it  hits  the  mixttire  dtie 
Uf  ii^nry  and  insult  too ; 
So  legibly  it  bears  upon't 
The  stamp  of  Stanley's  1 


irawnftoMrfl 

ulaodefM 
teed  Intport^' 


Ireland,  we're  6 

And  tela/  she's  I 

Who  sees  her  millionsi,  martial,  tnulj. 

Spat  upon  thus  by  me.  Lord  St — nl — y. 

Already  in  the  breeie  I  scent 

The  whiff  of  coming  devilment; 

Of  strife,  to  me  more  slirring  tat 

Tban  the'  Opium  or  the  Sulphur  w 

Or  any  such  dmg  fcrmenti  are. 

Yes— sweeter  to  this  Tory  wnl 

Than  all  such  pests,  from  pole  (» g 

Is  the  rich,  "  swelter'd  VI 

By  Btiiriug  Ireland's  "charmed  pi 

And.  thanks  to  practice  on  thai  II 

t  slir  it  with  a  maner-buid. 
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oolt  Me^  wlNn  forth  hath  gone 
-Chmeh-erj, "  On,  Stanley,  on  I" 
aTati  and  Shansretts 
drm  ham  out  their  mountain  nests, 
their  merry  moonlight  brothers, 
I  the  Chnrch  («^p-dame  to  others) 
n  the  best  of  norsing  mothers. 
IT  Erin's  rich  domain 
:kites  and  right  reverends  reign ; 
I,  exempt  from  yolgar  toil, 
them  share  that  tithefiil  soil ; 
ambition  which  to  climb  at, 
of  Captain,  or  of  Primate. 

ong  life  to  Chnrch  and  Co. — 
or  nuschief  1 — here  we  go. 


E  FROM  CAPTAIN  ROCK  TO 
LORD  L— NDH— T. 

idh — t, — y  onll  pardon  my  making  thns 

ill  fodge 'twizt  snch  **  comrognes  "  aswe, 
«*er  the  smooth  views  we,  in  public, 

driye  at, 

the  same  praiseworthy  olject,  in  pri- 

iTer  to  let  the  old  regions  of  riot, 

;k  hath  long  reign'd,  have  one  instant 

diet, 

reland  still  in  that  liquid  weVe  taught 

»re  than  meat,  drink,  or  clothing — hot 

T. 

erence  betwixt  you  and  me,  as  I  take  it, 
;hat  you  make  the  law  and  /  break  it ; 
,  of  big-wigs  and  small,  were  there  two 
rell  into  each  other's  hands  as  we  do ; 
that  the  laws  you  and  yours  manufac* 

ade  ex()ress  for  the  Rock-boys  to  frac- 

igham's  self — to  her  shame  be  it  spo- 

things  more  neatly  contrived  to  be 
cen  ; 

,  I  confess,  in  this  island  religious, 
Lge  of  laws — and  of  heads  is  prodigious. 

nay  it  thrive,  my  Ex-Bigwig,  say  I, — 
f  late,  much  I  fear*d  all  our  fun  was 
eby; 


As,  except  when  some  tithe-hnnting  parson  show'd 

sport, 
Some  rector — a  cool  hand  at  pistols  and  port, 
Who  ^  keeps  dry  "  his  powder^  but  never  hinudf — 
One  who,  leaving  his  Bible  to  rust  on  the  shelf. 
Sends  his  pious  texts  home,  in  the  shape  of  ball- 
cartridges. 
Shooting  his  **  dearly  beloved,"  like  partridges  ; — 
EiXcept  when  some  hero  of  this  sort  tum'd  out. 
Or,  the*  Exchequer  sent,  flaming,  its  tithe-writs* 

about — 
A  contrivance  more  neat,  I  may  say,  without  flat- 
tery, 
Than  e*er  yet  was  thought  of  for  bloodshed  and 

battery; 
So  neat,  that  even  /  might  be  proud,  I  allow. 
To  have  hit  off  so  rich  a  receipt  for  a  row; — 
Except  for  such  rigs  turning  up,  now  and  then, 
I  was  actually  growing  the  dullest  of  men ; 
And,  had  this  blank  fit  been  allow'd  to  increase. 
Might  have  snor'd  myself  down  to  a  Justice  of 

Peace. 
Like  you.  Reformation  in  Chnrch  and  in  State 
Is  the  thing  of  all  things  I  most  cordially  hate ; 
If  once  these  curst  Ministers  do  as  they  like. 
All's  o*er,  my  good  Lord,  with  your  wig  and  my 

pike. 
And  one  may  be  hung  up  on  t'other,  henceforth. 
Just  to  show  what  such  Captains  and  Chancellors 
were  worth. 

But  we  must  not  despair — even  already  Hope  sees 
You're  about,  my  bold  Baron,  to  kick  up  a  breeze 
Of  the  true  baffling  sort,  such  as  suits  me  and  you. 
Who  have  box'd  the  whole  compass  of  party  right 

through. 
And  care  not  one  farthing,  as  all  the  world  knows. 
So  we  but  raise  the  wind,  from  what  quarter  it 

blows. 
Forgive  me,  dear  Lord,  that  thus  rudely  I  dare 
My  own  small  resources  with  thine  to  compare : 
Not  even  Jerry  Diddler,  in  "  raising  the  wind,"  durst 
Compete,  for  one  instant,  with  thee,  my  dear 

L — ndh — ^t 

But,  hark,  there's  a  shot !  —  some  parsonic  practi- 
tioner ? 
No — merely  a  bran-new  Rebellion  Commissioner ; 
The  Courts  having  now,  with  true  law  erudition. 
Put  even  Rebellion  itself  "  in  commission." 
As  seldom,  in  this  way,  Tm  any  man's  debtor, 
ni  just  pay  my  shot^  and  then  fold  up  this  letter. 


I  Exchequer  tithe  prooeuei,  serrad  under  a  commlMion 
rebdlion.  —  Ckronkle, 


PP-i 
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In  the  mean  time,  hnrrali  for  the  Tories  and  Rocks ! 
Hurrah  for  the  parsons  who  fleece  well  their  flocks! 
Hurrah  for  all  mischief  in  all  ranks  and  spheres, 
And,  above  all,  hurrah  for  that  dear  House  of 
Peers! 


CAPTAIN  ROCK  IN  LONDON. 


LETTEB  FROM  THE  CAPTAIN  TO  TEBBT  ALT,  ESQ. 


Here  I  am,  at  head-quarters,  dear  Terry,  once 

more, 
Deep  in  Tory  designs,  as  Fve  oft  been  before :  — 
For,  bless  them !  if  'twasn't  for  this  wrong-headed 

crew. 
Ton  and  I,  Terry  Alt,  would  scarce  know  what  to 

do; 
So  ready  they're  always,  when  dull  we  are  growing. 
To  set  our  old  concert  of  discord  a-going. 
While  L— ndh— t*s  the  lad,  with  his  Tory- Whig 

face. 
To  play,  in  such  concert,  the  true  double-base. 
I  had  fear'd  this  old  prop  of  my  realm  was  beginning 
To  tire  of  his  course  of  political  sinning. 
And,  like  Mother  Cole,  when  her  heyday  was  past. 
Meant,  by  way  of  a  change,  to  try  virtue  at  last 
But  I  wrong'd  the  old  boy,  who  as  staunchly  derides 
All  reform  in  himself  as  in  most  things  besides ; 
And,  by  using  two  faces  through  life,  all  allow, 
Has  acquired  face  sufficient  for  any  thing  now. 

In  short,  he's  all  right ;  and,  if  mankind's  old  foe. 
My  "Lord  Harry"  himself — who's  the  leader, 

we  know, 
Of  another  red-hot  Opposition,  below  — 

>  The  subordinate  officer  ur  lieutenant  of  Captain  Rock. 


If  that  '*  Lord,"  in  his  well-known  discern: 

but  spares 
Me  and  L— ndh — t,  to  look  alter  Ireland's  al 
We  shall  soon  such  a  region  of  deyilment  ma 
That  Old  Nick  himself  for  his  own  may  mista 

Even  already — long  life  to  such  Big- wigs,  st 
For,  as  long  as  they  flourish,  we  Rocks  cannot  d 
He  has  senr'd  our  right  riotoos  cause  by  a  spc 
Whose  perfection  of  mischief  he  only  could  ret 
As  it  shows  off  both  Ait  and  n^  merits  alike. 
Both  the  swell  of  the  wig,  and  the  point  of  the  pi 
Mixes  up,  with  a  skill  which  one  can't  but  adm 
The  lawyer's  cool  craft  with  the'  incendiary's  i 
And  enlists,  in  the  gravest,  most  plaosible  nuai 
Seven  millions  of  souls  under  Rockery*s  banne 
Oh  Terry,  my  man,  let  this  speech  never  dk; 
Through  the  regions  of  Rockland,  like  flame,  k 

fly; 
Let  each  syllable  dark  the  Law-Oracle  otteiM 
By  all  Tipperary's  wild  echoes  be  mutter'd, 
Till  nought  shall  be  heard,  over  hill,  dale,  or  flo 
But  "  You*re  aliens  in  language^  in  er^ed,  ani 

blood;" 
While  voices,  ftom  sweet  Connemara  a&r. 
Shall  answer,  like  true  Irish  echoes,  **  We  are ! 
And,  though  fklse  be  the  cry,  and  though  set 

must  abhor  it, 
Still  the'  echoes  may  quote  Law  antbority  Ibr  il 
And  nought  L — ^ndh — t  cares  fbr  my  gpntd 

dominion ; 
So  he,  in  the  end,  touches  cash  **  for  the'  opuuM 

But  I've  no  time  for  more,  my  dear  Terry,  just  no 
Being  busy  in  helping  these  Lords  through  thi 

row: 
They're  bad  hands  at  mob-work,  but,  once  tk 

begin. 
They'll  have  plenty  of  practice  to  break  tlM 

well  ixL 
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THE  FUDGES   IN  ENGLAND; 

BEING  ▲   SEQUEL  TO 

«  THE  FUDGE  FAMHT  IN  PARIS." 


PREFACE. 

name  of  the  country  town,  in  England — 
m  wefl-known  ftshionable  watering-place  —  in 
wbieh  the  erents  that  gave  riae  to  the  following 
eofreapondcnce  oocorred,  ia,  fbr  obvions  reasons, 
■mmfwcdL  The  interest  attached,  however,  to 
tlie  ihcts  and  personages  of  the  story,  render  it 
iBdependent  of  all  time  and  place ;  and  when  it  is 
reeoUected  that  the  whole  train  of  romantic  cir- 
camstanoes  so  fbUj  unfolded  in  these  Letters  has 
pasMd  during  the  short  period  which  has  now 
fl^ftp— li  ginee  the  great  Meetings  in  Exeter  Hall, 
das  credit  will,  it  is  hoped,  be  allowed  to  the  Editor 
Jbr  ihe  rapidity  with  which  he  has  brought  the 
dstuls  before  tiie  Public ;  while,  at  the  same  time, 
WBj  errors  that  may  have  been  the  result  of  such 
InsCe  will,  he  trusts,  with  equal  consideration,  be 
pndooed. 


THE  FUDGES  IN  ENGLAND. 


LETTER  L 


Wmom  PATBICE  MAOAN,  E8Q.f  TO  THE  BEY.  RICHABD 
>  CUBATE  OF f  IS  IRELAND. 

Who  d*ye  think  weVe  got  here? — quite  reformed 
from  the  giddy, 
Fantastic  young  thing,  that  once  made  such  a 
noise — 
Why,  the  funous  Miss  Fudge  —  that  delectable 
Biddy, 
Whom  you  and  I  saw  once  at  Paris,  when  boys. 
In  the  fhU  blase  of  bonnets,  and  ribands,  and  airs — 
Such  a  thing  as  no  rainbow  hath  colours  to 
paint; 
En  tinie  had  reduced  her  to  wrinkles  and  prayers. 
And  the  Flirt  found  a  decent  retreat  in  the  Saint 


L 


Poor  "  Pa  "  hath  popped  off — gone,  as  charity  judges. 
To  some  choice  Elysium  resery*d  for  the  Fudges ; 
And  Miss,  with  a  fortune,  besides  expectations 
From  some  much  reyer*d  and  much-palsied  rela- 

tions. 
Now  wants  but  a  husband,  with  requisites  meet, — 
Age  thirty,  or  thereabouts — stature  six  feet. 
And  warranted  godly — to  make  all  complete. 
Nota  Bene — a  Churchman  would  suit,  if  he*8  high. 
But  Socinians  or  Catholics  need  not  apply. 

What  say  you,  Dick?  doesn't  this  tempt  your 
ambition  ? 
The  whole  wealth  of  Fudge,  that  renown'd  man 
of  pith, 

All  brought  to  the  hammer,  for  Church  competi- 
tion,—  [with. 
Sole  encumbrance,  Miss  Fudge  to  be  taken  there- 

Thmk,  my  boy,  for  a  Curate  how  glorious  a  catch! 

While,  mstead  of  the  thousands  of  souls  you  now 
watch, 

To  save  Biddy  Fudge's  is  all  you  need  do ; 

And  her  purse  will,  meanwhile,  be  the  saving  of  yov. 

Ton  may  ask,  Dick,  how  comes  it  that  I,  a  poor  elf, 
Wanting  substance  even  more  than  your  spiritual 
self,  [shelf, 

Should  thus  generously  lay  my  own  claims  on  the 
When,  God  knows !  there  ne*er  was  young  gen- 
tleman yet 
So  much  lack*d  an  old  spinster  to  rid  him  from 

debt. 
Or  had  cogenter  reasons  than  mine  to  assail  her 
With  tender  love-suit — at  the  suit  of  his  tailor. 

But  thereby  there  hangs  a  soft  secret,  my  friend, 
Which  thus  to  your  reverend  breast  I  commend : 
Miss  Fudge  hath  a  niece — such  a  creature ! — with 

eyes 
Like  those  sparklers  that  peep  out  from  summer- 
night  skies 
At  astronomers-royal,  and  laugh  with  delight 
To  see  elderly  gentlemen  spying  all  night 


SUt  MOORED  WC 


WrIgM — ak»  teag  aD  tike  paedkllHt   Bft 
tkia«i  WU 

tike  light  air  bjfcct  or  bjTii; 


ICrtaMiglcwvgneetottefcnieoaldtlicjtea^ ' 
WUdicaibiaciiaiiaelf  tike  perftctiao  of  each;      Ajad 
WUIa.  rapid  or  ilow,  aa  Wr  Airy  free  frU,  .  Tin 

naaaieMaBeof  ajanMCryBodalatcaalL  I 

.Tiai 
Ke'cr*  ia  ihort  waa  ihfre  creatare  aMMre  ibnn*d  to 


I 


(ABdcB^ornch)am,GodlMlpmr!  abwlder; 

flbB  peopling  caidiBUBBoo  wiib  lodgcn  etliereal, 
Aad  BOW,  ID  tlus  BjBpli  of  tike  aerapk-Iike  eye, 

Leniagoat,  ai  joa  mc,  aijfint  floor  aezttibe 


A  gay  yoatk  like  mr,  wbo  of  cattka  afrial         ;  Aad 

Win 


EGi] 
Havi 


Bil^alaa!  Bothi^g'apcffMCoBcartfa^cvcaihe,     nji^ 
Tlua  diriae  linle  gipty,  doea  odd  thiagi  aoaoA-    j^  ^ 

And, 

Talks  faaniiag — kwks  wwt  (nihcr  paiafal  to  taeX 

Prims  already  IB  two  Coaatypaperi  her  itynkes;  £^^ 
And  raTca— the  sweet,  charmiag.  absard  little  dear ! ''.  ^^^ 
AboBt  Aaalcta.  Bvobs»  aad  Keepsakes,  aezt  year,  |  ^^«^ 
la  a  BaBBer  which  plaialy  bad  symptoBM  portends  I  ^^ 
Of  that  Aaaaal  Mae  fit,  so  distressiag  to  friends ; 
A  fit  which,  thoogh  lastiag  bat  one  short  edition. 
Leaves  the  paticBt  long  after  in  sad  inanition. 


Howerer.  let'i  hope  for  the  best — and,  meanwhile, 
Be  it  mine  still  to  bask  in  the  niece*8  warm  smile; 
While  yoo.  if  von're  wise,  Dick,  will  play  the  gallant 
(Uphill  work,  I  confess,)  to  her  Saint  of  an  Aunt 
Think,  mj  boy,  for  a  youngster  like  you,  whoVe 
a  lack, 
Xoi  indeed  of  rupees,  but  of  all  other  specie, 
What  luck  thus  to  find  a  kind  witch  at  your  back. 
An  old  goose  with  gold  eggs,  from  all  debts  to 
release  ve ; 
Nerer  mind,  tho*  the  spinster  be  reverend  and  thin. 
What  are  all  the  Three  Graces  to  her  Three  per 
Cents.? 
While  her  acres ! — oh  Dick,  it  don*t  matter  one  pin 
How  she  touches  the*  affections,  so  you  touch 
the  rents ; 
And  LoTe  never  looks  half  so  pleased  as  when,  bless 

him  I  he 
Sings  to  an  old  lady*s  purse  **  Open,  Sesame.** 

I  That  floor  which  %  boeCiotts  garreteer  called  *'  le  premier 
en  descendant  du  del." 

*  Se^  the  Dublin  Erening  Pott,  of  the  9th  of  this  month 
( Julj),  for  an  account  of  a  tceoe  whldi  lately  took  plarc  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Sjnod  of  Ulster,  io  which  the  performance 
of  the  above-mentioned  part  by  the  personage  in  question 
appears  to  have  been  worthy  of  all  its  former  reputation  In 
that  line. 
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Fint,  Fve  been  to  see  all  the  gay  f asliions  from 

Town, 
Which  our  fayonrite  Miss  Gimp  for  the  spring 

ha3  had  down. 
Sleeves  still  yrom  (which /think  is  wise),  a  lafoUe, 
Charming  hats,  pou  de  aok — though  the  shape 

rather  drolL 
But  yon  can't  think  how  nicely  the  caps  of  tuUe  lace, 
With  the  mentoiuuires^  look  on  this  poor  sinful  £Eice  ; 
And  I  mean,  if  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  thinks  right, 
To  wear  one  at  Mrs.  Fitz-wigram's  to-night 
The  silks  are  quite  heavenly : — Fm  glad,  too,  to 

say, 
Ghnp  herself  grows  more  godly  and  good  every  day ; 
Hath  had  sweet  experience — yea,  even  doth  begin 
To  turn  ftom  the  Gentiles,  and  put  away  sin — 
And  all  since  her  last  stock  of  goods  was  laid  in. 
Whmt  a  blessing  one*s  milliner,  careless  of  pelf, 
Should  thus  **  walk  in  newness  **  as  well  as  one*s  self ! 

80  much  for  the  blessbgs,  the  comforts  of  Spirit 
Fve  had  since  we  met,  and  they're  more  than  I 

merit  I —  * 

Poor,  sinful,  weak  creature  in  every  respect ; 
Though  ordain'd  (God  knows  why)  to  be  one  of 

the' Elect 
But  now  for  the  picture's  reverse.  —  Tou  remember 
Thatlbotman  and  cook-maid  I  hir'd  last  December ; 
Hef  a  Baptist  Particular — Mhe,  of  some  sect 
Hot  particular,  I  fiincy,  in  any  respect; 
But  desirous,  poor  thing,  to  be  fed-with  the  Word, 
And  **to  wait,"  as  she  said,  **on  Miss  Fudge  and 

the  Lord." 

Well,  my  dear,  of  all  men,  that  Particular  Baptist 
At  preaching  a  sermon,  off  hand,  was  the  aptest ; 
And,  long  as  be  staid,  do  him  justice,  more  rich  in 
Sweet  savours  of  doctrine,  there  never  was  kitchen. 
He  preach'd  in  the  parlour,  he  preach'd  in  the  hall, 
He  preach'd  to  the  chambermaids,  scullions,  and 
alL 

All  heard  with  delight  his  reprovings  of  sin. 
Bat  above  all,  the  cook-maid ; — oh,  ne'er  would 

she  tire — 
Though,  in  learning  to  save  sinful  souls  fh>m  the  fire, 

She  would  oft  let  the  soles  she  was  frying  tall  in. 


I  **  Morning  Manna,  or  British  Verte-book,  neatly  done  up 
for  the  pocket,"  and  chiefly  intended  to  assist  the  members 
uf  the  British  Verse  Association,  wh<Me  design  is,  we  are  told. 
**  to  induce  Vie  inhabitants  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  to 
coanpit  one  and  the  same  rerse  of  Scripture  to  memory  erery 
BOfniac.  Already,  it  is  known,  sereral  thousand  persons  in 
SoodaOfd,  besidet  tens  of  thousands  in  America  and  Africa, 
Mn  ewerp  momimg  learning  tke  same  verse. 

*  The  Efsngellcal  Magazine.  —  A  few  specimens  taken  at 
raadooi  flrom  the  wrapper  of  tlib  liighly  esteemed  periodical 
wflU  ftilljr  Josttiy  the  diaracter  which  Miss  Fudge  lias  here 


L 


(God  forgive  me  for  punning  on  points  thus  of 

piety! — 

A  sad  trick  I've  leam'd  in  Bob's  heathen  society.) 

But  ah  I  there  remains  still  the  worst  of  my  tale ; 

Come,  Asterisks,  and  help  me  the  sad  truth  to  veil — 

Conscious  stars,  that  at  even  your  own  secret  turn 

pale! 
***** 

*         *.*  «  •  « 

In  short,  dear,  this  preaching  and  psalm-singing  pair. 
Chosen"  vessels  of  mercy,"  as  /  thought  they  were. 
Have  together  this  last  week  elop'd ;  making  bold 
To  whip  off  as  much  goods  as  both  vessels  could 

hold- 
Not  forgetting  some  scores  of  sweet  tracts  firom  my 

shelves. 
Two  Family  Bibles  as  large  as  themselves. 
And  besides,  from  the  drawer — I  neglecting  to 

lock  it — 
My  neat  **  Morning  Manna,  done  up    for  the 

pocket" » 
Was  there  e'er  known  a  case  so  distressing,  dear 

Liz? 
It  has  made  me  quite  ill : — and  the  worst  of  is. 
When  rogues  are  off  pious,  tis  hard  to  detect 
Which  rogues  are  the  reprobate,  which  the  elect. 
This  man  **  had  a  caU,**  he  said— impudent  mockery ! 
What  call  had  he  to  11^  linen  and  crockery  ? 

I'm  now,  and  have  been  for  this  week  past,  in  chase 
Of  some  godly  young  couple  this  pair  to  replace. 
The  inclos'd  two  announcements  have  just  met  my 

eyes, 
In  that  venerable  Monthly  where  Saints  advertise 
For  such  temporal  comforts  as  this  world  supplies ;  ^ 
And  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  properly  made 
An  essential  in  every  craft,  calling,  and  trade. 
Where  the'  attorney  requires  for  his  'prentice  some 

youth  [truth ;" 

Who  has  "leam'd  to  fear  God,  and  to  walk  in  the 
Where  the  sempstress,  in  search  of  employment, 

declares. 
That  pay  is  no  object,  so  she  can  have  prayers  ; 
And  the'  Establish'd  Wine  Company  proudly  gives 

out. 
That  the  whole  of  the  firm,  Co.  and  all,  are  devout 


giren  of  it.  "  Wanted,  in  a  pious  pawnbroker's  family,  an 
active  lad  as  an  apprentice."  **  Wanted,  as  houmrmaid,  a 
young  female  who  has  been  brought  to  a  saving  knowledge  of 
the  truth."  "  Wanted  immediately,  a  man  of  decided  piety, 
to  assist  in  the  baking  btulness .'*  *'  A  gentleman  who  under- 
stands  the  Wine  Trade  is  desirous  of  entering  into  partnership, 
&c.  &c.  He  is  not  desirous  of  being  connected  with  any  one 
whose  system  of  business  is  not  of  the  strictest  integrity  as  in 
the  sight  of  God,  and  seeks  connection  only  with  a  truly  pious 
man,  either  Churchman  or  Dissenter." 


A84  MOOSE'S  WOI 


Tbib 
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Ba|«rl4Nidoa,oaeliBd«,MODereidto*ertlie|iiigM, 
Where  fluBliareio  Bnehmoreibmidaatthaniegee; 
When  Putm  mej  eoon  be  all  laid  oo  the  shell; 

Aa  Mch  Ctt  can  cite  chapter,  and  Tene  for  himaeii; 
Aad  the  mnotu  freqnenten  of  market  and  dock 
All  1^  k  reUgHm  m  part  of  their  atock.  > 
Who  CH  tell  to  what  lengths  we  aaay  go  oo  im- 

Fwing;  [ 

WhsBthos  through  aU  London  the  Spirit  keeps    Z^  ^ 

Moring,  ^^^ 

Aad  heaTen*s  so  in  Togne,  that  e«;h  shop  adTer-    ^^'^^ 

Assac 


1 
Thel 


IsBOW  not  80  Boeh  fortheearth  as  theskiesBeaat  ? 

P.  a  At  twc 

Have  mislaid  the  two  parsgraphs — can't  stop  to  ^  ^^""^ 
look,  I  ABd,a 

Bat  both  describe  charmmg — both  Footaun  and  ^  ^'^ 
Cook,  I 

She,  "  decidedly  pioos"— with  pathos  deplofca  lowni 

The*  increase  of  French  cookcfj  and  sin  on  onr  Hath  n 
ahores;  And  I 

And  adds— (while  for  fhrther  acconms  she  tefrrs    Tohav 
To  a  great  Gospel  preacher,  a  consia  of  hers.)  At  prei 

That  -  thongh  mmt  make  their  Sabbaths  acra  ^>  the 
BMtter-oMbB  days,  9Cor  is  i 

8he  asks  bnt  for  tea  and  the  Gospel,  on  Snndaja.*' ',      Wonl 
TW  foottnan,  too.  IhU  of  the  tme  sariaic  know-    As  oA, 
Wge;-  He's 

tias  late  been  to  ("ambridge^to  TrinitT  CoUecv  ; 
SWr'd  lant  a  vtuing  gimtleman,  study ing  dirimcr,      H«urho 
Rut  left  —  uvi  ap|in)ving  the  morals  of  Tricxtr.  Tom  oc 

And  to  1 
r.  R.  To  adsis 

t  iacbieo.  lo<n  scconling  to  promite,  some  fcnps       BI^a  th< 
iM'my  Jimrnal  — that  Day-book  I  keep  of  my    ^^«re  it 
heart ;  *     Be:  I  Ml 

^i^Twi^  at  n*mw  littU*  itonit,  (partaking,  perhaps.       Sh^xxld  * 
M«we  of  «sirth  than  of  hcavi-nj  thy  prudery  may    y^"*  t4*» 
start,  Bsi  pore 

And  saspeol  iMiini*thing  tender,  sly  girl  as  thoo 

art.  Oarages 

For  the  present,  Tm  iniiti'  —  hut,  whate*er  may    One  s  nat 

befhll  '     ^V  Kx*  i 

Kevt^lect  dear,  {'\n  llvhn«wih  xiii.  4.)  St.  Paul         For  a  wg 

Hath  himself  divlsrM.  "  Mnrriugf  is  boDonrabSe    Whx  hla 

in  all"  Biggins  to 


'  \fV«nHf4nt  t«MK^  t^  M)  Ii*Ih«,  II10111  lirvmii  pfculiv  tka,  it  voal 
r  -ytn  .-1  rhrvif.«\  r*^  nf  r^^<-%»\v  ^**  lit<*  iiiiriirjr>iiiiirkH.  "I  a  new  Dliini 
\-  #1  *i..^  ffii  ««iif«>.  '  %*  k\t«.  "  t*l  \\\v  iiiMik  injr  Tlrvs  of  '  ta  qnrstioii. ' 
i*ti.!'t*-  «i>i4k  fn  f*tr  Aitik  mU  W  \h»»t-4l  Itjr  IhoH*  irho  are  and  hi*  aw* 
n..-\r.^i-  vkfif.  ti.,  »t.,, ^ .r.^tuv4  |kv«4v^v  til  Ihf*  rvligioiis  bftakuiftvli 
V  .  T,t  T  .«  ««.  •     •  -s.*)^^!*.     k^  «««liU,  "iliir  I  will  not    bMD  prodooi 

,,'1.1, *v--.^\      tu».v>i^k>i  hit-  ilu'li  nrtlrlc.**  AnioDgtlM 

\*^itti*'U»A       Ni»  III.  44V.  44S.    vkM  vith  m 
1* »•  /  ,.    «^  .•  .»    H'l'  'MlinMnip  publics- ,  (n|f>*n' 
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ing  in  this  way — let  me  see — 

t  five  years  old  sball*be, 

lagan,  when  the*  event  takes  place, 

lew -bom  child  of  grace — 

.ven  in  mercy  so  dispose — 

[)aby,  in  swaddling  clothes. 

Wednadag, 

'self^  by  some  good  fate, 

lagan  left  tete-O'tete, 

gon — having  stirr'd  the  fire, 

my  chair  near  his — to  inquire 
otions  were  of  Original  Sin, 
naughty  Fanny  again  bounc'd  in ; 

sweet  things  I  had  got  to  say 
h  and  the  Devil  were  whisked  away ! 

'*d  to  observe  that  Mr.  Magan 

pleased  and  amused  with  Fan  I 

ns  any  sensible  man  can  see 

o  foolishly  young  as  she — 

;hteen,  come  next  May-day, 

like  herself,  full  of  nought  but  play- 

n  exceeding  puzzle  to  me. 


LETTER  III. 

)  FANNT  FUDGE,  TO  HER  COUSIN,  BHSS 
KITTY  . 

STANZAS  (INCLOSED) 
DOW  ;    OB,  WHY?  —  WHAT? HOW? 

•ade  of  my  path  !  while  earth  and  sky 
i  their  charms,  in  bridal  light  array'd, 
i  bright  hour,  walk'st  thou  ever  nigh, 
ig  my  footsteps  with  thy  length  of 
e  — 

Dark  comrade.  Why  ? 

c  Shape  that,  'mid  these  flowery  scenes, 
eside  me  o*er  each  sunny  spot, 
bem  as  thou  goest — say,  what  means 
in  adjunct  to  so  bright  a  lot — 

Grim  goblin.  What  ? 

>luck  sweet  flowers  I  bend  my  brow, 
idest,  too — then  risest  when  I  rise  ;  — 
aysterious  Thing !  how  is't  that  thou 
mest  between  me  and  those  blessed 
I — 

Dim  shadow,  How  ? 


(additional  stanza,  bt  another  hand.) 

Thus  said  I  to  that  Shape,  tar  less  in  grudge 

Than  gloom  of  soul ;  while,  as  I  eager  cried. 
Oh,  Why?   What?  How?— a   Voice,  that  one 
might  judge 
To  be  some  Irish  echo's,  fiunt  replied. 

Oh  fudge,  ftidge,  Aidge  1 

You  have  here,  dearest  Coz,  my  last  lyric  effusion ; 

And,  with  it,  that  odious  **  additional  stanza,*' 
Which  Aunt  will  insist  I  must  keep,  as  conclusion. 

And  which,  you'll  at  once  see,  is   Mr.  Ma- 
gan's ; — a 

Most  cruel  and  dark-design'd  extravaganza. 
And  part  of  that  plot  in  which  he  and  my  Aunt  are 
To  stifle  the  flights  of  my  genius  by  banter. 

Just  so  'twas  with  Byron's  young  eagle-eyed  strain. 
Just  so  did  they  taunt  him ; — but  vain,  critics,  vain. 
All  your  efforts  to  saddle  Wit*s  fire  with  a  chain ! 
To  blot  out  the  splendour  of  Fancy's  young  stream. 
Or  crop,  in  its  cradle,  her  newly-fledg'd  beam ! ! ! 
Thou  perceiv'st,  dear,  that,  even  while  these  lines 

I  indite. 
Thoughts  bum,  brilliant  fancies  break  out,  wrong 

or  right. 
And  I'm  all  over  poet,  in  Criticism's  spite ! 

That  my  Aunt,  who  deals  only  in  Psalms,  and 

regards 
Messrs.  Stemhold  and  Co.  as  the  first  of  all  bards — 
That  she  should  make  light  of  my  works  I  can*t 

blame; 
But  that  nice,  handsome,  odious  Magan — what  a 

shame! 
Do  you  know,  dear,  that,  high  as  on  most  points  I 

rate  him, 
I'm  really  afraid — after  all,  I — must  hate  him. 
He  is  «o  provoking — nought's  safe  from  his  tongue; 
lie  spares  no  one  authoress,  ancient  or  young. 
Were  you  Sappho  herself^  and  in  Keepsake  or  Bjjou 
Once  shone  as  contributor.  Lord  how  he'd  quiz  you  I 
He  hiughs  at  all  Monthlies  —  I've  actually  seen 
A  sneer  on  his  brow  at  the  Court  Magazine  1 — 
While  of  Weeklies,  poor  things,  there's  but  one  he 

peruses. 
And  buys  every  book  which  that  Weekly  abuses. 
But  I  care  not  how  others  such  sarcasm  may  fear. 
One  spirit,  at  least,  will  not  bend  to  his  sneer ; 
And  though  tried  by  the  fire,  my  young  genius 

shall  bum  as 
Uninjur'd  as  crocified  gold  in  the  fumace  I 
(I  suspect  the  word  "cracified"  must  be  made 

**  crucible," 
Before  this  fine  image  of  mine  is  producible.) 
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And  BOW,  dear— to  tell  joa  a  secret  which,  pray 
Only  trnst  to  forhfriendfaa  with  safety  joa  may — 
Toa  know,  and  indeed  the  whole  county  suspects 
(ThoBgk  the  Editor  often  my  hest  things  rejects). 
That  the  venes  signed  jo,  (^,  which  you  now 

and  then  see 
In  oor  Coonty  Qaaette  (ride  hut)  are  by  me. 
Bat  *tia  dreadfhl  to  think  what  proToking  mistakes 
The  Tile  country  Press  in  one's  prosody  makes. 
For  you  know,  dear — I  may,  without  yanity,  hint — 
Tbongh  an  angel  should  write,  still  *tis  devUa  must 

print; 
And  you  cant  think  what  haToc  these  demons 

sometimes 
Chooae  to  make  of  ooe*6  sense,  and  what's  worse, 

of  one's  rhymes. 
Bat  a  week  or  two  sinee,  in  my  Ode  upon  Spring, 
Which  I  wieant  to  have  made  a  most  beautiful 

thing. 
Where  I  talk'd  of  the  **dewdrops  from  freshly- 
blown  roses,** 
The  nasty  things  made  it  **ftom  freshly-blown 

noses!** 
And  once  when,  to  please  my  cross  Aunt,  I  had 

tried 
To  eommemorate  some  saint  of  her  cUque,  who'd 

Just  died. 
Having  said  he  **  had  tak*n  up  in  heay'n  his  po- 
sition,** 
They  made  it,  he'd  **  taken  up  to  heaven  his  physi- 
cian I " 

This  is  very  disheartening ;  —  but  brighter  days 

shine, 
I  rejoice,  love,  to  say,  both  for  me  and  the  Nine ; 
For,  what  do  you  think  ?  —  so  delightful !  next 

vear, 
Oh,  prepare,  dearest  girl,  for  the  grand  news 

prepare  — 
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Tm  to  write  in  the  Keepsake — yes,  Kitty,  my    And  fn 

dear. 
To  write  in  the  Keepsake,  as  sure  as  you're 

there!! 
T'other  night,  at  a  Ball,  'twas  my  fortunate  chance 
With  a  very  nice  elderly  Dandy  to  dance. 
Who,  'twas  plain,  from  some  hints  which  I  now 

and  then  caught. 
Was  the  author  of  tomething  —  one  couldn't  tell 

what; 
But  his  satisfied  manner  left  no  room  to  doubt 
It  was  something  that  Colbum  had  lately  brought 

out 

We  convers'd  of  MUs-Uttres  through  all  the  quad- 
rille, — 
Of  poetry,  dancing,  of  prose,  standing  still ; 
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rtain  the  fitfhion't  bat  newly  invented ; 
,  quick  as  the  change  of  all  things  and  all 
names  is, 

nows  bat,  as  authors,  like  girls,  are  presented, 
girls,  may  be  9dUed  soon  at  St  James's  ? 

now  close  my  letter — there's  Aunt,  in  fall 

scrcccu, 

to  take  me  to  hear  some  great  Irvingite 

preach, 
irgiye  me,  Fm  not  much  inclined,  I  mast  say, 

and  sit  still  to  be  preach'd  at,  to-day. 
esides— 'twill  be  all  against  dancing,  no  doabt, 
I  my  poor  Aant  abhors,  with  sach  hatred 

deroat, 
io  fiir  from  presenting  yoang  n3rmphs  with 

ahead, 

eir  skill  in  the  dance,  as  of  Herod  is  said, 
Irish  their  own  heads  in  the  platter,  instead. 
,  again — coming.  Ma'am  I — 111  write  more, 

if  I  can, 

the  post  goes, 

Yoar  affectionate  Fan. 

Fomr  o*eioek. 

i  sermon! — though  not  about  dancing,  my 
dear; 

only  on  the'  end  of  the  world  being  near. 
«n  Hundred  and  Forty's  the  year  that  some 
state 

time  for  that  accident — some  Forty-Eight:  * 
own,  of  the  two,  I'd  prefer  much  the  latter, 
in  I  shall  be  an  old  maid,  and  'two'n't  matter. 
Qore,  love,  good-bye  — I've  to  make  a  new  cap ; 
a  now  so  dead  tir*d  with  this  horrid  mishap 
end  of  the  world,  that  I  must  take  a  nap. 


LETTER  IV. 

>M   PATRICK   MAGAN,   ESQ.  TO  THE   REV. 
RICHARD . 

mes  from  Erin's  speechfal  shore 
ervid  kettle,  bubbling  o'er 
h  hot  effusions — hot  and  weak  ; 
,  Humbug,  all  your  hoUowest  drums, 
mes,  of  Erin's  martyrdoms 
Britain's  well-fed  Church  to  speak. 


th  regard  to  the  exact  time  of  this  erent.  there  appears 
dlllinreoce  ooly  of  about  two  or  three  years  among  the 
ive  cakolatort.  H.  Alphonie  Nicole,  Docteur  en 
K  Arocat,  merely  doabta  whether  it  is  to  bo  in  1846 


Puff  him,  ye  Journals  of  the  Lord,* 
Twin  prosers,  Watchman  and  Record ! 
Journals  reserv'd  for  realms  of  bliss, 
Being  much  too  good  to  sell  in  this. 
Prepare,  ye  wealthier  Saints,  your  dinners. 

Ye  Spinsters,  spread  your  tea  and  crumpets ; 
And  you,  ye  countless  Tracts  for  Sinners, 

Blow  all  your  little  penny  trumpets. 
He  comes,  the  reverend  mhn,  to  tell 

To  all  who  still  the  Church's  part  take. 
Tales  of  parsonic  woe,  that  well 

Might  make  eVn  grim  Dissenter's  heart  ache : 
Of  ten  whole  Bishops  snatch'd  away 
For  ever  from  the  light  of  day ; 
(With  God  knows,  too,  how  many  more. 
For  whom  that  doom  is  yet  in  store) — 
Of  Rectors  cruelly  compell'd 

From  Bath  and  Cheltenham  to  haste  home. 
Because  the  tithes,  by  Pat  withheld. 
Will  not  to  Bath  or  Cheltenham  come ; 
Nor  will  the  flocks  consent  to  pay 
Their  parsons  thus  to  stay  away  ; — 
Though,  with  such  parsons,  one  may  doubt 
If  'tisn't  money  well  laid  out ;  — 
Of  all,  in  short,  and  each  degree 
Of  that  once  happy  Hierarchy, 

Which  us'd  to  roll  in  wealth  so  pleasantly  ; 
But  now,  alas,  is  doom'd  to  see 

Its  surplus  brought  to  nonplus  presently ! 

Such  are  the  themes  this  man  of  pathos. 
Priest  of  prose  and  Lord  of  bathos. 

Will  preach  and  preach  t'ye,  till  you're  d 
again ; 
Then,  hail  him.  Saints,  with  joint  acclaim. 
Shout  to  the  stars  his  tuneftd  name. 
Which  Murtagh  kmm,  ere  known  to  fame. 

But  now  is  Mortimer  O'Mulligan ! 

All  true,  Dick,  true  as  you're  alive — 
I've  seen  him,  some  hours  since,  arrive. 
Murtagh  is  come,  the  great  Itinerant — 

And  Tuesday,  in  the  market-place. 
Intends,  to  every  saint  and  sinner  in% 

To  state  what  he  calls  Ireland's  Case ; 
Meaning  thereby  the  case  of  his  shop, — 
Of  curate,  vicar,  rector,  bishop, 
And  all  those  other  grades  seraphic. 
That  make  men's  souls  their  special  traffic. 
Though  caring  not  a  pin  which  way 
The'  erratic  souls  go,  so  they  pc^. — * 


or  1847.   "  A  cette  ^poque,"  he  says,  "  let  6ddle«  peuvrat 
p^rer  de  roir  s'efTectuer  la  purification  du  Sanctuidre.** 

'  "  Our  anxious  desire  is  to  be  found  on  the  side  of 
Lord."  —  Record  Newspaper. 
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Wko  Ukm  aflmdling  btbe  to  Mckle* 
Fini  popi  the  paymot  io  her  pane, 
Then  lesns  poor  dew  to — tack  hi  knaekle; 


Ptoekct  the  mooej— iture  the  foole. 
Mvtegh,  however,  io  hit  giorj, 
WiUlel],  Best  week,  a  diffnent  itofy ; 
WiU  neke  oat  all  thcae  mcb  of  barter. 
Am  each  a  nlnt,  a  duwuright  aaftyr, 
Braaght  to  the  tkAt — L  e  a  Ae^onc, 
Of  aUtheir  ■laitjidooMthechkf  ooe; 
Thoogh  try  them  even  at  this,  theyll  bear  it, 
If  tcoder  wad  waih'd  down  with  elarrt. 

Meanwhile  Min  Fadge,  who  lores  all  liooi, 
Toar  ttintly,  mext  to  great  and  high  ^ui — 
(A  VioDoant,  be  he  what  he  nwy. 
Would  cot  a  Saint  oat,  anj  day,) 
Hai  Jut  annoanc*d  a  godly  root, 
Where  Mttrtagfa*e  to  be  fint  bnmght  oat. 
And  ihown  in  hit  tame,  wedk-dby  state: — 
**  Prayers,  half-past  seren,  tea  at  eight." 
Even  so  the  circular  mimiye  orders — 
Pink  caids,  with  chernbs  roand  the  boiden. 


As  fcr  SMf,  l>iok — 'tin  wlilni,  'tw  folly, 
But  ihiM  ViHiug  iiioco  abKorU  mo  wholly. 
*Tik  true,  the  girl's  a  vile  verRe-inaker — 

Wimld  rhyme  alt  nntiire,  if  you'd  lot  her;  — 
But  eveu  her  oddities,  plu^ue  take  her. 

But  wake  lue  love  her  uU  the  better. 
Tvo  true  it  is,  she's  bitten  soclly 
With  thiii  new  rage  for  rhyming  ba<lly. 
Which  late  hath  si*ii'd  stl  runkH  and  clns.s(>s, 
Dowu  to  that  new  Kstate,  **  the  muitses ; 

Till  one  punuit  all  taste  combines — 
One  coumou  rail-rosd  o*er  PamAMiiH, 
AITicre,  sliding  in  thom*  tunefUl  gn)ove8, 
OaU'd  eou|>lets  all  erention  moves. 

And  the  whole  ^\orld  runs  mud  in  lines. 


Di 


Haste,  Dick — yoaVe  lost,  if  yoa  lose  time ;  T< 

Spiastem  at  fitrty-fire  grow  giddy  So 

And  Murtagh,  with  his  tropes  sublime,  Oc 

Will  Murelv  csrrv  off  old  Hiddv,  ' 

I'uleM  Mtnie  Himrk  at  once  propose,  T< 

And  distaiiee  him  hy  ditwnright  prose.  Ju 

That  siek,  rieh  siiuiri*,  whofte  wealth  and  lands 
All  )k4Mi,  they  Hay,  to  lliddy's  hands,  i  Gi 

^The  lalnui,  l>iek,  of  three  fat  rectories!) 
Is  dying  itf  (inyiNii  fHrt^toritt ;  — 
A»  t'  at,  uhleM  you'rt*  dtirring  8oon, 

Murtugh,  ih.kt  priest  of  puff  and  pelf. 
May  eonif  in  for  a  honey -mcoa, 

Aud  be  the  man  of  it.  himself  I 
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(  six  childher  with  you,  my  dear  Judy,  ochone ! 
I  poor  I  wid  myself,  left  condolin*  alone. 

r  I  came  to  this  England,  o'er  say  and  o*er 

lands, 
I  what  croel  hard  walkin*  Fve  had  on  my  hands, 
It  this  pfresent  writin*,  too  tadious  to  speak, 
[11  mintion  it  all  in  a  postscript,  next  week:  — 
y  stanr'd  I  was,  sorely,  as  thin  as  a  lath, 
,  I  came  to  an  np-and-down  place  they  call  Bath, 
ere,  as  luck  was,  I  managed  to  make  a  meal's 

meat, 
Ihraggin  owld  ladies  all  day  through  the  street — 
ich  their  docthors  (who  pocket,  like  fun,  the 

pound  starlins,) 
re  brought  into  fiuhion  to  plase  the  owld  darlins. 
"1  a  boy  in  all  Bath,  though  /  say  it,  could  carry 
e  grannies  up  hill  half  so  handy  as  Larry ; 
d  the  higher  they  liv'd,  like  owld  crows,  in  the  air, 
e  more  /  was  wanted  to  lug  them  up  there. 

;  luck  has  two  handles,  dear  Judy,  they  say, 
1  mine  has  both  handles  put  on  the  wrong  way. 
',  pondherin',  one  mom,  on  adrame  Fd  just  had 
foorself  and  the  babbies,  at  MuUinafad, 
I,  there  came  o*er  my  sinses  so  plasin'  a  flutther. 
It  I  spilt  an  owld  Countess  right  clane  in  the 

gotther, 
fi^  feathers  and  all!  —  the  descint  was* most 

awfiil, 
1 — what  was  still  worse,  faith  —  I  knew  'twas 

unlawful : 
,  though,  with  mere  trom^n,  no  very  great  eyil, 
opset  an  owld  Countess  in  Bath  is  the  divil ! 
liftin'  the  chair,  with  herself  safe  upon  it, 
r  nothin'  about  her  was  kilt,  but  her  bonnet,) 
hoot  even  mentionin'  "  By  your  lave,  ma'am," 
k  to  my  heels  and — here,  Judy,  I  am ! 

at's  the  name  of  this  town  I  can't  say  very  well, 
your  heart  sure  will  jump  when  you  hear  what 

befell 
ir  own  beautiful  Larry,  the  very  first  day, 
id  a  Sunday  it  was,  shinin'  out  mighty  gay,) 
en  his  brogues  to  this  city  of  luck  found  their 

way. 
1*  hungry,  God  help  me,  and  happenin  to  stop, 
i  to  dine  on  the  shmell  of  a  pasthry-cook's  shop, 
w,  in  the  window,  a  large  printed  paper, 
I  read  there  a  name,  och  I  that  made  my  heart 

caper — 
mgh  printed  it  was  in  some  quare  ABC, 
it  might  bother  a  schoolmasther,  let  alone  me, 
gor,  you'd  have  laugh'd,  Judy,  could  you've  but 

listened, 
doabtin*,  I  cried,  **  why  it  is  I —  no,  it  isn't: " 


But  it  was,  after  all — for,  by  spellin'  quite  slow. 
First  I  made  out  **  Rev.  Mortimer*'  —  then  a  great 

"O;" 
And,  at  last,  by  hard  readin'  and  rackin'  my  skull 

again. 
Out  it  came,  nate  as  imported,  *'  O'Mulligan  !** 

Up  I  jump'd,  like  a  sky-lark,  my  jewel,  at  that 

name, — 
Divl  a  doubt  on  my  mind,  but  it  must  be  the  same. 
**Masther  Murthagh,  himself,"  says  I,  "all  the 

world  over  I 
My  own  fosther-brother — by  jinks,  I'm  in  clover. 
Though  there,  in  the  play-bill,  he  figures  so  grand. 
One  wet-nurse  it  was  brought  us  both  up  by  band, 
And  hell  not  let  me  shtarve  in  the  inemy's  land ! " 

Well,  to  make  a  long  hishtory  short,  niver  doubt 
But  I  manag'd,  in  no  time,  to  find  the  lad  out ; 
And  the  joy  of  the  meetin*  bethuxt  him  and  me. 
Such  a  pair  of  owld  cumrogues  —  was  charmin'  to 

Nor  is  Murthagh  less  plas  d  with  the'  evint  than 

/am, 
As  he  just  then  was  wanting  a  Valley-de-sham ; 
And,  for  dressin*  a  gintleman,  one  way  or  t'other. 
Your  nate  Irish  lad  is  beyant  every  other. 

But  now,  Judy,  comes  the  quare  part  of  the  case ; 
And,  in  throtb,  it's  the  only  drawback  on  my  place, 
'Twas  Murthagh's  ill  luck  to  be  cross'd,  as  you 

know, 
With  an  awkward  mishfortune  some  short  time  ago; 
That's  to  say,  he  turned  Protestant — why,  I  can't 

lam; 
But,  of  coorse,  he  knew  best,  an'  it's  not  my  consara. 
All  I  know  is,  we  both  were  good  Cathlics,  at  nurse, 
And  myself  am  so  still — na3rther  betther  nor  worse. 
Well,  our  bargain  was  all  right  and  tight  in  a  jiffey. 
And  lads  more  contint  never  yet  left  the  Lifiey, 
When  Murthagh  —  or  Morthimer,  as  he's  now 

chrishen'd 
His  name  being  convarted,  at  laist,  if  he  isn't — 
Lookin'  sly  at  me  (faith,  'twas  divartin*  to  see) 
**  Of  coorse,  you're  a  Protestant,  Larry,"  says  he. 
Upon  which  says  myself,  wid  a  wink  just  as  shly, 
**  Is't  a  Protestant? — oh  yes,  lam,  sir,'*  says  I ; — 
And  there  the  chat  ended,  and  div*l  a  more  word 
Controvarsial  between  us  has  since  then  occurr*d. 

What  Murthagh  could  mane,  and,  in  troth,  Judy 

dear. 
What  I nu/self  meant,  doesn't  seem  mighty  clear; 
But  the  thrath  is,  though  still  for  the  Owld  Light  a 

stickler, 
I  was  just  then  too  shtarv'd  to  be  over  partic'lar : — 


J 
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Next  Tqesdaj  (as  towld  io  the  plaj-Tiilia  I  mi 

tion'd, 
Addreu'd  to  the  loyal  and  godl;  iatintioD'd,) 
His    mircnce,   mj   master,   comes    forwanl 

Mjaelf  doesn't  know  whttlier  sannon  or  speech, 
it's  all  oae  Io  him,  be's  a  dead  band  s(  each  : 
Like  iis.PiLddjB,  in  gin'rmL  vbosc  skill  la  orations 
Quite  bothers  the  blarney  of  all  other  ODIiUDg. 

iQl.  vrhiahl  I — there's  his  Sivirence,  ihouliD'  oat 

ind  sorra  a  word  more  will  thii  ihiDDU  pnper  carr;; 
So,  here.  Judy,  ends  my  short  bit  of  a  lelther, 
Which,  fell.  I'd  have  made  a  much  bigger  and 

helther, 
Bui  div'l  a  oac  Post-office  hole  in  this  town 
Fil  to  swalloi*  a  dacent  aiz'd  billy-dux  dotrn. 
So  good  luck  to  the  childvr  1  — (ell  Molly,  I  love 

6  Oonagli's  sweet  mouth,  and  hias  Katty  all 

Hot  forgettin'  the  mark  of  Ibe  red  currant  whiskey 
She  gol  at  the  fair  when  yourself  was  so  fnsky. 
The  heaycns  bo  your  bed  1  —  I  will  write,  when  1 


Poor  dear  Irish  Cboreb  ! — he  b>-d^  i 

Of  her  hintory  and  prospects,  lo  me  at  1e 
And  which  (if  i(  laJta  a»  it  ought)  niMt 

TbewboleChristian  world  her  just  rigfanl 
Am  to  natming — you  know,  de«F,  ihM^ 

People  Hill  will  their /octrood  dry  jSjw* 
As  if  saTiDg  the  souls  oT  a  Protcatant  to 
A  thing  to  be  manag'd  "  acconliBg  to  Q 
In  vam  do  we  say,  (when  rode  radicals  I 
At  paying  some  thousands  a  year  to  a  B 
Id  places  where  Proteslaiita  necrr  yrt  ira 
Who  knows  but  youDg  FrDtesiaots  iw 
then-?" 
And  granting  such  Bocident,  think,  whi< 
If  thv;  didn't  End  Rector  and  CInk  * 

ll  19  elenr  that,  wiiboul  such  a  acaff  no  fi 
These  little  Church  embryo*  tmtt  go  aa 
And,   while  fool£   are  compnting   whai 

Precious  souls  are  meanwMleto  Ihe'Bm 

In  vain  do  we  put  the  case  cenatblr  Otat 
They'll  still  with  their  Ggnres  and  beta  n 
And  ask  "  il^  while  all,  choosing  each  hi* 
Journey  on,  as  we  can,  towards  the  HeaTO 
It  is  right  that  If  ECU  eights  of  the  tnreU 


Lakbt  O'Bhaniout. 


Form 


pay 


LETTER,   VI. 


Hoir  I  grieve  you're 


>twilbiisl- 


.pray,  c 


Ere  we're  robb'd  of  ibis  dear  oratorical  man. 
Who  combines  in  himself  all  the  mulliplv  glory 
Of  Orangeman,  8aint,  ^cmdain  Papist  and  Tiity:- 
~~  oicc  miitorc  I  like  that  from  which,  duly  coi 
founded. 
The  best  sort  of  brasi  was,  in  old  times,  con 

pounded) — 
The  Ely  and  the  saintly,  the  worldly  and  godly, 
All  fUs'd  down  in  brogue  so  delicioDslj  oddly  I 
In  short,  he's  a  dear — and  inch  audiences  drowa 
Sncb  lond  peals  of  laughter  and  shouts  of  applause, 
MN'i  but  do  good  to  the  Proiesiant  cause. 


ighthtbal  goes  quite  adilfotU 
Just  as  if,  foolieh  people,  this  watn'I,  in 
A  proof  of  the  Cbnrch'g  extreme  liberal 
That,  though  hating  Popery  in  Mkr  m 
She  to  Catholic  non^  in  do  «>j  otjen 
And  BO  liberal  her  very  best  Sunla,  in  I 
That  tbty  even  go  to  heaTem  at  dw  Ou 

Bui,  though  clear  to  our  mindl  nil  iheMatJ 
People  cannot  or  vnV  not  tlMir  oogcnejr 
And,  I  grieve  to  confesi,did  the  poor  &i 
Stand  on  reasoning  alone,  ah^d  be  1 
lurch.  JV 

It  was  therefore,  dear  Liny,  wiAf^^J 
That  I  heard  this  nice  Bevureod  0*^1 

Produce,  from  Ihe  depths  of  his  knira 

reading, 
A  view  of  that  marreUons  Cborch,  hr  i 
In  novelty,  force,  and  proBjnndoess  of  ll 
All  that  Irving  himseU^  in  his  glory,  e'c 

Looking  through  the  whole  hisioty,  p 

Of  the  Irish  Law  Church,  frooi  the  fint  I 
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Omndering  how  strange  its  original  birth — 
Bndi  a  thing  haying  never  before  been  on  earth — 
hBow  oppos'd  to  the  instinct,  the  law,  and  the 
force 
Of  nature  and  reason  has  been  its  whole  coarse ; 
^nrcngh  centuries  encoant*ring  repugnance,  re- 
sistance, 
Seom,  hate,  execration — yet  still  in  existence  I 
I^SoBsidering  all  this,  the  conclusion  he  draws 
[=ll  that  Nature  exempts  this  one  Church  from  her 

laws — 
That  Reason,  dnmb-fonnder'd,  gives  up  the  dis- 
pute. 
And  before  the  portentous  anomaly  stands  mute ; — 
'■Tkat^  in  short,  'tis  a  Miracle! — and,  once  begun. 
And  transmitted  through  ages,  from  feither  to 

son, 
I  Tor  the  honour  of  miracles,  ought  to  go  on. 

ilferer  yet  was  conclusion  so  cogent  and  sound, 
jOr  io  fitted  the  Church's  weak  foes  to  confound. 
^wor,  obflerre,  the  more  low  all  her  merits  they 

place, 
Tlie  more  they  make  out  the  miraculous  case, 
And  the  more  all  good  Christians  must  deem  it 

prafime 
To  disturb  such  a  prodigy's  marrellous  reign. 

JU  Ibr  scriptural  proofs,  he  quite  plac'd  beyond 

doubt 
That  the  whole  in  the  Apocalypse  may  be  found 

out,  ^ 

As  dear  and  well-proy'd,  he  would  venture  to 

swear, 
Ai  any  thing  else  has  been  ever  found  there :  — 
While  the  mode  in  which,  bless  the  dear  fellow, 

he  deals 
^tfa  that  whole  lot  of  vials  and  trumpets  and 

seals. 
And  the  ease  with  which  vial  on  vial  he  strings, 
Qiows  him  quite  a  first-rate  at  all  these  sort  of 

things. 

9o  much  for  theology: — as  for  the'  affairs 

Of  this  temporal  world — the  light,  drawing-room 


.And  gay  toils  of  the  toilet,  which,  God  knows,  I 

seek, 
^roiii  no  love  of  such  things,  but  in  humbleness 

meek. 
And  to  be,  as  the'  Apostle  was,  "  weak  with  the 

weak," 
Thoa  wilt  find  quite  enough  (till  I'm  somewhat 

less  busy) 
Im  the*  extracts  inclosed,  my  dear  news-loving 

Lixsy. 


EXTRACTS  FBOM  MY  DIART. 

Tkuridaif. 
Last  night,  having  nought  more  holy  to  do. 
Wrote  a  letter  to  dear  Sir  Andrew  Agnew, 
About  the  "  Do-nothing-on-Sunday-Club," 
Which  we  wish  by  some  shorter  name  to  dub:  — 
As  the  use  of  more  vowels  and  consonants 
Than  a  Christian,  on  Sunday,  really  wants. 
Is  a  grievance  that  ought  to  be  done  away. 
And  the  Alphabet  left  to  rest,  that  day. 

Sir  Andrew's  answer ! — but,  shocking  to  say. 

Being  franked  unthinkingly  yesterday. 

To  the  horror  of  Agnews  yet  unborn. 

It  arriv'd  on  this  blessed  Sunday  mom  !!  — 

How  shocking  I — the  postman's  self  cried  **  shame 

on  t. 
Seeing  the'  immaculate  Andrew's  name  on't ! ! 
What  will  the  Club  do? — meet,  no  doubt 
Tis  a  matter  that  touches  the  Class  Devout, 
And  the  friends  of  the  Sabbath  must  speak  out 

Tuttdajf. 

Saw  to-day,  at  the  raffle — and  saw  it  with  pain — 
That  those  stylish  Fitzwigrams  begin  to  dress  plain. 
Even  gay  little  Sophy  smart  trimmings  renounces — 
She,  who  long  has  stood  by  me  through  all  sorts 

of  flounces. 
And  showed,  by  upholding  the  toilet's  sweet  tites. 
That  we,  girls,  may  be  Christians,  without  being 

frights. 
This,  I  own,  much  alarms  me ;  for  though  one's 

religious,  [hideous ; 

And  strict  and — all  that,  there's  no  need  to  be 
And  why  a  nice  bonnet  should  stand  in  the  way 
Of  one's  going  to  heaven,  'tisn't  easy  to  say. 

Then,  there's  Gimp,  the  poor  thing — if  her  custom 

we  drop. 
Pray,  what's  to  become  of  her  soul  and  her  shop  ? 
If  by  saints  like  ourselves  no  more  orders  are  given. 
She'll  lose  all  the  interest  she  now  takes  in  heaven ; 
And  this  nice  little  *'  fire-brand,  pluck'd  fVom  the 

burning," 
May  fail  in  agun  at  the  very  next  turning. 

Wednesday. 
Mem, — To  write  to  the  India- Mission  Society; 
And  send  ;^20 — heavy  tax  upon  piety  I 

Of  all  Indian  luxuries  we  now-a-days  boast. 
Making  **  Company's  Christians  > "  perhaps  costs 
the  most 

I  The  title  giren  by  the  Datiret  to  such  of  their  country- 
men aa  become  converts. 


Bl 


MOORFS  WOR 


Aod  Ibe  wont  ot  H  it,  that  that  coomtt  fall 

IIiTing  liT'd  JD  oar  bjtb,  moitiv  die  in  tbrir  on,' 
Pnrioff  t*^  M  (Ix  lut,  10  KHnt  god  who,  tb«]r 

»y. 

Whn  iDCUaBte  on  catth,  uxd  to  Ueml  cnrdi  and 

-bey.* 
Tfaink.  hu*  horrid,  my  dev  I — lo  that  ill's  tbrown 


StiU  "til  ehwring  u  find  that  we  ifi>  nT«  •  few  — 
TV  Report  fiTM  us  Chriniuu  for  CunniDg- 

iKor  li'Mirhoiorrrk"iiii  MTni,  lod  f.mrTri'vanilruni. 
Wbile  but  ',n<-  aiA  a  balf?  l.^fi  ol '  '■x.rtwpa.lun.. 
In  thii  lut-mmioti'd  place  'di  th«  barben  enilave 

•em. 
For,  once  Ibey  (am  ChriMiaiii,  no  barber  will 


To  atone  (br  Ihii  rather  imall  Healben  anioi 
Some  Papiau,  tum'd  Cbiiitiani  ^  art  ttck'd  i 


tbe' 


And  tbongb,  to  ealeh  Pa|»iti,  one  needn't  go  lo  tai, 
Soeb  ftab  an  worth  hooking,  whereTer  they  are  ; 
Andaor.  whrn  >o  great  oTEurh  coorerti  the  lack  is, 
IW  Papiil  vi'll  caught  a  worth  milliuns  or . 
Bla..'ki(9.  I 

Lait  nipbl  had  a  dream  so  odd  and  funnj, 
I       I  cannot  rviist  recording  it  hvrv.  — 
I   Methougbt  that  the  Geniui  of  Malrimon; 
I        Btfiirt  mc  iUvA.  with  a  jojous  leer, 

Leading  i  Tiu>>ijdJ  in  eai'h  hand. 

And  both  for  me,  which  look'd  rather  queer  ;- 


A  thinf 
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Thai  h 

(For 
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The  An 
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Where,  Uested  down-pouring  1 1  from  tea  until  nine, 
"Hie  subjects  lay  all  in  the  Prophecy  line  ;  •— 
Xhen,  supper — and  then,  if  for  topics  hard  driven, 
FVom  thence  until  bed-time  to  Satan  was  given  ; 
^V^liile  B — d — n,  deep  read  in  each  topic  and  tome. 
On  an  sntgects  (especially  the  last)  was  at  home. 


LETTER  VIL 

FXOM  MISS  VANNT  FUDGE,  TO  HEB  COUSIN, 
MISS  KITTT ^. 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 

Bbzvo  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flowers. 
While  yet,  beneath  some  northern  sky, 
Ungilt  by  beams,  ungemm*d  by  showers, 
Thqr  wait  the  breath  of  summer  hours. 
To  wake  to  light  each  diamond  eye. 
And  let  loose  every  florid  sigh  ! 

Bring  me  the  first-bom  ocean  waves. 
From  OQt  those  deep  primeval  caves. 
Where  from  the  dawn  of  Time  thejr've  lain — 
The  Embryos  of  a  future  Main! — 
Untangfat  as  yet,  young  things,  to  speak 

The  language  of  their  Parent  Sea 
(Polyphlysbsean*  nam*d  in  Greek), 
Though  soon,  too  soon,  in  bay  and  creek. 
Bound  startled  isle  and  wondering  peak, 

They*ll  thunder  loud  and  long  as  He  ! 

Bring  me,  firom  Hecla*s  iced  abode, 
Tonng  fires 

I  had  got,  dear,  thus  far  in  my  Ode, 
Intending  to  fill  the  whole  page  to  the  bottom. 
But,  having  invoked  such  a  lot  of  fine  things, 
Flowers,  billows  and  thunderbolts,  rainbows  and 
wings, 
JDiin't  know  what  to  do  with  *em,  when  I  had  got 

em. 
The  truth  is,  my  thoughts  are  too  fhll,  at  this  minute. 

Of  past  BfSS.  any  new  ones  to  try. 
nil  very  night's  coach  brings  my  destiny  in  it — 

Deckles  the  great  question,  to  live  or  to  die  I 
And,  whether  Pm  henceforth  immortal  or  no, 
An  depends  on  the  answer  of  Simpkins  and  Co.  I 

>  **  Aboat  eight  o'clock  the  Lord  begmn  to  pour  down  his 
coplowly  upon  tu  —  for  they  had  all  by  this  time  as- 
In  mj  room  tat  the  purpose  of  prayer.    This  down, 
eonttaned  till  about  ten  o'clock.**— Letter  from  Mary 
to  the  Rev.  John  Campbell,  of  Row,  (dated  Femi- 


You'll  think,  love,  I  rave,  so  'tis  best  to  let  out 
The  whole  secret,  at  once — I  have  publish'd  a 

Bookll! 
Yes,  an  actual  Book  : — if  the  marvel  you  doubt. 

You  have  only  in  last  Monday's  Courier  to  look. 
And  you'll  find  "  This  day  publish'd  by  Simpkins 

and  Co. 
A  Romaunt,  in  twelve  Cantos,  entitled  *  Woe  Woe!' 
By  Miss  Fanny  F ,  known  more  commonly 

TO®"." 
This  I  put  that  my  friends  mayn't  be  left  in  the  dark. 
But  may  guess  at  my  writing  by  knowing  my  mark. 

How  I  manag'd,  at  last,  this  great  deed  to  achieve. 
Is  itself  a  "  Romaunt "  which  you'd  scarce,  dear, 

believe ; 
Nor  can  I  just  now,  being  all  in  a  whirl. 
Looking  out  for  the  Magnet  \  explain  it,  dear  girL 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  one  half  the  expense 
Of  this  leasehold  of  fame  for  long  centuries  hence — 
(Though  **  God  knows,"  as  aunt  says,  my  humble 

ambition 
Aspires  not  beyond  a  small  Second  Edition,) — 
One  half  the  whole  cost  of  the  paper  and  printing, 
I've  manag'd  to  scrape  up,  this  year  past,  by  stinting 
My  own  little  wants  in  gloves,  ribands,  and  shoes. 
Thus  defrauding  the  toilet  to  fit  out  the  Muse  I 

And  who,  my  dear  Kitty,  would  not  do  the  same? 
What's  eau  de  Cologne  to  the  sweet  breath  of  fame? 
Yards  of  riband  soon  end — but  the  measures  of 

rhyme, 
Dipp'd  in  hues  of  the  rainbow,  stretch  out  through 

all  time. 
Gloves  languish  and  fade  away,  pair  after  pair. 
While  couplets  shine  out,  but  the  brighter  for  wear. 
And  the  dancing-shoe's  gloss  in  an  evening  is  gone. 
While  light-footed  lyrics  through  ages  trip  on. 

The  remaining  expense,  trouble,  risk  —  and,  alss! 
My  poor  copyright  too — into  other  hands  pass ; 
And  my  friend,  the  Head  Dev'l  of  the  "  County 

Gazette  " 
(The  only  Mecsnas  I've  ever  had  yet), 
He  who  set  up  in  type  my  first  juvenile  lays, 
Is  now  set  up  by  them  for  the  rest  of  his  days ; 
And  while  Gods  (as  my  "  Heathen  Mythology " 

says) 
Live  on  nought  but  ambrosia,  his  lot  how  much 

sweeter 
To  live,  lucky  dev'l,  on  a  young  lady's  metre  1 

cary.  April  4. 1830.)  giring  an  account  of  her  "  miraculous 
cure.'* 

s  If  you  guess  what  this  word  means,  'tis  more  than  /  can  :— 
I  but  gire't  as  I  got  it  fh>m  Mr.  Magan.  F.  F. 

*  A  day-coach  of  that  name. 
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As  for  puffing — tliat  first  of  all  literary  boons. 
And  essential  alike  both  to  bards  and  balloons — 
As,  unless  well  supplied  with  inflation,  His  found 
Neither  bards  nor  balloons  budge  an  inch  from 

the  ground; — 
Ita  thia  respect,  nought  could  more  prosp*rous  befall ; 
As  my  friend  (for  no  less  this  kind  imp  can  I  call) 
Knows  the  whole  world  of  critics — the  hypers 

and  all. 
I  suspect  he  himself,  indeed,  dabbles  in  rhyme. 
Which,  for  imps  diabolic,  is  not  the  first  time ; 
As  Fve  heard  uncle  Bob  say,  'twas  known  among 

Gnostics, 
That  the  Devi  on  Two  Sticks  was  a  dev'l  at 

Acrostics. 

But  hark !  there's  the  Magnet  just  dash'd  in  from 

Town- 
How  my  heart,  Kitty,  beats !  I  shall  surely  drop 

down. 
That  awful  Court  Journal,  Gazette,  Athensnm, 
All  full  of  my  book — I  shall  sink  when  I  see  'em. 
And  then  the  great  point — ^whether  Simpkins  and 

Ca 
Are  actually  pleas'd  with  their  bargain  or  no! — 

Five  o*clock. 

All's  delightful — such  praises  I — I  really  fear 
That  this  poor  little  head  will  turn  giddy,  my  dear; 
I've  but  time  now  to  send  you  two  exquisite  scraps — 
All  the  rest  by  the  Magnet,  on  Monday,  perhaps. 


FROM  THE   **  MORNING   POST. 

'Tis  known  that  a  certain  distinguish'd  physician 
Prescribes,   for    dyspepsia,  a    course   of  light 

reading ; 
And  Rhymes  by  young  Ladies,  the  first,  fresh 

edition 
(Ere  critics  have  injur'd  their  powers  of  nutrition), 
Are  he  thinks,  for  weak  stomachs,  the  best  sort 

of  feeding. 
Satires  irritate — love-songs  are  found  calorific; 
But  smooth,  female  sonnets  he  deems  a  specific, 
And,  if  taken  at  bed-time,  a  sure  soporific. 
Among  works  of  this  kind,  the  most  pleasing  we 

know. 
Is  a  volume  just  publish'd  by  Simpkins  and  Co., 
Where  all  such  ingredients — the  flowery,  the  sweet, 
And  the  gently  narcotic — 'are  mix'dpCT-  receipt, 
With  a  hand  so  judicious,  we've  no  hesitation 
To  say  that — 'bove  all,  for  the  young  generation — 
'Tis  an  elegant,  soothing,  and  safe  preparation. 

Nota  bene — for  readers,  whose  object's  to  sleep. 
And  who  read,  in  theirnightcaps,  the  publishers  keep 
Good  fire-proof  binding,  which  comes  very  cheap. 


AlfECDOTB — IBOM  THB   **  COURT  JOUl 

T'other  night,  at  the  Coonten  of  *  *  ^'s  i 
An  amusing  event  wis  mach  whispered  a 
It  was  said  that  Lord  -^—^  at  the  Council, 
Had,  more  than  onoe,  jomp'd  from  hit 

a  rocket. 
And  flown  to  a  comer,  where — heedleis, 
How  the  country's   resources  were    sq 

away — 
He  kept  reading  some  papers  he'd  br 

his  pocket 
Some  thought  them  despatches  from  Spu 

Turk, 
Others  swore  they  brought  word  we 

the  Mauritius ; 
But  it  tum'd  out  'twas  only  Miss  Fodgeli  m 
Which  his  Lordship  deyoor'd  with  m 

expeditious— 
Messrs.  Simpkms  and  Co.,  to  AToid  ill  del 
Haying  sent  it  in  sheets,  that  his  Lordsfai 

say. 
He  had  distanc'd  the  whole  reading  wn 

day! 


LETTER  Vni 

FROM  BOB  FUDGE,  ESQ.*  TO  THE  BET.  MM 

0*MUIXIOAlf. 

I  MUCH  regret,  dear  Reverend  Sir, 
I  could  not  come  to  •  *  •  to  meet  von 

m 

But  this  curst  gout  wo'n*t  let  me  stir — 
Ev'n  now  I  but  by  proxy  greet  you. 
As  this  vile  scrawl,  whatever  its  sense  ii 
Owes  all  to  an  amanuensis. 
Most  other  scourges  of  disease 
Reduce  men  to  extremities — 
But  gout  wo'n*t  leave  one  even  thete. 

Erom  all  my  sister  writes,  I  see 

That  you  and  I  will  quite  agree. 

Fm  a  plain  man,  who  speak  the  truth. 

And  trust  you'll  think  me  not  uncivil 
When  I  declare  that,  from  my  youth, 

Fve  wish'd  your  country  at  the  deril 
Nor  can  I  doubt,  indeed,  from  all 

Fve  heard  of  your  high  patriot  fiune  - 
From  every  word  your  lips  let  fall  — 

That  you  most  truly  wish  the  same. 
It  plagues  one's  life  out — thirty  years 
Have  I  had  dinning  in  my  ears, 

Ireland  wants  this,  and  that,  and  t'o 
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And,  to  this  hour,  one  nothing  hears 
But  the  same  vile,  eternal  bother. 
While,  of  those  countless  things  she  wanted, 
Thank  God,  bat  little  has  been  granted. 
And  eVn  that  little,  if  we*re  men 
And  Britoos,  well  have  back  again ! 

I  xcally  think  that  Catholic  question 
Was  what  brooght  on  my  indigestion ; 
And  still  each  year,  as  Popery's  curse 
Has  gather'd  round  ns,  Fve  got  worse ; 
TUl  cVn  my  pint  of  port  a  day 
Gant  keep  the  Pope  and  bile  away. 
And  whereas,  till  the  Catholic  bill, 
I  nef€r  wanted  draught  or  pill, 
mie  settling  of  that  cursed  question 
Has  quite  unsettled  my  digestion. 

Look  what  has  happen*d  since — the  Elect 
Of  an  the  bores  of  every  sect, 
mie  chosen  triers  of  men's  patience, 
F^om  all  the  Three  Denominations^ 
Let  loose  apon  us ; — eyen  Quakers 
Tnm'd  into  speechers  and  law-makers, 
Wholl  moTO  no  question,  stiff-rump'd  elves. 
Till  first  the  Spirit  moves  themselves ; 
And  whose  shrill  Yeas  and  Nays,  in  chorus, 
Gooqnering  onr  Ays  and  Nos  sonorous. 
Will  soon  to  death's  own  slumber  snore  us. 
Then,  too^  those  Jews ! — I  really  sicken 

To  think  of  such  abomination ; 
Fellows,  who  wo'n't  eat  ham  with  chicken. 

To  legislate  for  this  great  nation  I — 
Depend  apon't,  when  once  they've  sway. 

With  rich  old  Goldsmid  at  the  head  o*  them. 
The*  Excise  laws  will  be  done  away. 

And  OErcioRcise  ones  pass'd  instead  o*  them ! 

In  short,  dear  sir,  look  where  one  will. 
Things  all  go  on  so  devilish  ill, 
That  "pon  my  soul,  I  ratber  fear 

Oar  reverend  Rector  may  be  right. 
Who  tells  me  the  Millennium's  near ; 
Nay,  swears  he  knows  the  very  year. 

And  regulates  his  leases  by't ; — 
Meaning  their  terms  should  end,  no  doubt. 
Before  the  world's  own  lease  is  out 
He  thinks,  too,  that  the  whole  thing's  ended 
So  mnch  more  soon  than  was  intended, 
Paiely  to  sooarge  those  men  of  sin 
Who  brooght  the'  accurst  Reform  Bill  in.i 


However,  let's  not  yet  despair ; 

Though  Toryism's  eclips'd,  at  present, 
And — like  myself,  in  this  old  chair— 

Sits  in  a  state  by  no  means  pleasant ; 
Feet  crippled — hands,  in  luckless  hour, 
Disabled  of  their  grasping  power ; 
And  all  that  rampant  glee,  which  revell'd 
In  this  world's  sweets,  be-dull'd,  bcdevil'd— 
Yet,  though  condenm'd  to  fHsk  no  more. 

And  both  in  Chair  of  Penance  set. 
There's  something  tells  me,  all's  not  o'er. 

With  Toryism  or  Bobby  yet ; 
That  though,  between  us,  I  allow 
We've  not  a  leg  to  stand  on  now  ; 
Though  curst  Reform  and  colchicum 
Have  made  us  both  look  deuced  glum. 
Yet  still,  in  spite  of  Grote  and  Gout, 
Again  we'll  shine  triumphant  out ! 

Yes — back  again  shall  come,  egad. 
Our  turn  for  sport,  my  reverend  lad. 
And  then,  O'Mulligan — oh  then. 
When  mounted  on  our  nags  again. 
You,  on  your  high-flown  Rosinante, 
Bedisen'd  out,  like  Show-Gallantee 
(Glitter  great  from  substance  scanty) ;  — 
While  I,  Bob  Fudge,  Esquire,  shall  ride 
Your  faithful  Sancho,  by  your  side ; 
Then — talk  of  tilts  and  tournaments  I 
Dam'me,  we'll  — ^ 


'Squire  Fudge's  clerk  presents 
To  Reverend  Sir  his  compliments ; 
Is  griev'd  to  say  an  accident 
Has  just  occurred  which  will  prevent 
The  Squire — though  now  a  little  better  — 
From  finishing  this  present  letter. 
Just  when  he'd  got  to  "  Dam'me,  we'll  — 
His  Honour,  full  of  martial  zeal, 
Grasp'd  at  his  crutch,  but  not  being  able 
To  keep  his  balance  or  his  hold, 
Tumbled,  both  self  and  crutch,  and  roU'd 
Like  ball  and  bat,  beneath  the  table. 


H 


All's  safe — the  table,  chair,  and  crutch; — 
Nothing,  thank  God,  is  broken  much. 
But  the  Squire's  head,  which,  in  the  fall, 
Got  bump'd  consid'rably  —  that's  all. 
At  this  no  great  alarm  we  feel. 
As  the  Squire's  head  can  bear  a  deaL 


1  TUi  appMn  to  have  beta  the  oplnkm  also  of  an  eloquent  I  ptmisk  the  Kings  who  do  not  acknowledge  that  thdr  authority 


villw  in  tlM  Moraine  Watch.    **ODa  groat  object  of  Christ's 
Advent,  as  the  Maa  and  as  the  King  oftba  Jew*,  it  to 


if  derired  from  him,  and  who  submit  to  receime  it  from  thai 
mtm^-keaded  monster^  the  mob.*'    Na  x.  p.  873. 
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Squirr  mnth  tbr  lUDO  —  Ik-uI  ralbi-r  Ijght- 
Kai'd  ahull  "  Harbrn'  Wi^n"  M  aicht. 


LETTER  IX. 


A*  ii  ■»  t<nt  lul  *i-vk  tlist  I  *inl  yxu  a 

ViHi'lI  « Uwr.  dviir  Jutlv,  mhit  ihit  i 

'    An.i.thT»(h.ii'«3K-lllurrni>H'lfiiiiildLik 
i'ould  1  manier  in  Utv  ihv  c<>nliDU  ol 

Wh'i  lakn  ihm^  ijiuct.  'i*^ll  dhn*c  .«!■■ 

Oh.  Jii'ly.  ihM  nTcrinJ  Munbj¥l>-  I""! 

ThM  eiT  1  ih.'uU  ci'BW  w>e  bwn  az 

Or  f»  fv  dt'nane  ihr  H'Bnn'.fsn  bliwil, 
.Voil  mv    VuDt*.  ibr  Ihluruiu  i,'iiviii  do 


Wj.- 
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id  who  the  diYl's  hef*  was  the  question  that 

flew 
Q  Chrishtian  to  Chriahtiaii — bat  not  a  sowl 

knew, 
le  on  went  Mnrthagh,  in  iligant  style, 
pbaming  ns  Cath'lics  all  the  while, 
.  pack  of  desaiyers,  paijorers,  yillians, 
the  whole  kit  of  th*  aforesaid  millions ,  — > 
rself,  dear  Jndj,  as  well  as  the  rest, 
the  innocent  crajrthur  that's  at  your  breast, 
rogues  together,  in  word  and  deed, 
1  Den  our  insthructor  and  Sin  our  creed ! 

n  ax'd  for  his  proo&  again  and  again, 
I  an  answer  he'd  give  but  Docthor  Den. 
dn*t  he  call  into  coort  some  hvin*  men  ? 
I,  thank  you" — he*d  stick  to  Docthor  Den  — 
raid  gentleman  dead  a  century  or  two, 
»  all  about  iv,  liye  Cathlics,  knew ; 
of  ooorse  was  more  handy,  to  call  in  a  hurry, 
u  Docthor  Mac  Hale  or  Docthor  Murray ! 

throCh,  it's  no  case  to  be  jokin'  upon, 

Dgh  myself;  from  bad  habits,  is  makin*  it  one. 

I  ym,  had  you  witness'd  his  grand  climac- 

therics, 
eh  actially  threw  one  owld  maid  in  hysterics — 
)ch  I  had  you  heerd  such  a  purty  remark  as 

his, 
t  Papist's  are  only  **  Hwmanit^a  carcasses, 
in**  —  but,  by  dad,  Tm  afeard  I  can't  give  it 

ye  — 
f 'a  from  the  sepulchre  of —  inactivity ; 
d,  like  owld  corpses,  dug  up  from  antikity, 
mdrin'  about  in  all  sorts  of  inikity  I  r -^'^ 
I  you,  Judy,  true  as  you  are  to  the  Owld 

Light,  [flight 

Id  have  langh'd,  out  and  out,  at  this  iligant 
lat  figure  of  speech  call'd  the  Blatherumskite. 
sr  me,  though  a  fhnny  thought  now  and  then 

came  to  me, 
!  got  the  betther  at  last — and  small  blame 

to  mel 
lapping  my  thigh,  **by  the  Powers  of  Delf," 
I  bowldly,  '*  111  make  a  noration  mysell" 
with  that  up  I  jumps — but,  my  darlint,  the 

minit 
k'd  up  my  head,  dirl  a  sinse  remain'd  in  it 

The  deeds  of  darkneu  which  are  reduced  to  horrid 
oe  orer  the  drunken  debeuch  of  the  midnisfat  aueMin 
tnCed,  fai  pr1od|^,  fai  the  lober  aominf  reilgiooscoo- 

e  of  the  priertt.'*  —  Speech  </  Ike  Bern.  Mr.  MGkee 

•character  of  the  Iriah  people /flvf«£|r  i«.  that  they  are 
to  lyinc  and  to  acts  of  theft.**  —  ^pmeA  qf  the  Bev. 

B^thi&(Tap9rf)Uno\oo9Viketemmml^tke»epmiekre  ' 
She  haa  ooae  froaa  the  borlal-plaee,  walfctof 

I 


Though,  saited,  I  could  have  got  beautiful  on. 
When  I  tuk  to  my  legs,  faith,  the  gab  was  all  gone : — 
Which  was  odd,  for  us,  Pats,  who,  whate'er  we've  a 

hand  in. 
At  laste  in  our  legs  show  a  sthrong  understandin.' 

Howsumde ver,  detarmin'd  the  chaps  should  pursai ve 
What  I  thought  of  their  doin's,  before  I  tuk  lave, 
**  In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  I — there  I  stopp'd 

short — 
Not  a  word  more  would  come,  though  I  sthmggled 

hard  for't 
So,  shnapping  my  fingers  at  what's  call'd  the  Chair, 
And  the  owld  Lord  (or  Lady,  I  b'lieTe)  that  sat 

there — 
**  In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  I  bowldly  again — 
"  To  owld  Nick  I  pitch  Mortimer — and  Docthor 

Den  ;"— 
Upon  which  the  whole  company  cried  out  *'  Amen  ; " 
And  myself  was  in  hopes  'twas  to  what  /  had  said. 
But,  by  gor,  no  such  thing — they  were  not  so  well 

bred: 
For,  'twas  all  to  a  pray'r  Murthagh  just  had  read 

out, 
By  way  of  fit  finish  to  job  so  devout ; 
That  is — afther  well  damning  one  half  the  com- 
munity. 
To  pray  God  to  keep  all  in  peace  an'  in  unity  I 

This  is  all  I  can  shtuff  in  this  letther,  though  plinty 
Of  news,  faith,  I'tc  got  to  fill  more — if  'twas  twinty. 
But  I'll  add,  on  the  outside,  a  line,  should  I  need  it, 
(Writin*  "Private"  upon  it,  that  no   one  may 

read  it,) 
To  tell  you  how  Mortimer  (as  the  Saints  chrishteo 

him)  [him. 

Bears  the  big  shame  of  his  sarrant's  dismisshiu' 

(Private  outside.) 

Just  come  from  his  riv'rence — the  job  is  all  done — 
By  the  powers,  I've  discharg'd  him  as  sure  as  a  gun  ! 
And  now,  Judy  dear,  what  on  earth  I'm  to  do 
With  myself  and  my  appetite — both  good  as  new  — 
Without  er'n  a  single  traneen  in  my  pocket. 
Let  alone  a  good,dacent  pound-starlin',  to  stock  it — 
Is  a  mysht'ry  I  lave  to  the  One  that's  above. 
Who  takes  care  of  us,  dissolute  sowls,  when  bard 
dhrove! 

forth  a  moDfter.  as  If  the  tpfrit  of  evil  had  cormpC^  iMr  eorcau 
qfker  departed  kttmamity  ;  noxioui  and  DoiMfne,  an  oi  j*«t  of 
abhorrence  and  diunajr  to  all  who  are  not  leagufd  triik  ktr  tn 
imiqvi/p."^  Report  of  the  Bar.  Gcntlcnao't  8 patch.  June 
90.  In  the  Record  Newspaper. 

We  nujr  well  ask.  after  readtng  thb  and  other  tnch  reve- 
rend rarlngt,  **  Quit  doWtat  qufai  oaanc  tit  hoe  ratlonb 
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LETTER  X. 

FROM  THE  BEV.  MORTIMER  o'mULLIGAN,  TO  THE 

REV. 

These  few  brief  lines,  my  reverend  fHend, 
By  a  safe,  private  hand  I  send, 
(Fearing  lest  some  low  Catholic  wag 
Should  pry  into  the  Letter-bag,) 
To  tell  you,  far  as  pen  can  due. 
How  we,  poor  errant  martyrs,  fare ; — 
Martyrs,  not  quite  to  fire  and  rack. 
As  Saints  were,  some  few  ages  back. 
But — scarce  less  trying  in  its  way — 
To  laughter,  wheresoe*er  we  stray  ; 
To  jokes,  which  Providence  mysterious 
Permits  on  men  and  things  so  serious, 
Lowering  the  Church  still  more  each  minute, 
And — injuring  our  preferment  in  it 
Just  think,  how  worrying  'tis,  my  friend, 
To  find,  where'er  our  footsteps  bend. 

Small  jokes,  like  squibs,  around  us  whizzing; 
And  bear  the  eternal  torturing  play 
Of  that  great  engine  of  our  day. 

Unknown  to  the'  Inquisition — quizzing! 

Your  men  of  thumb-screws  and  of  racks 
Aim'd  at  the  body  their  attacks ; 
But  modem  torturers,  more  refin'd. 
Work  their  machinery  on  the  mind. 
Had  St  Sebastian  had  the  luck 

With  me  to  be  a  godly  rover, 
Instead  of  arrows,  he'd  be  stuck 

With  stings  of  ridicule  all  over  ; 
And  poor  St  Lawrence,  who  was  kill'd 
By  being  on  a  gridir'n  grill'd, 
Had  he  but  shar'd  my  errant  lot. 
Instead  of  grill  on  gridir'n  hot, 
A  moral  roasting  would  have  got 
Nor  should  I  (trying  as  all  this  is) 

Much  heed  the  suffering  or  the  shame  — 
As,  like  an  actor,  used  to  hisses, 

I  long  have  known  no  other  fame, 
But  that  (as  I  may  own  to  yoiL, 
Though  to  the  world  it  would  not  do,) 
No  hope  appears  of  fortune's  beams 
Shining  on  any  of  my  schemes  ; 
No  chance  of  something  more  per  ann. 
As  supplement  to  K — llym — n  ; 

>  "Among  other  amiable  enactments  against  the  Catholics 
at  this  period  (1649),  the  price  of  five  pounds  was  set  on  the 
head  of  a  Romish  priest  —being  exactly  the  same  sum  offered 
by  the  same  legislators  for  the  head  of  a  wolf." 

Memoirs  ttf  Captain  Rock,  book  1.  chap.  10. 

*  In  the  first  edition  of  his  Dictionary,  Dr.  Johnson  rery 
significantly  exeroplied  the  meaning  of  the  word  "  alias  "  by 


No  prospect  that,  by  fierce  abase 
Of  Ireland,  I  shall  e'er  induce 
The  rulers  of  this  thinking  nation 
To  rid  us  of  Emancipation ; 
To  forge  anew  the  severed  chain. 
And  bring  back  Penal  Laws  again. 

Ah,  hi^y  time !  when  wolves  and  pria 
Alike  were  hunted,  as  wild  beasts ; 
And  five  pounds  was  the  price,  per  bed! 
For  bagging  either,  live  or  dead  ;—  * 
Though  oft,  we're  told,  ome  oiiilaw*d  bn 
Sav'd  cost,  by  eating  up  Ae  other. 

Findmg  thus  all  those  schemes  and  hop 
I  built  upon  my  fiowers  and  tropes 
All  scattered,  one  by  one,  away. 
As  fiashy  and  unsound  as  thej, 
The  question  comes — what's  to  be  don 
And  there's  but  one  coarse  left  me»-«i 
Heroes,  when  tired  of  war's  alanns, 
Seek  sweet  repose  in  beauty's  arms. 
The  weary  Day-God's  last  retreat  is 
The  breast  of  silv'ry-footed  Thetis ; 
And  mine,  as  mighty  Love's  my  jodgs^ 
Shall  be  the  arms  of  rich  Miss  Fndge! 

Start  not,  my  friend, — the  tender  Kheni 
Wild  and  romantic  though  it  seem. 
Beyond  a  parson's  fondest  dream. 
Yet  shines,  too,  with  those  golden  dyes 
So  pleasing  to  a  parson's  eyes  — 
That  only  gilding  which  the  muse 
Cannot  around  her  sons  diffuse ;  — 
Which,  whencesoever  flows  its  bliss, 
From  wealthy  Miss  or  benefice, 
To  Mortimer  indiff'rent  is. 
So  he  can  make  it  only  his. 
There  is  but  one  slight  damp  I  see 
Upon  this  scheme's  felicity. 
And  that  is,  the  fair  heroine's  claim 
That  I  shall  take  her  family  name. 
To  this  (though  it  may  look  henpeck'd^ 
I  can't  quite  decently  object. 
Having  myself  long  chos'n  to  shine 
Conspicuous  in  the  olios'^  line  ; 
So  that  henceforth,  by  wife's  decree, 

(For  Biddy  from  this  point  wo'nt  bud 
Your  old  friend's  new  address  must  be 

The  Rev.  Mortimer  O' Fudge — 

the  instance  of  Mallet,  the  poet,  who  h«d  exchaogi 
more  refined  name  his  original  Scotch  patronymic, 
"  What  other  proofs  he  gave  (says  Johnson)  of  disi 
bis  natire  country,  I  know  not,  but  it  was  remarki 
that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  ScoCchmcn  did 
mend." —Lifti^  Mallei. 
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i^ng  kept,  (hu  .U  m.  J  we 

(He,  who  the  Lord',  ferce  LUelr  led  on— 

lofueitM&inilT. 

Exeter  HaU  hi*  AnD^A-geddoD,)  > 

To  Mi«  B.  Fudge  of  Piagah  Place, 

Id,  nor  need  the  fcctaauxe  yoa, 

One  of  the  ehoa'n,  ai  "heir  of  grace," 

And  likewiie  heireu  of  FhiL  Fudge, 

[  long  braweU  to  aU 

E«inire.  deftmet,  of  Or«.ge  Lodge. 

1  of  Eiettrt  old  ma— 

grinuee,  in  ape*  exceeding, 

Same  ereiuDg,  Hin  F.  Fndge.  til  hinted— 

ing  hi  bnn  in  breeding. 

Niece  of  the  aborc,  (whoae  "  Sylran  Lyre," 

the  pUdbrm  M'd  with  preachen  — 

In  onr  Gaiette,  l»rt  week,  we  printed,) 

r  girt  ont,  ■■  grtce ',  by  ■peechen 

Elap'd  with  Pat  Hagan,  Eeqnire. 

■M  np  their  fellow  creatorei  :  — 

The  ftgitivee  were  track'd,  lome  time, 

0  dead  old  Deoa'B  Tolumei, 

After  they'd  left  the  Aunt'i  abode, 

e  ten  dead,  old  Standard-i  colamu : — 

By  Bcrapa  of  paper,  icrawl'd  with  rhyme, 

.  and  aU  I  now  retire. 

Found  icrew'd  along  the  Weitem  n*d  ;— 

Some  of  them,  ci-decaiU  curl-pspera. 

IP  little  filial  Fndgta, 

Othera,  half  burnt  in  lighting  Uperi. 

>*.i.dPe«ra.«ndJi.dgei- 

Thia  clue,  howerer,  to  their  flight. 

iaddioOiLralHl 

After  eome  milei  wm  leen  no  more ; 

were  hope  the  Church  could  pa« 

And,  from  inqnirio  made  lait  night. 

nv  oped  for  hen  and  her. 

We  find  they're  reach'd  the  Iriih  ihore. 

irvive  irhat  BxtUr— 

■odBiibo^oflhatname- 

Erery  woid  of  it  tme,  Dick— th"  eacape  from 

Annfg  thisU— 

.r  friend— joall  oft  htujhm  me, 

WeWera  road— lyric  fragment*— cwl-papeti  and 

inomoreatraTellingdnidge; 

alL 

dlelaigDCthatyonlliayjndge 

the  •araamewiU  become  me) 

(A*  aome  balance  between  Fanny'i  niimien  and 

natmly. 

mineX 

HoBTIMBk  O'FcriMK. 

Wm  that,  when  we  were  on,  the  mul  give  np  the 

yint, 

Nay,  devote  to  the  Godi  her  whole  itock  of  MK 

Thi,  d.e  did.  like  a  heroine  ;-rnn«:k  went  to  bita 

LETTER  XL 

Sonnet^  elegies,  epigranu,  odea,  canioaeti- 

Some  twialed  up  neatly,  to  form  aUmitlla. 

■BICK   Hia*N,  Era.,  TO  THB   BBT. 

Some  tnm'd  into  papiOota.  worthy  to  riae 

KICHABD . 

And  enwrealhe  Berenice'*  bright  look*  in  the  .kie* ! 

J    f      f 

While  the  rest,  bonot  Larry  (who's  now  in  mg 

p»y)t 

-jort  arriT'd  at  my  own  humble  gStt, 

Begg'd,  «a  "  lover  otpo'Ary,"  to  rend  on  the  way. 

per  eipreM.  of  oar  late  noble  feat. 

Havbg  thn*  of  life',  poetry  dar-d  to  dl*pa*e. 

How  we  now,  Dick,  ahdl  manage  to  get  through 

Klfiim  At  "  Onmlf  Gnie/te."] 

ittpnu. 

it  getting  gaj  and  foU  again. 

With  BDch  alender  material*  for  j^   Heaven 

know. I 

*  WM  married,  "  in  the  Lord." 

But-ru>  call-doff  abrupily-oaot*«r  F.xpre.*! 

vnd  Mortimer  O'Molligan, 

What  the  deuce  can  it  mean?— I'm' alarm'd,  I 

r,io/™i,oftheWord. 

confeaa. 

•B  aetfaif  tn  imKn  with  the  fHltufi  or  ■ 

■  The  Reeu»7  which  the  »«.  iMtlemeB  ioUi  liiltnitail 

>M  br  Ibli  aXriH  otalacl. -hm  I  oil  OD  tt>. 

BB«vb>«p«  lUTpnjw." -*<«»</ 

ami  nil  woTllir  at  the  tnan<an  of  oTtilD  eipounderi  olUM 
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P.  8. 

Horrali,  Dick,  harrah,  Dick,  ten  thousand  hur- 
rahs! 

Fm  a  happy,  rich  dog  to  the  end  of  my  days. 

There — re^d  the  good  news — and  while  gUid,  for 
my  sake, 

That  Wealth  shonld  thus  follow  in  Love's  shining 
wake. 

Admire  also  the  moral — that  he,  the  sly  elf, 

Who  has  fudg'd  all  the  world,  should  he  now  f udg'd 
himsdft 


EXTRACT  FBOK  LETTSB  DICLOflia 

With  pain  the  moomftil  news  I  write, 
Miss  Fudge's  uncle  died  last  night ; 
And  much  to  mine  and  friends'  snrpritt, 
By  will  doth  all  his  wealth  derise — 
Lands,  dwellings — rectories  likewise— 
To  his  *"  heloVd  grand-niece,"  Miss  Fm 
Leaving  Miss  Fudge  herself  who  manj 
Long  years  hath  waited — not  a  penny ! 
Have  notified  the  same  to  latter, 
And  wait  instructions  in  the  matter. 

For  self  and  partners,  • 


'fl 


SONGS  FROM  M.P.;   OR,   THE  BLUE-STOCKING 


SONG. 


SUSAN. 


YouNO  Love  liv*d  once  in  an  humble  shed. 

Where  roses  breathing, 

And  woodbines  wreathing 
Around  the  lattice  their  tendrils  spread. 
As  wild  and  sweet  as  the  life  he  led. 

His  garden  floarish'd, 

For  young  Hope  nourish'd 
The  infant  buds  with  beams  and  showers ; 
But  lips,  though  blooming,  must  still  be  fed. 
And  not  even  Love  can  live  on  flowers. 

Alas !  that  Poverty's  evil  eye 

Should  e'er  come  hither, 

Such  sweets  to  wither  I 
The  flowers  laid  down  their  heads  to  die, 
And  Hope  fell  sick  as  the  witch  drew  nigh. 

She  came  one  morning, 

Ere  Love  had  warning, 
And  rais'd  the  latch,  where  the  young  god  lay ; 
"  Oh  ho!"  said  Love — "  is  it  you ?  good-by  ;*' 
So  he  oped  the  window,  and  flew  away ! 


To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain. 

To  weep,  yet  scarce  know  why  ; 
To  sport  an  hour  with  Beauty's  chain, 

Then  throw  it  idly  by. 


To  kneel  at  many  a  shrine. 

Yet  lay  the  heart  on  none ; 
To  think  all  other  charms  divine. 

But  those  we  just  have  won. 
This  is  love,  faithless  love, 

Such  as  kindleth  hearts  that  rove. 

To  keep  one  sacred  flame. 

Through  life  unchill'd,  unmoved. 
To  love,  in  wintry  age,  the  same 

As  first  in  youth  we  lov'd ; 
To  feel  that  we  adore, 

Ev'n  to  such  fond  excess. 
That,  though  the  heart  would  break,  wil 

It  could  not  live  with  less. 
This  is  love,  faithful  love. 
Such  as  saints  might  feel  above. 


Spimt  of  Joy,  thy  altar  lies 

In  youthful  hearts  that  hope  like  mine 
And  'tis  the  light  of  laughing  eyes. 

That  leads  us  to  thy  fairy  shrine. 
There  if  we  find  the  sigh,  the  tear, 

They  are  not  those  to  Sorrow  known; 
But  breath  so  soft,  and  drops  so  clear, 

That  Bliss  may  claim  them  for  her  on 
Then  give  me,  give  me,  while  I  weep, 

The  sanguine  hope  that  brightens  wo( 
And  teaches  ev'n  our  tears  to  keep 

The  tinge  of  pleasure  as  they  flow. 
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The  cliild,  who  sees  the  dew  of  night 

Upon  the  spangled  hedge  at  morn, 
Attempts  to  catch  the  drops  of  light, 

But  woonds  his  finger  with  the  thorn. 
Thus  oft  the  brightest  joys  we  seek. 

Are  lost,  when  touched,  and  tom'd  to  pain  ; 
The  flush  they  kindled  leaves  the  cheek, 

The  tears  they  waken  long  remain. 

Bat  give  me,  give  me,  &c.  &c 


Wbest  Leila  tonch'd  the  lute. 

Not  them  alone  'twas  felt, 
Bnt,  when  the  sounds  were  mate. 

In  memory  still  they  dwelt 
Sweet  Inte !  in  nightly  slumbers 
Still  we  heard  thy  morning  numbers. 

Ah,  how  could  she,  who  stole 
Such  breath  from  simple  wire. 

Be  led,  in  pride  of  soul. 
To  string  with  gold  her  lyre  ? 

Sweet  lute!  thy  chords  she  breaketh ; 

Golden  now  the  strings  she  waketh? 

Bat  where  are  all  the  tales 

Her  lute  so  sweetly  told? 
In  lofty  themes  she  fails. 

And  soft  ones  suit  not  gold. 
Rich  late  !  we  see  thee  glisten, 
Bot,  alas  I  no  more  we  listen  ! 


BOAT  GLEE. 

Tte  soog  that  lightens  our  languid  way 
When  brows  are  glowing, 
And  fkint  with  rowing, 
b  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay, 
To  whoae  toond  through  life  we  stray. 
The  beams  that  flash  on  the  oar  awhile, 

As  we  row  along  through  waves  so  clear, 
IDnme  its  spray,  like  the  fleeting  smile 
That  shines  o*er  Sorrow's  tear. 

Kbthing  if  lost  on  him  who  sees 
With  ID  eye  that  Feeling  gave  ; — 

For  Um  there's  a  story  in  every  breeze, 
Aad  ft  pieCnrc  in  every  wave. 


Then  sing  to  lighten  the  languid  way  ;  — 

When  brows  are  glowing, 

And  faint  with  rowing: 
'Tis  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 


Oh  think,  when  a  hero  is  sighing. 

What  danger  in  such  an  adorer  I 
What  woman  could  dream  of  denying 

The  hand  that  lays  laurels  before  her? 
No  heart  is  so  guarded  around. 

But  the  smile  of  a  victor  would  take  it ; 
No  bosom  can  slumber  so  sound. 

But  the  trumpet  of  Glory  will  wake  it 

Love  sometimes  is  given  to  sleeping. 

And  woe  to  the  heart  that  allows  him ; 
For  soon  neither  smiling  nor  weeping 

Will  e'er  from  such  slumber  arouse  him. 
But  though  he  were  sleeping  so  fast. 

That  the  life  almost  seem'd  to  forsake  him. 
Even  then,  one  soul-thrilling  blast 

From  the  trumpet  of  Glory  would  wake  him. 


CUPID'S  LOTTERY. 

A  LOTTEBT,  a  Lottery, 

In  Cupid's  Court  there  us'd  to  be ; 

Two  roguish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery ; 

And  kisses,  too. 

As  good  as  new. 
Which  weren't  very  hard  to  win. 

For  he,  who  won 

The  eyes  of  Ain, 
Was  sure  to  have  the  kisses  in. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery,  &c 

This  Lottery,  this  I/Ottery, 
In  Cupid's  Court  went  merrily. 

And  Cupid  play'd 

A  Jewish  trade 
In  this  his  scheming  Lottery ; 

For  hearts,  we're  told. 

In  itharet  be  sold 
To  many  a  fond  believing  drone. 

And  cut  the  hearts 

So  well  in  parts. 
That  each  believed  the  whole  his  own. 
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Chor, — A  Lottery,  a  Lottery, 

In  Capid*t  Court  there  ns'd  to  be 

Two  roguish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery. 


SONG.  1 


Though  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country  entwineth, 
And  dear  to  the  heart  her  remembrance  remains, 

Tet  dark  are  the  ties  where  no  liberty  shineth, 
And  sad  the  remembrance  that  slavery  stains. 


Oh  Liberty,  bom  in  the  cot  of  the  peamat, 
But  dying  of  languor  in  loxnry^k  dome, 

Our  vision,  when  absent— our  glory,  when  pr 
Where  thou  art,  O  Liberty  I  there  is  mj 

Farewell  to  the  land  where  in  childhood  I  wi 

In  vain  is  she  mighty,  in  vain  is  she  bra 
Unbless*d  is  the  blood  that  for  tyrants  is  squi 

And  Fame  has  no  wreaths  for  the  bron 
slave. 
But  hail  to  thee,  Albion !  who  meet'st  the  com 

Of  Europe,  as  calm  as  thy  diflb  meet  tin 
With  no  bonds  but  the  law,  and  no  slave  1 
ocean. 

Hail,  Temple  of  Liberty  I  thou  art  my  Im 
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AT  NIGHT. « 

At  night,  when  all  is  still  around. 
How  sweet  to  hear  the  distant  sound 

Of  footstep,  coming  soft  and  light ! 
What  pleasure  in  the  anxious  beat. 
With  which  the  bosom  flies  to  meet 

That  foot  that  comes  so  soft  at  night ! 

And  then,  at  night,  how  sweet  to  say 
"  Tis  late,  my  love  ! "  and  chide  delay. 

Though  still  the  western  clouds  are  bright ; 
Oh !  happy,  too,  the  silent  press, 
The  eloquence  of  mute  caress, 

With  those  we  love  exchanged  at  night ! 


TO  LADY  HOLLAND. 
ON  napoleon's  legacy  of  a  snuff-box. 

Gift  of  the  Hero,  on  his  dying  day. 
To  her,  whose  pity  watch'd,  for  ever  nigh ; 

Oh  1  could  he  see  the  proud,  the  happy  ray. 
This  relic  lights  up  in  her  generous  eye. 

Sighing,  he'd  feel  bow  easy  'tis  to  pay 

A  friendship  all  his  kingdoms  could  not  buy. 

ParU,  July,  1821. 

>  Sung  (a  the  character  or*  Frenchman. 


EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN   FOB  I.ADT  DACRE's  TRAOEDT  01 

Last  night,  as  lonely  o'er  my  fire  I  sit. 
Thinking  of  cues,  starts,  exits,  and — all  tin 
And  wondering  much  what  little  knavish  s; 
Had  put  it  first  in  women's  heads  to  write : 
Sudden  I  saw — as  in  some  witching  dream 
A  bright-blue  glory  round  my  book- case  b 
From  whose  quick-opening  folds  of  azure  I 
Out  flew  a  tiny  form,  as  small  and  bright 
As  Puck  the  Fairy,  when  he  pops  his  head 
Some  sunny  morning,  from  a  violet  bed. 
"  Bless  me ! "   I  starting  cried,  ^  what  h 

you?"— 
"  A  small  he-devil.  Ma'am — my  name  B as  1 
"  A  bookish  sprite,  much  giv'n  to  routs  ani 

ing; 
"  'Tis  I  who  teach  your  spinsters  of  good  br 
"  The  rei)ping  taste  in  chemistry  and  caps 
"  The  last  new  bounds  of  tuckers  and  of  m 
"  And,  when  the  waltz  has  twirl'd  her 

brain, 
"  With  metaphysics  twirl  it  back  agam !" 

I  view'd  him,  as  he  spoke — his  hose  was  b 
His  wings — the  covers  of  the  last  Review- 
Cerulean,  border'd  with  a  jaundice  hue, 

*  These  lines  allude  to  a  curious  lamp,  which  hi 
derice  a  Cupid,  with  the  words  ** at  night"  writtcoe 
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isell'd  gaily  o'er  for  ereDing  wear, 
)  next  quarter  brings  a  new-fledg'd  pair, 
r'd  by  me — (pursued  this  waggish  Fairy) — 
best  of  wives  and  Sappbos,  Lady  Mary, 
y  alike  of  Crispin  and  the  Mnse, 
!8  her  own  splay-foot  epig^rams  and  shoes, 
le  the  eyes  of  yoong  Camilla  shine, 
mingle  LoTe*s  blue  brilliances  with  mine ; 
ae  she  sits  apart,  fhmi  coxcombs  shrinking, 
!  wise — the  pretty  soul !  — and  thinks  she's 
thinking. 

y  adyice  Miss  Indigo  attends 
res  on  Memory,  and  assures  her  friends, 
.  honour ! — (mimics) — nothing  can  surpass 
the  plan 

hat  professor  r — (trying  to  rtcoUect) — psha  1 
Lhat  memory-man — 

t — what's  his  name?  —  him  I  attended 
lately— 
honour,  he  impror'd  nty  memory  greatly.' " 

irtseying  low,  I  ask'd  the  blue-legg'd  sprite, 

bare  he  had  in  this  our  play  to-night 

there — (he  cried) — there  lam  guiltless 

luite — 

!  choose  a  heroine  from  that  Gothic  time, 

I  no  one  walts'd,  and  none  but  monks  could 

rhyme; 

I  knrely  woman  all  unschool'd  and  wild, 

'd  without  art,  and  without  culture  smil'd — 

e  as  flowers,  while  yet  unclass'd  they  shone, 

cience  call'd  their  brilliant  world  her  own, 

'd  the  wild,  rosy  things  in  learned  orders, 

fill'd  with  Greek  the  garden's   blushing 

X)rders!— 

o — your  gentle  Inas  will  not  do — 

orrow  evening,  when  the  lights  bum  blue, 

ome — (pointing  downwards)  —  yoM  under- 

itand — till  then  adieu  I" 

\a8  the  sprite  been  here?  No — jests  apart— 
r  man  rules  in  science  and  in  art, 
lere  of  woman's  glories  is  the  heart. 
our  Muse  have  sketched  with  pencil  true 
fe — the  mother — firm,  yet  gentle  too — 
soul,  wrapp'd  up  in  ties  itself  hath  spun, 
es,  if  touch'd  in  the  remotest  one ; 
yes — yet  dares  even  Love  himself  disown, 
lonour's  broken  shaft  supports  his  throne  * 
our  Ina,  she  may  scorn  the  evils, 
they  are,  of  Critics  and — Blue  Devils. 


fUnsM  I  have  done  little  more  than  relate  a  (kct 
the  lady,  whoae  tinging  gare  rise  to  this  curioiu 


THE  DAT-DREABC. 

Thet  both  were  hush'd,  the  voice,  the  chords,  — 
I  heard  but  once  that  witching  lay ; 

And  few  the  notes,  and  few  the  words, 
My  spell-bound  memory  brought  away ; 

Traces  remember'd  hm  and  there, 
Like  echoes  of  some  broken  strain ; — 

Links  of  a  sweetness  lost  in  air. 
That  nothing  now  could  join  again. 

EVn  these,  too,  ere  the  mommg,  fled ; 

And,  though  the  charm  still  linger'd  on. 
That  o'er  each  sense  her  song  had  shed. 

The  song  itself  was  fsded,  gone ; — 

Gone,  like  the  thoughts  that  once  were  ours, 
On  summer  days,  ere  youth  had  set ; 

Thoughts  bright,  we  know,  as  summer  flowers, 
Though  what  they  were,  we  now  forget 

In  vain,  with  hints  from  other  strains, 
I  woo'd  this  truant  air  to  come — 

As  birds  are  taught,  on  eastern  plains. 
To  lure  their  wilder  kindred  home. 

In  vain  : — the  song  that  Sappho  gave. 

In  dying,  to  the  moumfhl  sea. 
Not  muter  slept  beneath  the  wave. 

Than  this  within  my  memory. 

At  length,  one  morning,  as  I  lay 
In  that  half-waking  mood,  when  dreams 

Unwillingly  at  last  give  way 
To  the  f^  truth  of  daylight's  beams, 

A  face — the  very  face,  methought. 
From  which  had  breath'd,  as  from  a  shrine 

Of  song  and  soul,  the  notes  I  sought — 
Came  with  its  music  close  to  mine ; 

And  sung  the  long-lost  measure  o'er, — 
Each  note  and  word,  with  every  tone 

And  look,  that  lent  it  life  before,  — 
All  perfect,  all  again  my  own  I 

Like  parted  souls,  when,  mid  the  Blest 
They  meet  again,  each  widow'd  sound 

Through  memory's  realm  had  wing'd  in  quest. 
Of  its  sweet  mate,  till  all  were  found. 


instance  of  the  power  of  mamory  In  ileep,  b  Mr*.  Robert 

Arkwrigfat 
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Nor  even  in  waking  did  the  clue, 
Thus  strangely  caught,  escape  again  ; 

For  never  lark  its  matins  knew 
So  well  as  now  I  knew  this  strain. 

And  oft,  when  memory^s  wondrous  spell 
Is  talk*d  of  in  our  tranquil  bower, 

I  sing  this  lady*s  song,  and  tell 
The  yision  of  that  morning  hour. 


SONG. 


Where  is  the  heart  that  would  not  give 

Years  of  drowsy  days  and  nights, 
One  little  hour,  like  this,  to  live — 
Full,  to  the  brim,  of  life's  delights  ? 

Look,  look  around 

This  fidry  ground, 
With  loye-lights  glittering  o*er  ; 

While  cups  that  shine 

With  freight  divine 
Go  coasting  round  its  shore. 

Hope  is  the  dupe  of  future  hours. 

Memory  lives  in  those  gone  by  ; 
Neither  can  see  the  moment's  flowers 
Springing  up  fresh  beneath  the  eye. 

Wouldst  thou,  or  thou. 

Forego  what's  noWf 
For  all  that  Hope  may  say  ? 

No — Joy's  reply, 

From  every  eye, 
Is,  "  Live  we  while  we  may." 


SONG  OF  THEPOCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY. 


Haud  curat  Hippoclides. 


Erasm.  Adag. 


To  those  we  love  we've  drank  to-night ; 

But  now  attend,  and  stare  not. 
While  I  the  ampler  list  recite 

Of  those  for  whom  We  care  not. 

For  royal  men,  howe'er  they  frown, 
If  on  their  fronts  they  bear  not 

That  noblest  gem  that  decks  a  crown. 
The  People's  Love — We  care  not. 

For  slavish  men,  who  bend  beneath 
A  despot  yoke,  yet  dare  not 


Pronounce  the  will,  whose  very  breath 
Would  rend  its  links  —  We  cuue  vot. 

For  priestly  men,  who  covet  sway 
And  wealth,  though  they  declare  not ; 

Who  point,  like  finger-posts,  the  way 
They  never  go— We  care  not. 

For  martial  men,  who  on  their  sword. 

Howe'er  it  conquers,  wear  not 
The  pledges  of  a  soldier's  word, 

Redeem'd  and  pure — We  care  not. 

For  legal  men,  who  plead  for  wrong. 
And,  though  to  lies  they  swear  not. 

Are  hardly  better  than  the  throng 
Of  those  who  do —  We  care  not. 

For  courtly  men,  who  feed  upon 
The  land,  like  grubs,  and  spare  not 

The  smallest  leaf,  where  they  can  sun 
Their  crawling  limbs — We  care  not. 

For  wealthy  men,  who  keep  their  minei 
In  darkness  hid,  and  share  not 

The  paltry  ore  with  him  who  pines 
In  honest  want — We  care  not. 

For  prudent  men,  who  hold  the  power 

Of  Love  aloof^  and  bare  not 
Their  hearts  in  any  guardless  hour 

To  Beauty's  shaft —  We  care  not. 

For  all,  in  short,  on  land  or  sea. 
In  camp  or  court,  who  are  not. 

Who  never  were,  or  e'er  will  be 
Good  men  and  true — We  care  not. 


ANNE  BOLEYN. 


translation  from  the  metrical   **  HI 
d'anne  boleyn." 


S'elle  estoit  belle  et  de  taille  6legante. 
Estoit  des  yeulx  encor  plus  attirante, 
Lesquels  «9aToit  bien  condujrre  i  propoc 
En  les  tenant  quelquefoyt  en  repo«  ; 
Aucunefojrs  enroyant  en  metsa^ 
Porter  du  cueur  le  secret  tesmoignagv. 

Much  as  her  form  seduc'd  the  sight, 
Her  eyes  could  even  more  surely  wc 

And  when  and  how  to  shoot  their  ligh 
Into  men's  hearts  full  well  she  knev 
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For  sometimes,  in  repose,  she  hid 
Their  rays  beneath  a  downcast  lid ; 
And  then  again,  with  wakening  air. 

Would  send  their  sunny  glances  out. 
Like  heralds  of  delight,  to  bear 

Her  heart's  sweet  messages  about 


THE  DREAM  OF  THE  TWO  SISTERS. 

FROM  DANTE. 

Nell  ora,  credo,  cbe  dell'  oriente 
Prima  raggi6  nel  monte  Citeren, 
Che  dl  fuoco  d'  amor  par  sempre  ardente, 

Giorane  e  bella  in  sogno  mi  parea 
Doona  vedere  andar  per  una  landa 
Coglieodo  fiori  ;  e  cantando  dicea :  — 

Sappia  qualunque  *1  mio  nome  dimanda, 
Ch*  io  mi  ton  Lia,  e  to  movendo  'ntomo 
Le  belle  mani  a  farmi  una  ghir landa— 

Per  placermi  alio  tpecchio  qui  m'  adomo ; 
Ma  mia  suora  Rachel  mai  non  li  smaga 
Dal  Mio  ammlraglio,  e  tiede  tutto  il  giomo. 

Ell*  d  de*  luol  begli  occhi  veder  raga. 
Com*  io  deir  adomarmi  con  le  mani ; 
iM.  Io  Tedere  e  me  Tovrare  appaga. 

Dantb,  FuTg.  canto  xxriL 

'TWAS  eye*fl  soft  hour,  and  bright,  above. 

The  star  of  Beauty  beam'd. 
While  Inird  by  light  so  full  of  loye. 

In  slumber  thus  I  dream*d — 
Methought,  at  that  sweet  hour, 

A  nymph  came  o*er  the  lea. 
Who,  gathering  many  a  flowV, 

Thus  said  and  sung  to  me  *. — 
**  Should  any  ask  what  Leila  loves, 

**  Say  thou.  To  wreathe  her  hair 
**  With  flowVets  cull'd  from  glens  and  groves, 

"  Is  Leila's  only  care. 

**  While  thus  in  quest  of  flowerets  rare, 

"  O'er  hill  and  dale  I  roam, 
"  My  sister,  Rachel,  far  more  fieur, 

**  Sits  lone  and  mute  at  home. 
^  Before  her  glass  untiring, 

**  With  thoughts  that  never  stray, 
**  Her  own  bright  eyes  admiring, 

**  She  sits  the  live-long  day ; 
"  While  II — oh,  seldom  even  a  look 

"  Of  self  salutes  my  eye ; — 
**  My  only  glass,  the  limpid  brook, 

^  That  shines  and  passes  by." 


SOVEREIGN  WOMAN. 

A   BAIXAD. 

The  dance  was  o*er,  yet  still  in  dreams 

That  fairy  scene  went  on ; 
Like  clouds  still  flushed  with  daylight  gleams. 

Though  day  itself  is  gone. 
And  gracefully,  to  music's  sound. 
The  same  bright  nymphs  went  gliding  round ; 
While  thou,  the  Queen  of  all,  wert  there — 
The  Fairest  still,  where  all  were  fair. 

The  dream  then  chang'd — in  halls  of  state, 

I  saw  thee  high  enthroned ; 
While,  rang'd  around,  the  wise,  the  great 

In  thee  their  mistress  own'd  : 
And  still  the  same,  thy  gentle  sway 
O'er  willing  subjects  won  its  way — 
*TiU  all  confess'd  the  Right  Divine 
To  rule  o'er  man  was  only  thine  ! 

But,  Io,  the  scene  now  chang'd  again — 

And  borne  on  plumed  steed, 
I  saw  thee  o'er  the  battle-plain 

Our  land's  defenders  lead ; 
And  stronger  in  thy  beauty's  charms, 
Than  man,  with  countless  hosts  in  arms, 
Thy  voice,  like  music,  cheer'd  the  Free, 
Thy  very  smile  was  victory ! 

Nor  reign  such  queens  on  thrones  alone — 

In  cot  and  court  the  same, 
Wherever  woman's  smile  is  known, 

Victoria's  still  her  name. 
For  though  she  almost  blush  to  reign. 
Though  Love's  own  flow'rets  wreath  the  chain, 
Disguise  our  bondage  as  we  will, 
'Tis  woman,  woman,  rules  us  stilL 


COME,  PLAY  ME  THAT  SIMPLE  AIR 

AGAIN. 

A   BALLAD. 

Come,  play  me  that  simple  air  again, 

I  us'd  so  to  love,  in  life's  young  day. 
And  bring,  if  thou  canst,  the  dreams  that  then 
Were  waken'd  by  that  sweet  lay. 
The  tender  gloom  its  strain 

Shed  o'er  the  heart  and  brow. 
Griefs  shadow,  without  its  pain — 
Say  where,  where  is  it  now  ? 
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But  play  me  the  well-kno-wn  air  once  more, 
For  dion^ts  of  youth  still  haont  its  strain. 

Like  dreams  of  some  &r,  £yrj  sbore 
We  never  shall  see  again. 

Sweet  air,  how  every  note  brings  back 
Some  sonny  hope,  some  day-dream  bright, 

That,  shining  o*er  life's  early  track, 
Fill'd  ey'n  its  tears  with  light 


The  new-foond  life  that  came 

With  kyre's  first  echo*d  vow;— 
The  fear,  the  Uiss,  die  Ammt^ 
Ah — where,  where  are  they  bow! 
Bat,  still  the  same  loVd  notes  prcdoo^ 

For  sweet  'twere  thus,  to  that  old  lajr, 
In  dreams  of  yooth  and  love  and  song. 
To  breathe  life'b  hoar  away. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


A  TALE. 


TO 


LORD   JOHN   RUSSELL, 

THIS  VOLUME    IS    INSCaiBBD, 
BY  OMl   WHO   ADMiaCS   HIS   CHARACTXK   AND   TAUCVTS,   AND   IS   PROUD   OF    HIS   PRiniMHIP. 


LETTER  TO  THE  TRANSLATOR, 


rROM 

— ,  Esq. 


Cairo,  June  19. 1600. 

Mt  DEAR  Sir, 
During  a  visit  lately  paid  by  me  to  the  mo- 
nastery of  St  Macarius — which  is  situated,  as  you 
know,  in  the  Valley  of  the  Lakes  of  Natron — I 
was  lucky  enough  to  obtain  possession  of  a  curious 
Greek  manuscript  which,  in  the  hope  that  you  may 
be  induced  to  translate  it,  I  herewith  transmit  to 
you.  Observing  one  of  the  monks  very  busily 
occupied  in  tearing  up  into  a  variety  of  fantastic 
shapes  some  papers  which  had  the  appearance  of 
being  the  leaves  of  old  books,  I  inquired  of  him 
the  meaning  of  his  task,  and  received  the  follow- 
ing explanation :  — 

The  Arabs,  it  seems,  who  are  as  fond  of  pigeons 
as  the  ancient  Egyptians,  have  a  superstitious  no- 
tion that,  if  they  place  in  their  pigeon-bouses  small 
scraps  of  paper,  written  over  with  learned  charac- 
ters, the  birds  are  always  sure  to  thrive  the  better 


for  the  charm ;  and  the  monks,  who  arc 
slow  in  profiting  by  superstition,  have,  at  al 
a  supply  of  such  amulets  for  purchasers. 

In  general,  the  fathers  of  the  monastei 
been  in  the  habit  of  scribbling  these  fin 
themselves ;  but  a  discovery  lately  made  I) 
saves  all  this  trouble.  Having  dog  ap 
informant  stated)  a  chest  of  old  mam 
which,  being  chiefly  on  the  subject  of  al 
must  have  been  buried  in  the  time  of  Dio 
'*  we  thought,**  added  the  monk,  **  that  w 
not  employ  such  rubbish  more  properly, 
tearing  it  up,  as  yoa  see,  for  the  pigeon-hi 
the  Arabs." 

On  my  expressing  a  wish  to  rescue  soi 
of  these  treasures  from  the  £ite  to  which  h 
lent  fraternity  had  consigned  them,  he  pi 
the  manuscript  which  I  have  now  the  plea 
sending  you — the  only  one,  he  said,  rei 
entire — and  I  very  readily  paid  the  pric« 
he  demanded  for  it 

You  will  find  the  story,  I  think,  not  alt 
uninteresting ;  and  the  coincidence,  in  m 
spects,  of  the  curious  details  in  Chap.  V 
the  description  of  the  same  ceremonies 
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ce  of  Sethot^f  will,  I  haye  no  doubt,  strike 
Hoping  that  yon  may  be  induced  to  giye  a 
ion  of  this  Tale  to  the  world, 
I  am,  mj  dear  Sir, 

Very  truly  yours. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


CHAPTER  L 

in  the  fourth  year  of  the  reign  of  the  late 
»r  Valerian,  that  the  followers  of  Epicurus, 
re  at  that  time  numerous  in  Athens,  pro- 
to  the  election  of  a  person  to  fill  the  vacant 
r  their  sect ; — and,  by  the  unanimous  voice 
chool,  I  was  the  individual  chosen  for  their 
I  was  just  then  entering  on  my  twenty- 
r^ear,  and  no  instance  had  ever  before  oc- 
of  a  person  so  young  being  selected  for  that 
ice.  Touth,  however,  and  the  personal  ad- 
s  that  adorn  it,  could  not  but  rank  among 
t  agreeable  recommendations  to  a  sect  that 
1  within  its  circle  all  the  beauty  as  well 
it  of  Athens,  and  which,  though  dignifying 
lits  with  the  name  of  philosophy,  was  little 
Q  a  plausible  pretext  for  the  more  refined 
ion  of  pleasure. 

character  of  the  sect  had,  indeed,  much 
I  since  the  time  of  its  wise  and  virtuous 
t  who,  while  he  asserted  that  Pleasure  is  the 
K)d,  inculcated  also  that  Good  is  the  only 
(f  Pleasure.  The  purer  part  of  this  doctrine 
;  evaporated,  and  the  temperate  Epicurus 
ave  as  little  recognised  his  own  sect  in  the 
age  of  refined  voluptuaries  who  now  usurped 
*,  as  he  would  have  known  his  own  quiet 
in  the  luxurious  groves  and  bowers  among 
he  meetings  of  the  School  were  now  held. 
'  causes  concurred,  at  this  period,  besides 
activeness  of  its  doctrines,  to  render  our 
\}y  tar  the  most  popular  of  any  that  still 
1  the  glory  of  Greece.  It  may  generally 
rved,  that  the  prevalence,  in  one  half  of  a 
lity,  of  very  rigid  notions  on  the  subject  of 
,  produces  the  opposite  extreme  of  laxity 


dMcrtpdon,  b«rt  alloded  to,  may  also  be  found. 
rktiim  from  Setbot,  in  the  **  Voyages  d' Ant^nor."— 
pbikMophloa  roounot,  caUed  •  La  Vie  de  Sethot/  " 


and  infidelity  in  the  other ;  and  this  kind  of  re- 
action it  was  that  now  mainly  contributed  to 
render  the  doctrines  of  the  Garden  the  most 
fashionable  philosophy  of  the  day.  The  rapid 
progress  of  the  Christian  fiiith  had  alarmed  all 
those,  who,  either  from  piety  or  worldliness,  were 
interested  in  the  continuance  of  the  old  established 
creed — all  who  believed  in  the  Deities  of  Olympus, 
and  all  who  lived  by  them.  The  natural  conse- 
quence was,  a  considerable  increase  of  zeal  and 
activity,  throughout  the  constituted  authorities  and 
priesthood  of  the  whole  Heathen  world.  What 
was  wanting  in  sincerity  of  belief  was  made  up  in 
rigour; — the  weakest  parts  of  the  Mjrthology 
were  those,  of  course,  most  angrily  defended,  and 
any  reflections,  tending  to  bring  Saturn,  or  his 
wife  Ops,  into  contempt,  were  punished  with  the 
utmost  severity  of  the  law. 

In  this  state  of  affairs,  between  the  alarmed  bi- 
gotry of  the  declining  Faith  and  the  simple,  sub- 
lime austerity  of  her  rival,  it  was  not  wonderful 
that  those  lovers  of  ease  and  pleasure,  who  had  no 
interest,  reversionary  orother  wise,  in  the  old  re- 
ligion, and  were  too  indolent  to  inquire  into  the 
sanctions  of  the  new,  should  take  rcdthge  from  the 
severities  of  both  in  the  arms  of  a  Inxurioos  phi- 
losophy, which,  leaving  to  others  the  task  of  dis- 
puting about  the  fhture,  centred  all  its  wisdom  in 
the  fiill  enjoyment  of  the  present 

The  sectaries  of  the  Garden  had,  ever  since  the 
death  of  their  founder,  been  accustomed  to  dedicate 
to  his  memory  the  twentieth  day  of  every  month. 
To  these  monthly  rites  had,  for  some  time,  been 
added  a  grand  annual  Festival,  in  commemoration 
of  his  birth.  The  feasts  given  on  this  occasion  by 
my  predecessors  in  the  Chair,  had  been  invariably 
distinguished  for  their  taste  and  splendour ;  and  it 
was  my  ambition,  not  merely  to  imitate  this  ex- 
ample, but  even  to  render  the  anniverauy,  now 
celebrated  under  my  auspices,  so  lively  and  bril- 
liant as  to  effiice  the  recollection  of  all  that  had 
preceded  it 

Seldom,  indeed,  had  Athens  witnessed  so  bright 
a  scene.  The  grounds  that  fbrmed  the  original 
site  of  the  Garden  had  received,  from  time  to  time, 
considerable  additions ;  and  the  whole  extent  was 
now  laid  out  with  that  perfect  taste,  which  under- 
stands how  to  wed  Nature  with  Art,  without  sa- 
crificing any  of  her  simplicity  to  the  alliance. 
Walks,  leading  through  wildernesses  of  shade  and 
fragrance — glades,  opening,  as  if  to  afford  a  play- 
ground for  the  sunshine — temples,  rising  on  the 


says  Warburton,  "  we  find  a  much  Joster  account  of  old 
Egyptian  wisdom,  than  in  all  the  prettpded  *  Hittoire  da 
Ciel.* " — DAr.  L<g.  book  iv.  sect.  14. 
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very  spofa  where  Imagination  herwlf  would  ha*e 
called  Ihcm  up,  and  founUuna  and  tekea,  in  a~ 
tcrnile  motion  and  repose,  rather  wantonly  cour 
ing  the  verdure,  or  calmly  sleeping  in  its  embrai 
—  inch  wii£  Ihp  variety  of  fentarp  that  diversifit 
those  fiiir  gurdens ;  and,  animated  b&  Ihey  were  c 
tliif  occasion,  by  all  the  living  wii  and  lovclinei 
of  Athens,  il  afibrd«i  a  scene  anch  as  my  <nm 
youihftil  bncj,  rich  as  it  wx9  then  in  iniageg  of 
luxury  and  beauty,  conld  hardly  have  uitieipated. 

"he  ceremonies  of  the  day  began  witi 
dawn,  when,  according  lo  the  form  of  simpler  and 
better  times,  thoae  amoDg  the  diKiples  wl 
apartments  within  the  Gardea,  bore  Ihe  image  of 
our    Founder    in    procession    from    chamber 
chamber,  chanting  verses  in  pruse  of  what  had 
long  ceased  lo  be  objects  of  our  imili 
fmgalily  and  lempersoee. 

Round  a  beautiful  take,  in  the  centre  of  the 
Garden,  stood  four  white  Doric  temples,  in  nne  <> 
which  was  collected  a  library  conlsining  all  Ihi 
flowers  of  Greciao  lilenilure ;  while,  in  the  re 
mnining  tliree,  CDDversation,  the  Song,  and  the 
Dance,  held,  tiuinlerrupted  by  each  ol 

>ectiTe  rites.  In  the  Library  stood  busts  of  all 
most  illustrious  Epicareaos,  both  of 
Greece  —  Horace,  Atlicus,  Pliny  the  elder,  the 
poet  l.ucreiioe,  Lucion,  and  the  lamented  biogra- 
pher of  Ihc  Philomphera,  hitely  lost  lo  us.  Dic- 
es Laertius.  There  were  also  the  portraits, 
marble,  of  all  the  eminent  female  Totorte*  of  the 
school  —  Leontium  and  her  fair  daughter  Danae, 
Tbemista,  PhilEenis.  and  others. 

,  was  here  that,  in  my  capacity  of  Hercsinrch, 
he  morning  of  the  Festival,  1  received  the  It- 
lictlations  of  the  day  from  tome  of  the  laireil  lips 
f  Athens;  and.  in  pronouncing  the  customary 
ration  lo  the  memory  of  our  Master  (in  which  it 
■at  usual  to  dwell  npon  the  doctrines  he  had  in- 
culcated), eudeavoured  to  attain  that  art,  so  useful 
before  such  an  audience,  of  lending  lo  ihe  gravest 
subjects  a  charm,  nhich  secures  them  listeners 
i;ven  among  the  simplest  and  must  volatile. 

Though  study,  as  may  be  supposed,  engrossed 
bat  little  the  nights  or  mornings  of  the  Garden, 
jet  oil  the  lighter  parts  of  learning — that  portion 
of  ils  attic  boaey,  for  which  the  bee  is  not  com- 
pelled to  go  Tery  deep  into  the  flower  —  was  some- 
what icalousiy  cultivated  by  ui.  Even  here, 
however,  the  young  student  bad  to  encounter  that 
kind  of  distractioti,  which  is,  of  all  others,  the 
leasl  fafourable  to  composure  of  thought;  and, 
with  more  than  one  of  my  fair  disciples,  there 
used  to  occur  such  scenes  as  the  following,  which 
a  poet  of  the  Garden,  taking  his  picture  t>om  the 
life,  thnsdescrilied:  — 


U|«e  iho  amtilf  utpt  t>tl0w 


But  i(  was  for  the  evening  i^ihal  dajr,  dot  A 
richest  of  our  lumries  were  reierv 
of  the  Garden  was  illumiiutted,  with  II 
skllfnl  variety  oflusire;  while  over  the  I^kcl 
Temples  were  scatter'd  wrealha  of  fl(twen,lll 
which  boan,  fill'd  wilh  beantifid  chiUnn,  ^ 
as  ihrough  a  liquid  parterre. 

Between  iwo  of  these  boau  a  mock  tK 
perpetually   carried  on; — their  nsprctiTv] 
manders,  two  blooming  yooUu,  being  hahiHlf 
represent  Er»  and  Antcros  :  tbe  Gbnacr.  ite  Ce-  | 
lestial  Love  of  tbe  Plafoniscs,  and 
more  earthly  spirit,  which  lUiirps  (he   uuw  W 
Love  among  the  Epicareoni.     Ttir 
whole  evening  their  confliel  was  ui  j 
TariouB  Euccetii  the  timid  diitaiiei'  i 
kept  aloof  from  his  lively  antagoiiDE  - 
safeguard  against  those  darts  of  fire,  wuli  >l>'.»in 
of  which  Ihe  other  asmilcil  him,  bm  wliick,  hlliat 
short  of  their  mark  opan  the  lake,  ooly  iconlirf  ' 
the  few  flowert  on  which  ihej  fell,  lail  war  a- 
tiugoished.  I 

In  another  part  of  tbe  garden^  ob  a  «kb  |lafc.  | 
illuminated  only  by  the  moon,  wu  prrfaise4  n 
imitation  of  the  torch-race  of  the  Pantabn^  !■ 
yoong  boys  chosen  for  their  tleetneK,al>damyiJ 
with  wings,  like  Copidi ;  while,  not  tar  olt  spu?  [ 
of  seven  nymphs,  with  each  a  iibt  on  her  hnimL 
represented  the  movements  of  tbe  plaomry  duux.  I 
and  embodied  the  dream  of  Pythi^orai  ialo  itil  I 
motion  and  song. 

At  every  turning  some  new  encbaalmmt  IfAt  ' 
uneipecledlj-on  tbeeyeorear  :  and  now,  frunds  ' 
depth  of  a  dark  grave,  from  whieh  a  fnunnrn  it 
ime  issued,  there  came  a  strain  li  mt 
music,  which,  mingliog  wilh  Ihe  ciuriinir  »f  tf^     ' 
water,  seemed  like  thevoiee  of  the  >p  -  ' 
sided  over  its  flow;  —  while,  st  oiii. 
n  appeared  to  come    hr' .. 
among  flowerj,  or  was  hoMd  suilJjritli  i- 
grouniLai  if  the  foot  had  just  totichcd  biD.i>).priEf 

It  may  seem  strange  that  I  sImuM  buw  hd  | 
upon  all  theie  trifling  details;  but  they  wtieUBt  | 
Ml  of  Ihe  flitnte  ;  and  every  (kingconDXtfdwiik 

imorable    night — eren  Ha   Iimg  irpeO'l  I 
follies  — must  for  ever  live  fondly  and  eKtr*;  » 
y.     The  featini  nuKludnl  with  sta- 
iiuct.  at  which,  sa  master  of  tbe  ScO.  I  prtaiW  i 
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sod  being,  myielf^  in  every  sense,  the  ascendant 
q>irit  of  the  whole  scene,  gave  life  to  all  around 
me,  and  saw  my  own  happiness  reflected  in  that  of 
others. 


CHAPTER  ir. 

The  fSettiTal  was  over; — the  sounds  of  the  song 
and  dance  had  ceased,  and  1  was  now  left  in  those 
Imiirions  gardens,  alone.  Though  so  ardent  and 
BCtive  a  votary  of  pleasure,  I  had,  by  nature,  a  dis- 
position full  of  melancholy ;  —  an  imagination  that, 
even  in  the  midst  of  mirth  and  happiness,  pre- 
lented  saddening  thoughts,  and  threw  the  shadow 
of  the  ftitnre  over  the  gayest  illusions  of  the  pre- 
sent 3felancholy  was,  indeed,  twin-bom  in  my 
•oul  with  Passion;  and  not  even  in  the  fullest 
fervour  of  the  latter  were  they  ever  separated. 
From  the  first  moment  that  I  was  conscious  of 
thought  and  feeling,  the  same  dark  thread  had  run 
across  the  web ;  and  images  of  death  and  annihil- 
ation  came  to  mingle  themselves  with  even  the 
noat  smiling  scenes  through  which  love  and  enjoy- 
ment led  me.  My  very  passion  for  pleasure  but 
deepened  these  gloomy  thoughts.  For,  shut  out, 
m  I  was  by  my  creed,  from  a  future  life,  and  having 
BO  hope  beyond  the  narrow  horizon  of  this,  every 
Bunote  of  earthly  delight  assumed,  in  my  eyes,  a 
moomfhl  preciousness ;  and  pleasure,  like  the 
Corner  of  the  cemetery,  grew  but  more  luxuriant 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  death. 

This  very  night  my  triumph,  my  happiness,  had 
teemed  complete.  I  had  been  the  presiding  genius 
<*f  that  voluptuous  scene.  Both  my  ambition  and 
my  love  of  pleasore  had  drunk  deep  of  the  rich 
cop  for  which  they  thirsted.  Looked  up  to  as  I 
wras  by  the  learned,  and  admired  and  loved  by  the 
beantilol  and  the  young,  I  had  seen,  in  every  eye 
that  met  mine,  either  the  acknowledgment  of 
bright  trinmphs  already  won,  or  the  promise  of 
others,  still  brighter,  that  awaited  me.  Yet,  even 
in  the  midst  of  all  this,  the  same  dark  thoughts 
hsid  presented  themselves; — the  perishablcness 
oC  myself  and  all  around  me  had  recurred  every 
hastant  to  my  mind.  Those  hands  I  had  prest — 
those  eyes,  in  which  I  had  seen  sparkling  a  spirit 
oCligfatand  life  that  ought  never  to  die  —  those  ' 
wuices,  that  had  spoken  of  eternal  love —  all,  all  I  I 
felt«  were  but  a  mockery  of  the  moment,  and  ; 
would  leave  nothing  eternal  but  the  silence  of  their  ! 

dost  I 

Oh,  were  it  not  for  thU  tad  Toice, 

Stealing  amid  oar  mirth  to  gay, 
That  all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice. 

Ere  night  taaj  be  the  earth-worm's  prcjr ;  — 


Bmi  for  this  bitter  —  only  this  — 

Full  as  the  world  is  brimm'd  with  bliss. 

And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 

Of  draining  to  its  depth  the  whole, 

I  should  turn  earth  to  heaven,  and  be. 

If  bliss  made  gods,  a  deity ! 

Such  was  the  description  I  gave  of  my  own  feelings 
in  one  of  those  wild,  passionate  songs,  to  which 
this  mixture  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  in  a  spirit  so 
buoyant,  naturally  gave  birth. 

And  seldom  had  my  heart  so  fully  surrendered 
itself  to  this  sort  of  vague  sadness  as  at  that  very 
moment,  when,  as  I  paced  thoughtfully  among  the 
fading  lights  and  flowers  of  the  banquet,  the  echo 
of  my  own  step  was  all  that  now  sounded,  where  so 
many  gay  forms  had  lately  been  revelling.  The 
moon  was  still  up,  the  morning  had  not  yet  glim- 
mered, and  the  calm  glories  of  the  night  still  rested 
on  all  around.  Unconscious  whither  my  pathway 
led,  I  continued  to  wander  along,  till  I,  at  length, 
found  myself  before,  that  fair  statue  of  Venus, 
with  which  the  chisel  of  Alcomenes  had  embellished 
our  Garden; — ^that  image  ofdeified  woman,  the  only 
idol  to  which  I  had  ever  yet  bent  the  knee.  Leaning 
against  the  pedestal  of  the  statue,  I  raised  my 
eyes  to  heaven,  and  fixing  them  sadly  and  intently 
on  the  ever-burning  stars,  as  if  seeking  to  read  the 
mournful  secret  in  their  light,  asked,  wherefore 
was  it  that  Man  alone  must  fade  and  perish,  while 
they,  so  much  less  wonderful,  less  godlike  than  he, 
thus  still  lived  on  in  radiance  unchangeable  and 
for  ever!  **  Oh,  that  there  were  some  spell,  some  talis- 
man,** I  exclaimed,  **  to  make  the  spirit  that  bums 
within  us  deathless  as  those  stars,  and  open  to  it  a 
career  like  theirs,  as  bright  and  inextinguishable 
throughout  all  time  !  '* 

Wbile  thus  indulging  in  wild  and  melancholy 
fancies,  I  felt  that  lassitude  which  earthly  pleasure, 
however  sweet,  still  leaves  behind,  come  insensibly 
over  me,  and  at  length  sunk  at  the  base  of  the 
statue  to  sleep. 

But  even  in  sleep,  the  same  fancies  continued  to 
haunt  me ;  and  a  dream  ^  so  distinct  and  vivid  as 
to  leave  behind  it  the  impression  of  reality,  thus 
presented  itself  to  my  mind.  I  found  myself  sud-  | 
denly  transported  to  a  wide  and  desolate  plain,  ' 
where  ncfthing  appeared  to  breathe,  or  move,  or 
live.  The  very  sky  that  hung  above  it  looked 
pale  and  extinct,  giving  the  idea,  not  of  darkness,  , 
but  of  light  that  had  become  dead ; — and  had  that  j 
whole  region  been  the  remains  of  some  older  world, 
left  broken  up  and  sunless,  it  could  not  have  pre-  ' 
sented  an  aspect  more  quenched  and  desolate. 
The  only  think  that  bespoke  life,  throughout  this 


>  For  the  importance  attached  to  dreams  by  the  ancients, 
see  Jar  tin.  Remarks  on  Eccletiastlcal  History,  toI. 
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melancholy  waste,  was  a  small  spark  of  light,  that 
at  first  glimmered  in  the  distance,  but,  at  length, 
slowly  approached  the  bleak  spot  where  I  stood. 
As  it  drew  nearer,  I  could  see  that  its  small  but 
steady  gleam  came  from  a  taper  in  the  hand  of  an 
ancient  and  venerable  man,  who  now  stood,  like 
a  pale  mesenger  from  the  grave,  before  me. 
After  a  few  moments  of  awful  silence,  during  which 
he  looked  at  me  with  a  sadness  that  thrilled  my 
very  soul,  he  said,  **  Thou,  who  seekest  eter- 
nal life,  go  unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile — go 
unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt 
find  the  eternal  life  thou  seekest ! " 

No  sooner  had  he  uttered  these  words  than  the 
deathlike  hue  of  his  cheek  at  once  brightened  into 
a  smile  of  more  than  earthly  promise  ;  while  the 
small  torch  he  held  in  his  hand  sent  forth  a  glow 
of  radiance,  by  which  suddenly  the  whole  surface 
of  the  desert  was  illuminated; — the  light  spreading 
even  to  the  distant  horizon's  edge,  along  whose 
line  I  could  now  see  gardens,  palaces,  and  spires, 
all  as  bright  as  the  rich  architecture  of  the  clouds 
at  sunset  Sweet  music,  too,  came  floating  in  every 
direction  through  the  air,  and,  from  all  sides,  such 
varieties  of  enchantment  broke  upon  me,  that, 
with  the  excess  alike  of  harmony  and  of  radiance,  I 
awoke. 

That  infidels  should  be  superstitious  is  an  ano- 
maly neither  unusual  nor  strange.  A  belief  in 
superhuman  agency  seems  natural  and  necessary 
to  the  mind  ;  and,  if  not  suffered  to  flow  in  the 
obvious  channels,  it  will  find  a  vent  in  some  other. 
Hence,  many  who  have  doubted  the  existence  of 
a  God,  have  yet  implicitly  placed  themselves  under 
the  patronage  of  Fate  or  the  stars.  Much  the 
same  inconsistency  I  was  conscious  of  in  my  own 
feelinp:8.  Though  rejecting  all  belief  in  a  Divine 
Providence,  I  had  yet  a  faith  in  dreams,  that  all 
my  philosophy  could  not  conquer.  Nor  was  expe- 
rience wanting  to  confirm  me  in  my  delusion  ;  for, 
by  some  of  those  accidental  coincidences,  which 
make  the  fortune  of  soothsayers  and  prophets, 
dreams,  more  than  once,  had  been  to  me 

Oracles,  truer  far  than  oak. 
Or  doTe,  or  tripod,  ever  spoke. 

It  was  not  wonderful,  therefore,  that  the  vision  of 
that  night  —  touching,  as  it  did,  a  chord  so  ready 
to  vibrate  —  should  have  affected  me  with  more 
than  ordinary  power,  and  even  sunk  deeper  into 
my  memory  with  every  effort  I  made  to  forget  it. 
In  vain  did  I  mock  at  my  own  weakness  ; — such 
self-derision  is  seldom  sincere.  In  vain  did  I 
pursue  my  accustomed  pleasures.  Their  zest  was, 
as  usual,  for  ever  new ;  but  still,  in  the  midst  of 
all  my  enjoyment,  came  the  cold  and  saddening 


I 
consciousness  of  mortality,  and,  with  it,  the 

lection  of  that  visionary  promise,  to  whic 

fancy,  in  defiance  of  reason,  still   continn 

cling. 

At  times  indulging  in  reveries,  that  were 
else  than  a  continuation  of  my  dream,  I  e^-ei 
templated  the  possible  existence  of  some  m 
secret,  by  which  youth,  if  not  perpetuated,  i 
be  at  least  prolonged,  and  that  dreadful  vicin 
death,  within  whose  circle  love  pines  and  pic 
sickens,  might  be  for  a  while  averted.  ** 
knows,"*  I  would  ask,  ''but  that  in  Egypt, 
region  of  wonders,  where  Mystery  hath  ye 
folded  but  half  her  treasures — where  still  ro 
undeciphered,  upon  the  pillars  of  Scth,  so  i 
written  secrets  of  the  antediluvian  world  — 
can  tell  but  that  some  powerful  charm,  loine  i 
let,  may  there  lie  hid,  whose  discovery,  as 
phantom  hath  promised,  but  awaits  my  comii 
some  compound  of  the  same  pure  atoms,  that 
the  essence  of  the  living  stars,  and  whose  infi 
into  the  frame  of  man  might  render  him  alsc 
fading  and  inmiortal !  ** 

Thus  fondly  did  I  sometimes  speculate,  in  1 
vague  moods  of  mind,  when  the  life  of  excite 
in  which  I  was  engaged,  acting  upon  a  warm  I 
and  vivid  fimcy,  produced  an  intoxication  of  ^ 
during  which  I  was  not  wholly  myselil  Thij 
wilderment,  too,  was  not  a  little  increased  bj 
constant  struggle  I  experienced  between  my 
natural  feelings,  and  the  cold,  mortal  creed  ol 
sect  —  in  endeavouring  to  escape  from  wj 
deadening  bondage  I  but  broke  loose  into 
realms  of  fantasy  and  romance. 

Even  in  my  soberest  moments,  however, 
strange  vision  for  ever  haunted  me  ;  and  e^ 
effort  I  made  to  chase  it  from  my  recollection 
unavailing.  The  deliberate  conclusion,  therH 
to  which  I  at  last  came,  was,  that  to  visit  E^ 
was  now  my  only  resource  ;  that,  without  se 
that  land  of  wonders,  I  could  not  rest,  nor,  i 
convinced  of  my  folly  by  disappointment,  be  rea 
able.  Without  delay,  accordingly,  I  annoo] 
to  my  friends  of  the  Garden,  the  intention  I 
formed  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  land  of  Pynn 
To  none  of  them,  however,  did  I  dare  to  coo 
the  vague,  visionary  impulse  that  actuated  me 
knowledge  being  the  object  that  I  alleged,  w 
Pleasure  was  that  for  which  they  gave  me  crc 
The  interests  of  the  School,  it  was  feared,  mi 
suffer  by  mv  absence  :  and  there  were  some  I 
derer  ties,  which  had  still  more  to  fear  from  se 
ration.  But  for  the  former  inconvenience  a  tt 
porary  remedy  was  provided ;  while  the  Unei 
skilful  distribution  of  vows  and  sighs  alleviat 
Being  furnished  with  recommendatory  letters 
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•n  puts  of  Egypt,  I  set  sail  in  the  sammer  of  the 
257,  A.  Si.,  for  Alexandria. 


CHAPTER  IIL 

To  one,  who  so  well  knew  how  to  extract  pleasure 
from  every  moment  on  land,  a  sea-voyage,  however 
nBooth  and&voorable,  appeared  the  least  agreeable 
node  of  losing  time  that  could  be  devised.  Often, 
indeed,  did  my  imagination,  in  passing  some  isle 
of  those  seas,  people  it  with  fair  forms  and  loving 
heurtStto  which  most  willingly  would  I  have  paused 
Id  offier  homage.  But  the  wind  blew  direct  towards 
Ae  land  of  Mystery ;  and,  still  more,  I  heard  a  voice 
within  me,  whispering  for  ever,  "  On." 

As  we  approached  the  coast  of  Egypt,  our  course 
toeame  less  prosperous ;  and  we  had  a  specimen  of 
the  henevolenoe  of  the  divinities  of  the  Nile,  in  the 
ifaape  of  a  storm,  or  rather  whirlwind,  which  had 
■eurly  sunk  our  vessel,  and  which  the  Egyptians  on 
boorddedaredtobe  the  work  of  their  deity,  Typhon. 
After  a  day  and  night  of  danger,  during  which  we 
were  driven  oat  of  our  course  to  the  eastward,  some 
taiigner  infloence  prevailed  above ;  and,  at  length, 
m  the  morning  freshly  broke,  we  saw  the  beautifhl 
city  of  Alexandria  rising  from  the  sea,  with  its 
proud  Pftlace  of  Kings,  its  portico  of  four  hundred 
wilnmnf,  and  the  fiiir  PilUur  of  Pillars  ^  towering 
ia  tlie  midst  to  heaven. 

After  passing  in  review  this  splendid  vision,  we 
diot  impidly  round  the  Rock  of  Pharos,  and,  in  a 
iew  minutes,  found  ourselves  in  the  harbour  of 
SuDOStus.  The  sun  had  risen,  but  the  light  on  the 
Great  Tower  of  the  Rock  was  still  burning ;  and 
tihere  was  a  languor  in  the  first  waking  movements 
of  that  voluptuous  city  —  whose  houses  and  temples 
iaj  shimng  in  silence  around  the  harbour — that 
foffleiently  attested  the  festivities  of  the  preceding 
aigfaL 

We  were  soon  landed  on  the  quay ;  and,  as  I 
walked,  through  a  line  of  palaces  and  shrines,  up 
the  street  which  leads  from  the  sea  to  the  Gate  of 
Canopns,  fresh  as  I  was  from  the  contemplation  of 
mj  own  lovely  Athens,  I  yet  felt  a  glow  of  admira- 
tion at  the  scene  around  me,  which  its  novelty,  even 
more  than  its  magnificence,  inspired.  Nor  were 
the  faumries  and  delights,  which  such  a  city  pro- 


1  Mora  properly,  perhaps,  *'  the  Column  of  the  Pillars." 
Vide  Jtdmllatif,  BeUtlon  de  I'Egjpte,  and  the  notes  of  AT 
4t  8m^  The  great  portico  round  this  column  (formerly 
Pompey's,  but  now  known  to  hare  been  erected  In 
of  Diocletian)  was  stUl  standing,  M.  de  Sacy  says,  in 
of  Saladiii.    Vide  Lorrf  Vakniia'*  Tracts. 


mised,  among  the  least  of  the  considerations  upon 
which  my  fancy  dwelt  On  the  contrary,  every 
thing  around  me  seemed  prophetic  of  love  and 
pleasure.  The  very  forms  of  the  architecture,  to 
my  Epicurean  imagination,  appeared  to  call  up 
images  of  living  grace ;  and  even  the  dim  seclu- 
sion of  the  temples  and  groves  spoke  only  of  tender 
mysteries  to  my  mind.  As  the  whole  bright 
scene  grew  animated  around  me,  I  felt  that  though 
Egypt  might  not  enable  me  to  lengthen  life,  she 
could  teach  the  next  best  art —  that  of  multiplying 
its  enjoyments. 

The  population  of  Alexandria  >,  at  this  period, 
consisted  of  the  most  motley  miscellany  of  nations, 
religions,  and  sects,  that  had  ever  been  brought 
together  in  one  city.  Besides  the  school  of  the 
Grecian  Platonist  was  seen  the  oratory  of  the 
cabalistic  Jew  ;  while  the  church  of  the  Christian 
stood,  undisturbed,  over  the  crypts  of  the  Egyp- 
tian Hierophant  Here,  the  adorer  of  Fire,  fit)m 
the  East,  laughed  at  the  less  elegant  superstition 
of  the  worshipper  of  cats,  from  the  West.  Here 
Christianity,  too,  had  learned  to  emulate  the  pious 
vagaries  of  Paganism  ;  and  while,  on  one  side, 
her  Ophite  professor  was  seen  bending  his  knee 
gravely  before  a  serpent,  on  the  other,  a  Nicosian 
Christian  was  heard  contending,  with  no  less  gra- 
vity, that  there  could  be  no  chance  whatever  of 
salvation  out  of  the  pale  of  the  Greek  alphabet 
Still  worse,  the  uncharitableness  of  Christian 
schism  was  already,  with  equal  vigour,  distin- 
guishing itself;  and  I  heard  every  where,  on  my 
arrival,  of  the  fierce  rancour  and  hate,  with  which 
the  Greek  and  Latin  churchmen  were  then  perse- 
cuting each  other,  because,  forsooth,  the  one  fiisted 
on  the  seventh  day  of  the  week,  and  the  others 
fasted  upon  the  fourth  and  sixth  ! 

To  none,  however,  of  these  different  creeds  and 
sects,  except  in  as  far  as  they  furnished  food  for 
ridicule,  had  I  time  to  pay  much  attention.  I  was 
now  in  the  most  luxurious  city  of  the  universe,  and 
accordingly  gave  way,  without  reserve,  to  the 
various  seductions  that  surrounded  me.  My  repu- 
tation, both  as  a  philosopher  and  a  man  of  pleasure, 
had  preceded  my  coming;  and  Alexandria,  the 
second  Athens  of  the  world,  welcomed  me  as  her 
own.  I  found  my  celebrity,  indeed,  act  as  a  talis- 
man, that  opened  all  hearts  and  doors  at  my  ap- 
proach. The  usual  novitiate  of  acquaintance  was 
dispensed  with  in  my  favour,  and  not  only  inti- 


*  Ammianus  thus  speaks  of  the  state  of  Alexandria  in  his 
time,  which  was,  I  believe,  as  late  as  the  end  of  the  fcHirth 
century :  —  "  Ne  nunc  quidem  in  eadem  urbc  Doctrinse  rarlc 
silent,  noo  apud  not  exuiiit  Musica  nee  Uarmonia  conticuit.'* 
Lib.SS. 
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iiia(Mi>,  hilt  liiVL's  ami  frii'ndKhi{Hi,  ripfiiiHl  as  rapidly 
ill  my  paili.  m  vcp-tation  sprinp«  up  wlu're  the 
Nili"  lia*  lli»»i'«l.  Thf  dark  heaiity  i»f  the  K|ryp- 
li:in  won  1 1' II '  iNt>^i'*»M-fl  u  iidvi-ltv  in  iii\  i-ws  that 
f'.ili:niri'<l  ilf>  nthi-r  olianns :  and  the  Iiiu-  left  hv 
I  111'  sun  nil  thi-ir  rimiiditl  cluvks  mtuumI  hut  an 
(MnifM  of  the  ^t'liial  ardour  hv  luiiiit  have  kindk'd 
ill  thi-ir  lu'arts  — 

rill*'  iiu*>rii»TiiM);  or  the  fruit,  thai  tilU, 
lliiw  iiih  «i:hiii  till'  ».Mil  or»«iTtiiP»»  (IwHIs. 

Siiiu'  Wi't'ks  hail  now  iklvmhI  in  such  constant 
and  I'ViT-t'lKin^'in^'  plt'asuri's.  that  vvvn  the  nielan- 
chol\  \W\ck'  di-i-p  villiin  my  lirart.  thougli  it  still 
s|Nik«',  iiia<i  hut  M>ldoiii  li>iuni'd  t«i,  and  mmiu  dii*d 
away  in  thr  H>iiiid  of  tlu*  siren  s<ings  that  stur- 
riMimlrd  me.  At  length,  as  tlie  novelty  of  these 
piy  siviK^K  won'  <»lf.  the  same  vajrue  and  ghM>my 
hiMlinpK  lM';ran  to  mingle  w  ith  all  my  joys  :  and  an 
incident  that  m.*eurred.  at  this  time,  durinf;  one  of 
my  f;ayest  n*velij,  OfUiduci'd  still  more  to  deejH-n 
their  phM>m. 

The  celehration  of  the  annual  festival  of  Senipis 
hap|K>n(*<l  to  take  place  during:  my  stay,  and  1  was, 
nion*  than  tuiee.  indu^<.^l  to  mingle  with  the  piy 
multitudes  that  Ihn'ked  to  the  shrine  at  Canopiis 
on  the  «K'e:ision.  l>ay  and  ni^ht,  as  hm^  as  this 
festival  lasted,  the  jrreat  canal,  which  led  from 
Alexandria  to  Canopus.  was  c(»venMl  with  ImkiTs 
t'lill  of  pil^'rini'^  of  Imtli  v\rs.  all  hastening'  to 
avail  tlu'iiiM-Ui"*  of  this  pious  lioeiKM*.  wliirli  lent 
tlir  /.t"«t  of  a  rrliL'ii>us  suiiction  to  plraMire,  and 
j:avi'a  Imlula}  ti>  the  follies  and  passions  of  eaith, 
in  honour  of  liraven. 

1  wa««  n'tuniiii;;.  one  lovrlv  niuht.  t<»  AKxamlria. 
Tlu'  north  wind,  that  welcome  visittT,  had  eooU-il 

'  rroin  till-  iliir,u-trr  of  tin'  Cvitiirrs  of  tin-  Sphinx,  atiii  n 
|MHl.l;:r  ill  1li'riiii>>til«.ili-'>rnhlli^'  tin-  ri.'\pll.m^  -.x-^  ut>.my  X{»K 
« -<  •fc>.»rji^«.-.  Vii|iii->.  Ilniri'.  ami  h  f<'»  fitlii-r>.  Iiavf  ruii- 
rlmU'il  tli.il  till-  ,itii-ii-iit  iii)i.ihil.int<  of  i-'cvpt  wm*  i)ct'ri>r«. 
Hut  llii<  (ipiiiKiii  i.«  riintraiiirti'ii  l»y  a  ll<•^t  nl'  aiitli-iiiti<->. 
Si»»*  I'ltsti  ra's  |juli'«  iip.iii  Ii§ntrHi''$  Triitrlx,  lor  tin*  n  »iilt  of 
Illiiiiii'iilMrh'a  (li>'>^iH-tioi)  of  a  varii'ty  of  rntiinniii'ii.  Dniun. 
.>|HMkiii);  of  till'  (>li.ir.ii.-tiT  itf  till'  hi'ail»  ri-pn-M-niril  in  tin* 
ani'irnt  nciilpturr  ami  paiiitInK  of  r:;ypl.  *.iyi».  "  tVlli*  cli<« 
fi>ii)iii<*(  ri>!»M'inlil«'  cMKirr  a  l,i  li);nri>  (li'<  jo|ic<  ffnimo  li'aii- 
jiMirti'hdi :  tic  la  riMii|i-iir.  ilr  la  voluptc,  Ic  iifK  pi'tit.  \vt  yi-ii\ 
I"»ii>:ii,  iM'ii  oiiTortn."  Nr.  Ar.  Ili>  roiiM  jinip",  t<Hi,  Ii»»  My*, 
from  till*  fi'innli'  muiimiico.  "qui*  |i>iirii  rht'vnix  i-tnli'ut  loiitr^ 
ri  li»«i'*.  qui'  li»  caraitl^re  ili'  ti-tf  ili'  l.t  pliip.vrt  ifiioit  dti  Ikmu 
ktyli'."  —  "  Ji«  r.ipp^irtai."  hi'  ailiU,  "  iith'  trtiilf  vli'illi*  fcniimr 
<|iii  etoit  nii*<i  bdlr  qui*  itIIc*  ilr  Micln'l- Au^i'.  ot  Iriir  rct^oni- 
lilfit  lH>aiiroiip." 

Ill  a  "  Dtu'ription  gvnernli'  rfr  Ththrg,  by  ^tl•s^rs.  JttHoit 
ft  Ih'*pillu'rt.  thry  say,  "  Touti's  Ii'fc  «i'ulptiirr!«  Fjryptit'iiiir*. 
lii-pulo  li'i  plu«  KrandA  coIoam'i  di*  'IlidlM-^  jiiMpi'aux  plui 
p«-titc«  iiiiilrK.  iii>  rappi'li'iit  on  aiiruni'  inaniOre  Ir*  traits  dc  la 
fiRun*  dc*  iii-i;rc4  ;  uiitrc  fjiic  Ic*  tetoti  dcK  moniien  dcs  cata- 
c()iii)ic<  dc  'ri)(-lN><  ]irc»cniint  den  protlU  dr<»lt«."  ( Sec  alto 
.V.  Juinnrd'*  "  I)i;«rnptioii  of  SyeiiP  and  the  Cataract*." 
liaron  Larrcy,  uii  the  "  con  format  Inn   phyiique**  of  the 
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■ttncted  my  attention,  on  whose  head  was  a  chap- 
let  of  dark-cokmred  flowers,  and  who  sat  veiled 
and  silent  daring  the  whole  of  the  hanquet  She 
took  no  share,  I  observed,  in  what  was  passing 
around :  the  riands  and  the  wine  went  by  her 
nntoDched,  nor  did  a  word  that  was  spoken  seem 
addressed  to  her  ear.  This  abstraction  from  a 
acme  so  sparkling  with  gaiety,  though  apparently 
unnoticed  by  any  one  but  myself,  struck  me  as 
mysterions  and  strange.  I  inquired  of  my  fair 
neighbour  the  canse  of  it,  but  she  looked  grave, 
and  was  silent 

In  the  mean  time,  the  lyre  and  the  cup  went 
round ;  and  a  young  maid  from  Athens,  as  if  in- 
apired  by  the  presence  of  her  countryman,  took 
her  lute,  and  sung  to  it  some  of  the  songs  of  Greece, 
with  a  warmth  of  feeling  that  bore  me  back  to  the 
of  the  Ilissus,  and,  even  in  the  bosom  of 
pleasure,  drew  a  sigh  fh>m  my  heart  for 
that  which  had  passed  away.  It  was  daybreak  ere 
<Hir  delighted  party  rose,  and  most  unwillingly 
re-embarked  to  return  to  the  city. 

We  were  scarce  afloat,  when  it  was  disQoyered 
that  the  lute  of  the  young  Athenian  had  been  left 
befaiad;  and,  with  a  heart  still  full  of  its  sweet 
tr'"*^^  I  most  readily  sprang  on  shore  to  seek  it 
I  hastened  at  once  to  the  banquet-room,  which 
vaa  now  dim  and  solitary,  except  that — there,  to 
mj  otter  astonishment,  was  still  seated  that  silent 
jBgare,  which  had  awakened  so  much  my  curiosity 
during  the  evening.  A  vague  feeling  of  awe  came 
over  me,  as  I  now  slowly  approached  it  There 
waa  no  motion,  no  sound  of  breathing  in  that 
florm ; — not  a  leaf  of  the  dark  chaplet  upon  its 
brow  stirred.  By  the  light  of  a  dying  lamp  which 
■tood  on  the  table  before  the  figure,  I  rais'd,  with 
a  hesitating  hand,  the  veil ;  and  saw — what  my 
ftncy  had  already  anticipated  —  that  the  shape 
mdemeath  was  lifeless,  was  a  skeleton !  Startled 
and  shocked,  I  harried  back  with  the  lute  to  the 
boat,  and  was  almost  as  silent  as  that  shape  itself 
daring  the  remainder  of  the  voyage. 

This  custom  among  the  Egyptians  of  placing  a 
mummy,  or  skeleton,  at  the  banquet-table,  had 
been  lor  some  time  disused,  except  at  particular 
eeremonies ;  and,  even  on  such  occasions,  it  had 
been  the  practice  of  the  luxurious  Alexandrians  to 
dugaiae  Uiis  memorial  of  mortality  in  the  manner 
Joat  described.  Bat  to  me,  who  was  wholly  un- 
prepared for  such  a  spectacle,  it  gave  a  shock  from 
which  my  imagination  did  not  speedily  recover. 
This  silent  and  ghastly  witness  of  mirth  seemed  to 
embody,  as  it  were,  the  shadow  in  my  own  heart 
The  features  of  the  grave  were  thus  stamped 
npon  the  idea  that  had  long  haunted  me,  and  this 
pictore  of  what  I  was  Id  be  now  associated  itself 


constantly  with  the  sunniest  aspect  of  what  I 
was. 

The  memory  of  the  dream  now  recurred  to  me 
more  livelily  than  ever.  The  bright,  assuring 
smile  of  that  venerable  Spirit,  and  his  words,  ^*  Go 
to  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find 
the  eternal  life  thou  seekest,"  were  for  ever  pre- 
sent to  my  mind.  But  as  yet,  alas,  I  had  done 
nothing  towards  realising  the  proud  promise. 
Alexandria  was  not  Egypt; — the  very  soil  on 
which  it  now  stood  was  not  in  existence,  when 
already  Thebes  and  Memphis  had  numbered  ages 
of  glory. 

"  No,"  I  exclaimed ;  "  it  is  only  beneath  the 
Pyramids  of  Memphis,  or  in  the  mystic  Halls  of 
the  Labyrinth,  those  holy  arcana  are  to  be  found, 
of  which  the  antediluvian  world  has  made  Egypt 
its  heir,  and  among  which — blest  thought! — the 
key  to  eternal  life  may  lie." 

Having  formed  my  determination,  I  took  leave 
of  my  many  Alexandrian  friends,  and  departed  for 
Memphis. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

EoTPT  was,  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the  country  most 
calculated,  from  that  mixture  of  the  melancholy 
and  the  voluptuous,  which  marked  the  character  of 
her  people,  her  religion,  and  her  scenery,  to  affect 
deeply  a  fancy  and  temperament  like  mine,  and 
keep  both  for  ever  tremblingly  alive.  Wherever 
I  turned,  I  beheld  the  desert  and  the  garden, 
mingling  together  their  desolation  and  bloom.  I 
saw  the  love-bower  and  the  tomb  standing  side  by 
side,  as  if,  in  that  land.  Pleasure  and  Death  kept 
hourly  watch  upon  each  other.  In  the  ver)'  luxury 
of  the  climate  there  was  the  same  saddening  in- 
fluence. The  monotonous  splendour  of  the  days, 
the  solemn  radiance  of  the  nights — all  tended  to 
cherish  that  ardent  melancholy,  the  offspring  of 
passion  and  of  thought,  which  had  been  so  long  the 
familiar  inmate  of  my  soul. 

AVhen  I  sailed  from  Alexandria,  the  inundation 
of  the  Nile  was  at  its  full.  The  whole  valley  of 
Egypt  lay  covered  by  its  blood  ;  and,  as,  looking 
around  me,  I  saw  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun, 
shrines,  palaces,  and  monuments,  encircled  by  the 
waters,  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  beheld  the 
sinking  island  of  Atalantis,  on  the  last  evening  its 
temples  were  visible  above  the  wave.  Such 
varieties,  too,  of  animation  as  presented  themselves 
on  every  side! — 

IVhile.  far  as  sight  could  reach,  beneath  as  clear 
And  blue  a  heaven  as  ever  bless'd  this  sphere. 


MOORE'S  WOKKS. 


Eachaated  «ilh  Ihe  whole  nxae,  I  lingered  di>- 
lighledl;  on  laj  vojisge,  vigiling  ill  Ibace  liuuri- 
Biid  vcaemblc  places,  whuse  DBmes  bave  been 
conEwrUfd  by  the  wonder  of  ages.  At  Sals  I  wat 
prvsent  during  her  FeElival  or  Lanipi,  and  read,  by 
tbc  blaze  of  iitnuaurable  lights,  those  sublime 
words  OD  the  temple  of  Neilha  '  i  —  "  I  am  all  that 
boa  been,  tbal  is,  and  Ibet  will  be,  and  no  minn 
I  ever  [ilt«l  my  veiL"  I  wandered  among  the 
prostnite  obelisks  of  Uttiopolis*.  and  saw,  not 
wilhont  a  sigh,  the  sno  smiling  over  her  ruins,  as 

D  mockery  of  the  mass  of  perishable  grandeitr, 
Ihat  had  once  called  ilaelf.  in  its  pride, "  The  City 
at  ibe  Sun."  But  to  the  lile  of  ibe  Golden  Venus* 
wu.Iown,  my  fondest  pilgrimage  1 — andther<!,  as! 
rambled  through  iu  shadts,  where  bowers  are  the 
only  temples,  I  felt  how  far  moro  worthy  lo  form 
the  shrine  of  a  Deity  are  the  evertiTing  stems  of 
the  garden  and  the  grove,  llinn  the  most  precious 
Kjlumns  the  inanimate  quarry  can  supply. 

E»ery  wbei^  new  pleasures,  new  interests 
■wailed  me;  and  thongb  Melancboly  Blood,  as 
isual,  fbr  eier  near,  her  shadow  fell  but  half'-way 


riS.Kt'Um  «.  rt>1 


Is  FwtUnada  SoUU."—  MtOlet, 


over  my  vagrant  path,  leaving  tiw  R*t  bat  ■ 
welcomcly  briUiani  from  the  ooulnaL  To  re 
my  various  odveDUu-ea,  diving  Itu*  sfaon  top 
would  only  detain  me  frusn  eveBts,  br,  fitf  ■ 
wntthy  uTrttcord.  Amidst  sU  thia  i  iiilliM  nfi 
of  BllriclioDs,  (be  greet  object  of  my  Joonwy  I 
been  furgotten  ; — the  myxteriti*  of  tbis  load  tt 


ever,  and  as  yet  1  hod  been  ialtiai«<l  U  tutt 
but  its  pleasures. 

It  was  not  till  thai  memorBble  ercuhi^  vha 
first  s[ood  before  the  Pynuuids  of  Jlem^Jk  I 
bi'bvld  them  lowering  aloft,  like  the  waUcli'lov 
of  Time,  froiD  whose  soinmit,  wluni  ahont  M  i 
pire,  he  will  look  his  last  —  it  fttt  an)  tilt  t 
moment  that  the  great  secret  anaoaiKed  is  I 
dream  again  rose,  in  all  its  itucmtabls  ditto 
upon  mj  ihougbli.  There  was  ■  BolettilUl7  ■■  I 
suubhinc  resting  upon  those  monuoimila — aid 
ness,  as  of  rerereace,  in  the  aii-  thai  bMMI 
around  tliem,  which  teemed  to  stvaU,  ltfc*ilutai 
of  pB^  times,  into  my  heart.  1  tlum^  wl 
myriads  of  the  wise,  the  beautiAU.  uid  1^  IM 
bad  sunk  into  dust  lioce  earth  fini  nv  da 
wooden :  and,  in  tbe  sidnen  of  niy  imil,  t  < 
claimed. — "Must  man  alone,  then,  pvrith  I  w 
minds  and  hearts  be  annibllaled.  while  pymn 
endure?  Ob,  Death,  Death!  e-rtn  apoB  th 
eierlasiing  tablets  — the  only  appmAch  to  ivat 
tality  thai  kingi  Ihemaelvea  could  jmrrhaw — di 
haat  written  our  doom  awfuUj,  anil  inlel%iN 
saying,  'There  is  for  man  do  elenwt  manrfoa,  1 
tbe  grave  I '  " 

My  heart  sunk  it  the  ibougbt ;  ta^  fir  S 
moment.  I  yielded  to  That  dooUte  Ceding,  wU 
overspread]  llie  soul  thai  halh  no  li|^(  &«■  ll 
future.  But  ugain  Ihe  buoyancy  of  my  au> 
prevuled,  and  again,  Ihe  willing  Aafm  at  n 
dreams.  I  deluded  myself  into  Ih*  belkf  id  I 
that  my  heart  most  «i«hcd,  witk  thai  faqf 
lacibly  which  enables  imaginolioii  to  Hand  la  ll 
place  of  happiness.  "  Yes,"  I  cried,  **  'mmtmS 
niial  be  within  man's  reach  i  and.  ma  wtatnm  ita 
is  worthy  of  such  a  blessing,  to  the  vise  alow  Hi 
Ihe  secret  have  been  rcTesled.  It  U  said,  *H<  dr 
under  yonder  pyramid,  has  lain  for  tgm  eOMol 
Ibe  Table  of  Emeimld  \  on  wliiclitkv  TW(V«iR 


I*  iiiprli* 
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Hermeg,  in  times  before  the  flood,  engrayed  the 
•eeret  of  Alchemy,  which  gires  gold  at  wilL  Why 
tiwB,  may  not  the  mightier,  the  more  god-like 
secret,  that  gives  Ufe  at  will,  be  recorded  there 
■lio  ?  It  was  by  the  power  of  gold,  of  endless 
gold,  that  the  kings,  who  now  repose  in  those 
mMsy  stroctores,  scooped  earth  to  its  very  centre, 
tud  raised  qnarries  into  the  air,  to  provide  for 
tiiemselves  tombs  that  might  outstand  the  world. 
Who  can  tell  but  that  the  gift  of  immortality  was 
tlso  theirs  ?  who  knows  but  that  they  themselves, 
triumphant  over  decay,  still  live ; — those  mighty 
■ansions,  which  we  call  tombs,  being  rich  and 
everlasting  palaces,  within  whose  depths,  concealed 
ftom  this  withering  world,  they  still  wander,  with 
flie  few  Elect  who  have  been  sharers  of  their 
gift,  through  a  sunless,  but  ever  illuminated, 
djvnm  of  their  own?  Else,  wherefore  those 
ftmetnres?  wherefore  that  subterranean  realm, 
\j  which  the  whole  valley  of  Egypt  is  under- 
i^aed  ?  Why,  else,  those  labyrinths,  which  none 
of  euth  hath  ever  beheld — which  none  of  heaven, 
ozcept  that  God,  who  stands,  with  finger  on  his 
Inahed  lip  \  hath  ever  trodden  ?** 

While  thos  I  indulged  in  fond  dreams,  the  sun, 
alrady  half  sunk  beneath  the  horizon,  was  taking 
cabnly  and  gloriously,  his  last  look  of  the  Pyra- 
he  had  done,  evening  after  evening,  for 
till  they  had  grown  familiar  to  him  as  the 
earth  itielfl  On  the  side  turned  to  his  ray  they 
BOW  presented  a  firont  of  dazzling  whiteness  % 
while,  on  the  other,  their  great  shadows,  lengthen- 
ing away  to  the  eastward,  looked  like  the  first 
•leps  of  Night,  hastening  to  envelope  the  hills  of 
Aimbj  in  her  shade. 

No  sooner  had  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun  disap- 
peared, than,  on  every  house-top  in  Memphis,  gay, 
gilded  banners  were  seen  waving  aloft,  to  proclaim 
bie  setting — while,  at  the  same  moment,  a  full 
bnnt  of  harmony  was  heard  to  peal  from  all 
flie  temples  along  the  shores. 

Sbirtled  from  my  musing  by  these  sounds,  I  at 
once  recollected,  that,  on  that  very  evening,  the 
great  festival  of  the  Moon  was  to  be  celebrated. 
On  a  little  island,  half-way  over  between  the 
gardens  of  Memphis  and  the  eastern  shore,  stood 
the  temple  of  that  goddess. 


whose  beams 
Bring  the  sweet  time  of  night-flowers  and  dreams. 
iiot  the  cold  Dian  of  the  North,  who  chains 
In  Tcstal  ice  the  current  of  young  veins ; 
But  she,  who  haunts  the  gay,  Bubastian  '  grove. 
And  owns  she  sees,  from  her  bright  heaven  above, 
Nothing  on  earth  to  match  that  heaven,  but  love ! 

Thus  did  I  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  one  of  their 
own  Egyptian  poets,  as,  anticipating  the  various 
delights  of  the  festival,  I  cast  away  fh)m  my  mind 
all  gloomy  thoughts ;  and,  liastening  to  my  little 
bark,  in  which  I  now  lived  the  life  of  a  Nile-bird, 
on  the  waters,  steered  my  course  to  the  island- 
temple  of  the  Moon. 


ayftiret  si  cach^  sous  le  voile  de  leur  pretendue 
ScUfioa.**— FaUiw  Egyptiemtft.  The  hieroglyphs,  that  for- 
Msrly  covered  the  Pyramids,  are  supposed  by  some  of  these 
vrllnrt  to  relate  to  the  same  art.  See  Mutut  Liber,  Rupelke. 
I  **  Bntn  Harpocrate  repr^sentoit  aussi  le  Soleii.  II  est 
ynwk  qoo  c*itolt  aussi  le  Dieu  du  Silence ;  il  mettoit  le  doigt 
Mr  la  booelie  pareequ*OD  adoroit  le  solell  avec  un  respectueux 
iilooeo,  at  c'ast  de  U  qn'ett  renn  le  Sig6  des  Basilldiens,  qui 
ttraiant  tear  ortgine  de  rBgypte."— Aroufoftrr. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  slow  and  majestic,  as  if 
conscious  of  the  honours  that  awaited  her  upon 
earth,  was  welcomed  with  a  loud  acclaim  from 
every  eminence,  where  multitudes  stood  watching 
for  her  first  light  And  seldom  had  that  light 
risen  upon  a  more  beautiful  scene.  The  city  of 
Memphis  —  still  grand,  though  no  longer  the  un- 
rivalled Memphis,  that  had  borne  away  from 
Thebes  the  crown  of  supremacy,  imd  worn  it  un- 
disputed through  ages  —  now,  softened  by  the  mild 
moonlight  that  harmonised  with  her  decline, 
shone  forth  among  her  lakes,  her  pyramids,  and 
her  shrines,  like  one  of  those  dreams  of  human 
glory  that  must  ere  long  pass  away.  Even  already 
ruin  was  visible  around  her.  The  sands  of  the 
Libyan  desert  were  gaining  upon  her  like  a  sea  ; 
and  there,  among  solitary  columns  and  sphinxes, 
already  half  sunk  from  sight.  Time  seemed  to 
stand  waiting,  till  all  that  now  flourished  around 
him  should  fall  beneath  his  desolating  hand,  like 
the  rest 

On  the  waters  all  was  gaiety  and  life.  As  far  as 
eye  could  reach,  the  lights  of  innumerable  boats  were 
seen  studding,  like  rubies,  the  surface  of  the  stream. 
Vessels  of  every  kind  —  fit)m  the  light  coracle  ^ 
built  for  shooting  down  the  cataracts,  to  the  large 
yacht  that  glides  slowly  to  the  sound  of  flutes — all 
were  afloat  for  this  sacred  festival,  filled  with 
crowds  of  the  young  and  the  gay,  not  only  ftt)m 


3  "  By  reflecting  the  sun's  rays,"  says  Clarke,  speaking  of 
the  Pyramids,  "they  appeared  white  as  snow." 

3  For  Bubastis,  the  Diana  of  the  Egyptians,  vide  Jahbm- 
Mki,  lib.  iii.  cap.  4. 

^  Vide  Amailhou,  "  Histoire  de  la  Navigation  et  du  Com- 
merce  des  Egifptiens  Moms  les  Ptotemces."  See  also,  for  a 
description  of  the  various  kinds  of  l>oats  used  on  the  Nile, 
Maillet,  torn.  i.  p.  96. 


L. 


MOOEE'S  WORKS. 


Memphis  luid  Bibyton,  bnl  from  cities  still  briber 
oved  fmin  the  feilal  Kene. 
H  I  ap|)rnached  the  itlaad,!  could  see,  gliltcring 
ibrougb  Ihe  ireei  on  Ihe  bank,  llie  lamps  of  liie  I 
pilgrim*  baslening  lo  the  ct^rcmany.  Landing  in  i 
the  direction  wbicb  thoie  lights  pointed  out,  I  soon 
joined  Ihc  crowd ;  and,  passing  tbrongh  &  long  . 
allej  of  sphinxes,  nbosespnngting  msrbic gleamed 
out  from  (he  dark  aycamoret  utoiuid  tliom,  reached 
a  short  time  the  grand  vestibule  of  Ihe  temple,  | 
lere  I  found  Ibe  ceremonies  of  the  evening 
Blruady  commenced. 

Id  Ibit  Tut  boll,  which  was  snmiunded  by  n 
dauhlc  range  of  columns,  and  lay  open  orer-bead 
to  Ibc  iljui  of  heaven,  1  saw  a  group  of  young 
maidens,  muring  in  &  sort  of  measured  step,  be- 
tween walk  and  dance,  rottud  a  small  shrine,  upoa 
which  (toed  one  of  tliosc  sacred  birds',  that,  on 
nint  of  the  variegated  colour  of  their  wiogt, 
are  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  Ibe  moon.  The 
vestibule  was  dimly  lighted  —  tbere  being  but  one 
lamp  of  nupblba  bung  ou  encb  of  ibe  great  pillars 
thai  encircled  it.  But,  having  taken  my  station 
beside  one  of  those  pillars,  I  bad  a  clear  view  of 
the  young  dancers,  as  in  sueceuioD  ibey  passed 

Tbe  drapery  nf  all  was  while  as  snow  i  and  each 
wore  loosely,  beneath  ibe  bosom,  n  dork-blue  «one. 
r  bandelvt,  studded,  like  (he  skies  at  midnight, 
with  small  silver  slan.  Through  their  dark  locks 
was  wrvalhed  tbe  white  lily  of  the  Nile — tbat 
'ed  Hower  being  accounted  no  less  welcome  to 
moon,  than  the  golden  blossoms  of  tbe  beim- 
'er-  ore  known  to  be  !□  tbe  sun.  As  (bey 
pasted  nnder  the  lamp,  a  gleam  of  light  flashed 
fVom  their  bosoms,  wbich,  I  could  perceive,  was 
the  reflection  of  a  small  mirror,  that,  in  (he  man- 
ner of  the  women  of  tbe  East,  each  of  the  dancers 
wore  bencnlb  her  left  shoulder. 

There  was  no  music  (o  regulate  their  steps  -,  but, 
HS  they  gracefiilly  went  roand  Ihe  bird  on  tbe  shrine, 
le  lo  the  beat  of  tbe  Castanet,  some  lo  tbe  shrill 
;  of  a  SLBlmm* — which  they  held  uplifted  iu 
altitude  of  tbeir  own  divine  Isis  —  concinned 
moaiously  to  lime  (he  cadence  of  tbeir  feel ; 
while  others,  al  every  step,  shook  a  small  chain 
ilver,  whose  soDnd.  mingling  with  those  of  the 


castanets  and  sisCrums,  prodtioed  >  wild,  hoi  ■) 

UDpleasiug  harmonv- 

Tbey  seemed  all  lovely  ;  but  (hme  was  ont—  [ 
whose  face  tbe  light  had  not  yet  rvacbiiL  si'ioia- 
cast  she  held  il  —  who  aiuscled,  au'l    < 
voted  all  my  looks  and  tbougbls-    I  ■ 
but  there  was  a  sometbing  in  tbo-  r- 
tures  —  a  chonn  in  Ihe  *ety  »hnJi>' 
over  tbeir   imagined  beauty  —  which   titl  ri> 
bncy  more  than  all  ibe  oat-shining  loreliitna  i4  ' 
her  compaaions.     So  enchained  wvA  t  by  ibli  tuj 
mysleiy.  that  ber  alone,  of  oU  tbe  group.  cuuU  1 
either  see  or  tlunk  of —  her  alooe  1  walcbW.  »,  ' 
with  the  same  downcasl  brow,  sbe  glidrd  gBillj 
and  aerially  round  the  altar,  as  if  her  pnmaa, 
like  that  of  a  spirit,  was  somelbiDg  to  br  All.  ad( 

Suddenly,  wbile  I  gazed,  tliF  load  cniii  of  •  i 
Ihonsand  cymbals  was  heard  ;  —  Ibv  maMj  DM 
of  the  Temple  Sew  open,  as  if  by  magic  nd  •  | 
flood  of  radiance  &^m  Ihe  illuminated  aisle  £1M  I 
the  whole  vestibule  1  wbile.  at  Uie  sacw  insCiaLa 
if  tbe  light  and  the  toonds  were  bom  iD^rihir,  t  I 
peal  of  rich  harmony  came  Diingling  with  At 

II  was  then  —  by  that  light,  «hieb  ibone  bll  . 
upon  tlie  yonng  maiden's  featarea.  as,  nartiDf  « 
'  the  sudden  blaze,  sbe  raised  her  ejes  to  (be  [Mlsl, 
Bad  as  quickly  lei  Sill  their  lids  afTin  —  U  wN 
then  I  beheld,  what  even  my  own  ardent  iul"— 
tion.  in  its  moat  vivid  dreams  of  beauty,  faarf  aricr 
pictured.  Not  Psyche  herself,  whca  |iainn|  W 
Ibe  threshold  of  heaven,  while  its  Cm  gloria  M 
on  her  daitled  lids,  could  have  lunkvd  monpunlv 
beautifbl.  or  blushed  with  a  more  innocaul  ibUB  ^ 
Often  as  1  bad  fell  the  p(>wi>r  iif  looks,  noiir  W  ' 
ever  entered  into  my  soul  so  deeply.  It  ws  a  ar* 
feeling — a  new  sense  —  coming  as  nuddnlj  apm  | 
me  as  that  radiance  into  tbm  vettibalc,  and.  st  I 
once,  filling  my  whole  being  :  —  awl  had  ttat  . 
bright  vision  liut  lingered  anotbnr  ratanoit  M*c  I 
my  eyes,  I  slionld  in  my  trsnqiort  faaw  vbaOy  I 
forgotten  who  I  was  and  wheiv,  and  (k««n  ■?-  I 
self,  in  prostrate  adoration,  al  her  fivt. 

lint  scarcely  had  thai  gnsli  of  barmoiij'  hm 
heard,  when  the  sacred  bird,  wbicb  had.  till  no*.  ! 
been  standing  molionless  as  on  Ima^.  tfttwt  wiit 
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hif  wings,  and  flew  into  the  Temple ;  while  his 
gnceful  yoang  worshippers,  with  a  fleetness  like 
his  own,  followed — and  she,  who  had  left  a  dream 
in  my  heart  never  to  be  forgotten,  vanished  along 
with  the  rest  As  she  went  rapidly  past  the  pillar 
agminst  which  I  leaned,  the  ivy  that  encircled  it ' 
caught  in  her  drapery,  and  disengaged  some 
ornament,  which  fell  to  the  ground.  It  was  the 
small  mirror^  which  I  had  seen  shining  on  her 
^oaom.  Hastily  and  tremulously  I  picked  it  up, 
and  hurried  to  restore  it ;  but  she  was  already  lost 
to  my  eyes  in  the  crowd. 

In  vain  did  I  try  to  follow  ; — the  aisles  were 
already  filled,  and  numbers  of  eager  pilgrims 
pressed  towards  the  portal.  But  the  servants  of 
the  Temple  denied  all  further  entrance,  and  still, 
as  I  presented  myself,  their  white  wands  barred 
the  way.  Perplexed  and  irritated  amid  that  crowd 
of  ikcet,  regarding*  all  as  enemies  that  impeded 
my  progress,  I  stood  on  tiptoe,  gazing  into  the 
bosy  aisles,  and  with  a  heart  beating  as  I  caught, 
tnm  time  to  time,  a  glimpse  of  some  spangled 
sooe,  or  lotus  wreath,  which  led  me  to  fancy  that 
I  had  discovered  the  fiur  object  of  my  search. 
But  it  was  ail  in  vain ; — in  every  direction,  files 
of  SMred  nymphs  were  moving,  but  nowhere 
eonld  I  discover  her  whom  alone  I  sought 

In  this  state  of  breathless  agitation  did  I  stand 
ftr  some  time — bewildered  with  the  confusion  of 
fines  and  lights,  as  well  as  with  the  clouds  of 
iaoense  that  rolled  around  me — till,  fevered  and 
impatient,  I  could  endure  it  no  longer.  Forcing 
my  way  oat  of  the  vestibule  into  the  cool  air,  I 
harried  back  through  the  alley  of  sphinxes  to  the 
shore,  and  fiung  myself  into  my  boat 

There  lies,  to  the  north  of  Memphis',  a  solitary 
lake,  (which,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  mingles 
with  the  rest  of  the  waters,)  upon  whose  shores 
stands  the  Necropolis,  or  City  of  the  Dead — a 
place  of  melancholy  grandeur,  covered  over  with  \ 
shrines  and  pyramids,  where  many  a  kingly  head, 
prood  even  in  death,  has  lain  awaiting  through 
loog  ages  the  resurrection  of  its  glories.    Through 


*  TIm  iTjr  «u cont«crated  to  Otlrls.    Vide  Dfodor.  Sic.  1.10. 

t  •*  QuelqiMf  tmet/'  vayt  Dtipuis^  describing  the  procet.  | 
sioiu  of  IfU,  "  portolent  det  miroirs  attaches  a  leurs  cpaules,  ' 
afin  de  multiplier  et  de  porter  dans  tons  les  sens  les  images 
S*  la  DCmse.'*— OhlffMT  dts  Cuilet,  torn.  viil.  p.  847.     A  j 
nlrror.  It  appears,  was  also  one  of  the  emblems  in  the  mys- 
leriM  of  Bacchus.  j 

>  **  Tout  prouTe  que  la  territnire  de  Sakkarah  ^toit  la  Si.  ■ 
cropoUaau  sod  de  Memphis,  et  le  faubourg  oppose  k  celui-ci, 
oft  aoat  les  pynunldcs  de  Giieh,  une  autre  Ville  des  Morts ,  | 
qui  Cerroiiioit  Memphis  au  nord."— JDnioit. 

There  is  nothing  known  with  certainty  as  to  the  site  of 
Monphis,  bat  It  will  be  perceived  that  the  description  of  its 
IMWitioo  giTen  by  the  Epictirean  corresponds,  in  almost  every 
panlcolar,  with  that  which  M.  Malllct  (the  French  consul, 


a  range  of  sepulchral  grots  underneath,  the 
humbler  denizens  of  the  tomb  are  deposited — 
looking  out  on  each  successive  generation  that 
visits  them,  with  the  same  face  and  features ' 
they  wore  centuries  ago.  Every  plant  and  tree, 
consecrated  to  death,  from  the  asphodel-flower  to 
the  mystic  plantain,  lends  its  sweetness  or  shadow 
to  this  place  of  tombs ;  and  the  only  noise  that 
disturbs  its  eternal  calm,  is  the  low  humming 
sound  of  the  priests  at  prayer,  when  a  new  inha- 
bitant is  added  to  the  Silent  City. 

It  was  towards  this  place  of  death  that,  in  a 
mood  of  mind,  as  usual,  half  gloomy,  half  bright, 
I  now,  almost  unconsciously,  directed  my  bark. 
The  form  of  the  young  Priestess  was  continually 
before  me.  That  one  bright  look  of  hers,  the 
very  remembrance  of  which  was  worth  all  the  actual 
smiles  of  others,  never  for  a  moment  left  my 
mind.  Absorbed  in  such  thoughts,  I  continued 
to  row  on,  scarce  knowing  whither  I  went,  till,  at 
length,  startled  to  find  myself  within  the  shadow 
of  the  City  of  the  Dead,  I  looked  up,  and  beheld, 
rising  in  succession  before  me,  pyramid  beyond 
pyramid"^,  each  towering  more  loftily  than  the 
other — while  all  were  out-topped  in  grandeur  by 
one,  upon  whose  summit  the  bright  moon  rested 
as  on  a  pedestal 

Drawing  nearer  to  the  shore,  which  was  sufiB- 
ciently  elevated  to  raise  this  silent  city  of  tombs 
above  the  level  of  the  inundation,  I  rested  my  oar, 
and  allowed  the  boat  to  rock  idly  upon  the  water ; 
while,  in  the  mean  time,  my  thoughts,  left  equally 
without  direction,  were  allowed  to  fluctuate  as 
idly.  How  vague  and  various  were  the  dreams 
that  then  floated  through  my  mind — that  bright 
vision  of  the  temple  still  mingling  itself  with  all ! 
Sometimes  she  stood  before  me,  like  an  ai'rial 
spirit,  as  pure  as  if  that  element  of  music  and  light, 
into  which  I  had  seen  her  vanish,  was  her  only 
dwelling.  Sometimes,  animated  with  passion, 
and  kindling  into  a  creature  of  earth,  she  seemed 
to  lean  towards  me  with  looks  of  tenderness,  which 
it  were  worth  worlds,   but  for  one  instant,  to 


for  many  years,  at  Cairo)  has,  in  his  work  on  F.gypt<  l<*^  us. 
It  must  bo  always  borne  in  mind,  too,  that  of  the  di>tances 
between  the  respective  places  Iiere  mentioned,  we  liave  no 
longer  any  accurate  means  of  judging. 

*  "  Par-12  non-seulement  on  conservoit  les  corps  d'line 
famille  entidre,  mais  en  descendant  dans  ces  lieux  soilter- 
raini.  oil  lis  ctoient  d(pos6s,  on  pouvoit  se  repri^M^nter  on  tm 
instant  tous  ses  ancMres  depuis  plusieurs  milliers  d'anncfs. 
tels  k  pou  prds  qu'ils  Ctoient  de  ieur  vivant."— A/aiZfr*/. 

>  *'  MultAs  olim  pyramidas  fuisse  e  minis  argiiitur." 
S^oega.  —  f'amsieb,  who  visited  more  than  ten  of  the  small 
pyramids,  is  of  opinion  that  there  must  have  originally  htt-n 
a  hundred  in  this  place. 

See,  on  the  subject  of  the  lake  to  the  northward  of  Memphis, 
Skuw'M  Travels,  p.  309. 


iDtpire  ;  und  sgain — u  (he  dark  bncii?*,  that  trier 
hnunled  me,  recoired^I  saw  her  cold,  parched. 
aud  tilackeniag,  amid  the  glaom  of  tliose  eternal 
»epulchreB  before  mc  ! 

Tuming  sway,  with  a  ahudder,  from  the  eeme- 
erj  al  thia  tbougbl,  I  heard  the  sound  of  aa 
oar  pljing  iwiftl/  through  the  water,  and,  in  a 
menla.  law.  ahooting  past  me  towurdg  the 
1  ndBll  boat  in  which  eat  two  female 
Ggvires,  muISed  np  and  veiled.  Having  lauded 
Ihem  Dot  far  from  the  spat  where,  under  the 
shadow  of  a  tomb  oa  the  baok,  I  lay  concealed, 
the  boat  again  deported,  with  the  same  flcetness, 
over  the  flood. 

Ne»er  had  the  prospect  of  a  lively  adventure 
come  more  welcome  lo  me  than  at  thia  moment, 
when  my  busy  fancy  was  employed  in  weaving 
such  chains  for  my  heart,  as  threatened  a  bondage. 
of  all  othen,  the  mo«l  difficult  to  break.  To  be- 
1  thus  of  a  creature  of  my  own 
1,  was  the  worst,  because  the  eddsI  lait- 
bg.  of  follies.  It  is  only  reality  that  can  uffard 
any  chance  of  dissolving  such  spells,  and  the  idol 
myself  mugtfor  ever  remain 
Ideal.  Any  pursuit,  therefore,  that  seemed  likely 
lu  divert  me  from  such  thoughts — to  bring  back 
m;  imagination  to  earth  and  reality,  from  the 
vngnc  region  in  which  it  had  been  wandering, 
s  a  relief  far  too  seosonuble  not  to  be  welcomed 
h  cagemeis. 

I  had  watched  the  course  which  the  two  figures 
took,  and,  having  haslil)'  fastened  toy  boat  lo  the 
bonk,  stepped  gently  on  shore,  and,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, followed  them.  The  windings  through  which 
they  led  were  intricate  ;  but,  by  the  bright  light  of 
enabled  to  keep  their  forme  in  view, 
as,  with  rapid  step,  they  glided  among  the  munn- 
,  At  length,  in  the  shade  of  a  siuall  pyramid, 
whose  peak  barely  sarmoanted  the  plane-trees  that 
grew  nigh,  they  vanished  thimmy  sight.  1  hastened 
n  the  spot,  but  there  was  not  a  sign  of  life  around ; 
and,  had  my  creed  extended  to  another  world,  I 
night  bavc  liuicied  these  forms  were  spirits,  tent 
Ifiwn  from  thenee  to  mock  me  —  so  initanta- 
leoiisly  had  they  disappeared.  I  searched  Ihrongh 
tlie  neigliboDTtng  grove,  but  all  there  was  still  as 
death.  At  length,  in  eiamming  one  of  the  sides  of 
e  pyramid,  which,  fur  a  few  feet  from  the  ground, 
IS  furnished  with  steps,  I  found,  midway  between 
peak  and  base,  a  part  of  its  surik:c,  which,  although 
presenting  to  the  eye  an  appearance  of  smoothness, 
gave  to  (he  touch,  I  thought,  indications  of  a  con- 
cenled  opening. 


After  a  variety  of  efforts  and  experimnlte, 
last,  more  by  accident  thno  ikill,  pTEtspd  tb*  t\ 
that  commanded  this  hidden  aperture.  In  m 
stant  the  parish  slid  aside,  and  discJoaed  a  ■■ 
suurway  within,  the  two  or  three  fini  nq 
which  were  discernible  by  the  moooUgla,  1 
the  rest  were  all  lost  in  uuer  darkafsa.  Th 
it  was  difficult  to  conceive  that  Uw  pciMM  « 
I  bad  been  pursuing  woald  have  v«DtundlD 
through  this  gloomy  opeaing,  yel  to  aetuwB 
iheir  disappeaisnce  otherwise  wa«  ntiU  moRi 
cult.  At  all  events,  my  curiiisitj  was  bo* 
eager  in  the  chase  lo  relinqnish  ili — th«  ^ 
adventure,  once  raised,  could  not  be  lo  mAj 
Accordingly,  having  sent  up  ■  ^f  pnij«r  •» 
bliu-loving  Queen  whose  eye  aIon«  wu  mfaa 
1  passed  through  the  portal,  and  ilraniiniW 
the  pyrtmiid. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  stairway  1  found  myaelf 
low,  narrow  passage,  through  whicU,  witbooi  st 
ing  almost  to  the  earth,  it  was  iinponblc  (a 
ceed.  Though  leading  through  a  molliplkil 
dnrk  windiDg&  this  vaj  seemed  boi  iiiiu  to 
vanoe  my  progrcas — its  course,  I  pt«t«««d.fa 
cbieSy  circular,  and  gnthering,  at  ^rtrj  tant 
a  deeper  intcDsily  of  darknen^ 

"  Can  any  thbg,"  thought  1,  "  c^  haoaal 
sojOBm  here?" — and  had  scamtly  asked  ■] 
the  queslioo,  when  the  path  ope"'^  ^"'^  *  ' 
gallery,  at  the  brtheit  end  of  whicb  •  ^ea 
light  was  visible.  This  welcome  glimmer  appn 
lo  issue  fhnn  some  cell  or  nlcovf.  in  wbirli 
right-hand  wall  of  the  gallery  tenninats^ 
breathless  with  expectation,    I  slule  gmily 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  the  giller)',  ■  attat 
senled  itself  lo  my  eyes,  for  which  nt)'  ft* 
expectations  of  adventure  coitld  ntK  havr  prep 
me.  The  place  tVom  which  the  light  fntm 
was  a  small  chspel.  ■>f  whose  iulntor,  frcn 
dark  recess  in  which  1  stood,  I  eoaU  taka,  an 
myself,  a  ftill  and  distinct  tiew.  Over  tbt  ■ 
of  this  oratory  were  painted  acmM  of  tbownr 
symbols,  by  which  the  nyttic  wMon  cf 
Egyptians  loves  to  shadow  out  the  HisUfJ  of 
^ul;  the  winged  globe  with  a 
descending  from  'hove,  like  a  g;lor7-. 
Theban  beetle  ',  as  he  cumea  forth  Mi       '' 
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hsre  paased  away,  and  the  first  sunbeam  fidls  on 
his  regenerated  wrings. 

In  the  middle  of  the  chapel,  on  a  low  altar  of 
granite,  by  a  lifeless  female  form,  enshrined  within 
a  case  of  crystal  ^ — as  it  is  the  custom  to  pre- 
tenre  the  dead  in  Ethiopia  —  and  looking  as 
ftmhly  beantifol  as  if  the  soul  had  but  a  few  hoars 
departed.  Among  the  emblems  of  death*,  on  the 
front  of  the  altar,  were  a  slender  lotus  branch 
broken  in  two,  and  a  small  bird  just  winging  its 
flight  from  the  spray. 

To  these  memorials  of  the  dead,  however,  I  paid 
but  little  attention ;  for  there  was  a  living  object 
there  upon  which  my  eyes  were  now  intently  fixed. 

The  lamp,  by  which  the  whole  of  the  chapel  was 
iUnminated,  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  pale 
image  in  the  shrine ;  and  between  its  light  and  me 
tfood  a  female  form,  bending  over  the  monument, 
as  if  to  gaze  upon  the  silent  features  within.  The 
potitioo  in  which  this  figure  was  placed,  intercept- 
ing a  strong  light,  afforded  me,  at  first,  but  an 
imperfect  and  shadowy  view  of  it  Yet  even  at 
tills  mere  outline  I  felt  my  heart  beat  high — and 
memory  had  no  less  share,  as  it  proved,  in  this  feel- 
ing than  imagination.  For,  on  the  head  changing 
ili  poaition,  so  as  to  let  a  gleam  fall  upon  the  fea- 
tarcs,  I  saw,  with  a  transport  which  had  almost 
led  me  to  betray  my  lurking-place,  that  it  was  she 
—the  yonng  worshipper  of  Isis — the  same,  the 
very  tame,  whom  I  had  seen,  brightening  the  holy 
place  where  she  stood,  and  looking  like  an  inha- 
bitant of  some  purer  world. 

The  movement,  by  which  she  had  now  afforded 
me  an  opportunity  of  recognising  her,  was  made  in 
raising  from  the  shrine  a  small  cross  '  of  silver, 
which  lay  directly  over  the  bosom  of  the  lifeless 
fignre.  Bringing  it  close  to  her  lips,  she  kissed  it 
with  a  religions  fervour ;  then,  turning  her  eyes 
moomfhUy  upwards,  held  them  fixed  with  a  degree 

Fnllf  fsr  the  lune  reason,  and  partly  for  another,  still  more 
iuiciAil,  the  early  Christians  used  to  apply  this  emblem  to 
Ckrfflt.  **  Bonus  ille  scarabvus  meus,"  says  St.  Auguxtlne, 
**  Doa  tA  uuiCam  de  caiiift  quod  unigenltus,  quod  ipsemct  sui 
mmUir  mortalium  vpeciein  induerit.  sed  qu5d  in  hac  nostrA 
feee  aeae  TolutaTerit  et  ex  hac  ipsi  nasci  voluerit." 

I  **  Lm  Egyptient  ont  fait  aussi,  pour  conserrer  leurs 
Morti,  det  c^tows  de  rem.^  —  De  Pautr.  He  mentions, 
also,  fan  CDOtber  place,  a  sort  of  transparent  sulistance,  which 
the  Btbioplant  used  for  the  same  purpose,  and  which  was  (te- 
^oaotly  mistaken  by  the  Greeks  for  glass. 

*  **  Un  prttre,  qal  brise  hi  tige  d'une  fleur,  dcs  oiseaux 
qui  ■*«nToleiit,  soot  les  embldmet  de  la  mort  ct  de  Time  qui 
■e  ttpmn  da  corps.**— /Vium. 

ThMeos  emiri«jys  the  same  image  in  the  Phcdra :  — 

Of»H  y«f  it  n(  i«  x^*^  u^trt  i<, 

*  A  croM  was,  among  the  Egyptians,  the  emblem  of  a 
fatnrcHle. 

**Tbt  flogular  appearance  of  a  Cross  so  frequently  re- 


of  inspired  earnestness,  as  if,  at  that  moment,  in 
direct  conmiunion  with  Heaven,  they  saw  neither 
roof,  nor  any  other  earthly  barrier,  between  them 
and  the  skies. 

What  a  power  is  there  in  innocence!  whose  very 
helplessness  is  its  safeguard — in  whose  presence 
even  Passion  himself  stands  abashed,  and  turns 
worshipper  at  the  very  altar  which  he  came  to 
despoil !  She,  who,  but  a  short  hour  before,  had 
presented  herself  to  my  imagination  as  something 
I  could  have  risked  immortality  to  win — she, 
whom  gladly,  from  the  fioor  of  her  own  lighted 
temple,  in  the  very  fsice  of  its  proud  ministers,  I 
would  have  borne  away  in  triumph,  and  dared  all 
punishments,  divine  and  human,  to  make  her  mine 
— that  very  creature  was  now  before  me,  as  if 
thrown  by  fate  itself,  into  my  power — standing 
there,  beautiful  and  alone,  with  nothing  but  her 
innocence  for  her  guard !  Yet,  no — so  touching 
was  the  purity  of  the  whole  scene,  so  calm  and 
august  that  protection  which  the  dead  extended 
over  the  living,  that  every  earthly  feeling  was  for- 
gotten as  I  gazed,  and  love  itself  became  exalted 
into  reverence. 

But,  entranced  as  I  felt  in  witnessing  such  a 
scene,  thus  to  e^joy  it  by  stealth  seemed  to  me  a 
wrong,  a  sacrilege — and,  rather  than  let  her  eyes 
encounter  the  fiash  of  mine,  or  disturb,  by  a  whisper, 
that  sacred  silence,  in  which  Youth  and  Death  held 
communion  through  undying  Love,  I  would  have 
suffered  my  heart  to  break,  without  a  murmur, 
where  I  stood.  Gently,  as  if  life  itself  depended 
on  my  every  movement,  I  stole  away  from  that 
tranquil  and  holy  scene  —  leaving  it  still  holy  and 
tranquil  as  I  had  found  it — and,  gliding  back 
through  the  same  passages  and  windings  by  which 
I  had  entered,  reached  again  the  narrow  stairway, 
and  re-ascended  into  light. 

The  Sim  had  just  risen,  and,  from  the  summit  of 

I  curring  among  the  hieroglyphics  of  Egypt,  had  exciti-d  the 
curiosity  of  the  Christians  at  a  very  early  i>eriod  of  crcle- 
siastical  history ;  and  as  some  of  the  Prie«t».  who  were  ac- 
I  quainted  with  the  meaning  of  the  hieroglyphics,  became 
converted  to  Christianity,  the  secret  transpired.  '  The  con- 
verted heathens,'  says  Socrates  Scholasticu».  *  explained  the 
symbol,  and  declared  that  it  signified  Life  to  Come.'  "—Ciarke. 

Lipsius,  therefore,  is  mistaken  in  supposing  the  Ooss  to 
hare  been  an  emblem  peculiar  to  the  Christians.  See,  on  this 
subject,  L'UUtoire  de$  Ju(fM,  llv.  tI.  c.  W. 

It  is  singular  enough  that  while  the  Cross  was  thus  held 
sacred  among  the  Egyptians,  not  only  the  custom  of  marking 
the  forehead  with  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  but  Baptism  ai id  the 
consecration  of  the  bread  in  the  Euchariiit,  wure  imitated  in 

the  mysterious  ceremonies  of  Mithra Trrtuil.  df  Piourip- 

tione  llrrrtieorum, 

Zorga  is  of  opinion  that  the  Cross,  said  to  have  been  for  the 
first  time  found,  on  the  destruction  of  the  temple  of  Serapis, 
by  the  Chrintians,  could  not  hare  been  the  crux  anuta;  as 
nothing  is  more  common  than  this  emblem  on  all  the  Egyp- 
tian monuments. 
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the  Arabian  hOli,  was  poaring  down  hit  beams  into 
that  Tast  Tallrj  of  waters — as  if  proud  of  last 
night's  homage  to  bis  own  divine  Isis,  now  £idxng 
away  in  the  superior  splendour  of  her  Lord.  M7 
first  impulse  was  to  fly  at  once  fVom  this  dangerous 
spot,  and  in  new  loves  and  pleasures  seek  forget* 
fulness  of  the  wondrous  scene  I  bad  just  witnessed. 
**  Once,**  I  exclaimed,  **  out  of  the  circle  of  this 
enchantment,  I  know  too  well  my  own  susceptibility 
to  new  impressionn,  to  feel  any  doubt  that  I  shall 
soon  break  the  spell  that  is  now  around  me." 

But  vain  were  all  my  efforts  snd  resolves.  Even 
while  swearing  to  fly  that  spot,  I  found  my  steps 
still  lingering  fondly  round  the  pyramid — my  eyes 
still  turned  towards  the  portal  which  severed  this 
enchantreu  fVom  the  world  of  the  living.  Hour 
after  hour  did  I  wander  through  that  City  of 
Silence,  till,  already,  it  was  mid-day,  and,  under 
the  sun's  meridian  eye,  the  mighty  pyramid  of 
pyramids  stood,  like  a  great  spirit,  shadowless.  ^ 

Again  did  those  wild  and  passionate  feelings, 
which,  for  the  moment,  her  presence  had  subdued 
into  reverence,  return  to  take  possession  of  my 
imagination  and  my  senses.  I  even  reproached 
myself  for  the  awe,  that  had  held  me  spell-bound 
before  her.  **  What,**  thought  I,  ♦•  would  my  com- 
panions of  the  Garden  say,  did  they  know  that  their 
chief — he  whose  |>ath  Love  had  strewed  with  tro- 
phies —  was  now  pining  for  a  simple  Eg}'ptian  girl, 
in  whose  pn*s<'noo  lu*  had  not  <larL*d  to  utter  a 
single  ftigh.  and  mtIio  had  van<|uislied  the  victor, 
without  evon  knowing  her  triumph  I" 

A  blush  came  over  my  cheek  at  the  humiliating 
thought,  and  I  determiniHl,  at  all  risks,  to  await 
her  coming.  That  she  should  l>e  an  inmate  of 
those  gloomy  caverns  seemed  inconceivable ;  nor 
did  there  appear  to  K*  any  egress  out  of  their 
depths  but  by  the  pyramid.  Again,  therefore, 
like  a  sentinel  of  the  dead,  did  1  pace  up  and  down 
among  those  tombs,  contrasting  mournfully  the 
burning  fever  in  my  own  veins  with  the  cold 
quiet  of  those  who  lay  slumbering  around. 

At  length  the  intense  glow  of  the  sun  over  my 
head,  and,  still  more,  that  ever  restless  agitation  in 
my  heart,  became  too  much  for  even  strength  like 
mine  to  endure.  Exhausted,  I  threw  mvself  down 
at  the  base  of  the  pyramid  —  choosing  my  place 
directly  under  the  portal,  where,  even  should  slum- 
ber surprise  me,  my  heart,  if  not  my  ear,  might 


*  It  was  an  idea  entertained  amonir  the  anrienU  that  the 
Pyramids  were  so  constructed  ("mecanicA  constructiniie," 
says  Ammitmm*  MarefUinta)  as  nerer  to  cast  any  shadow. 

*  From  the  story  of  Khodope,  Y^orga  thinks.  "  vidi'ntur 
Arabes  ansam  arrlpuisse  ut  In  una  ex  pyramidibus,  genii  loco, 
Jiabitare  dicerent  muliarem  nudam  insi(rnis  pulchritudinis 
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and  always  with  sadness ;  but,  at  this  moment,  it 
thrilled  through  me  like  a  voice  of  ill  omen,  and 
I  almost  doubted  whether  I  should  not  abandon  my 
enterprise.  The  hesitation,  however,  was  but  mo- 
mentary ; — even  while  it  passed  through  my  mind, 
I  had  touched  the  spring  of  the  portal  In  a  few 
■eeonds  more,  I  was  again  in  the  passage  beneath 
the  pyramid ;  and,  being  enabled  by  the  light  of 
my  lamp  to  follow  the  windings  more  rapidly,  soon 
fiMmd  myself  at  the  door  of  the  small  chapel  in  the 
gallery. 

I  entered,  still  awed,  though  there  was  now,  alas, 
nooght  living  within.  The  young  Priestess  had 
▼anished  like  a  spirit  into  the  darkness ;  and  all  the 
rest  remained  as  I  had  left  it  on  the  preceding 
night  The  lamp  still  stood  burning  upon  the 
crystal  shrine ;  the  cross  was  lying  where  the  hands 
of  the  young  mourner  had  placed  it,  and  the  cold 
image,  within  the  shrine,  wore  still  the  same  tran- 
qpdX  look,  as  if  resigned  to  the  solitude  of  death — 
of  all  hme  things  the  loneliest  Remembering  the 
li|w  that  I  had  seen  kiss  that  cross,  and  kindling 
with  the  recollection,  I  raised  it  passionately  to  my 
own; — but  the  dead  eyes,  I  thought,  met  mine, 
and,  awed  and  saddened  in  the  midst  of  my  ardour, 
I  replaced  the  cross  upon  the  shrine. 

I  had  now  lost  every  due  to  the  object  of  my 
portoit,  and,  with  all  that  sullen  satisfaction  which 
eertainty,  even  when  unwelcome,  bl'ings,  was  about 
to  retrace  my  steps  slowly  to  earth,  when,  as  I  held 
Ibrth  my  lamp,  on  leaving  the  chapel,  I  perceived 
that  the  gallery,  instead  of  terminating  here,  took 
a  aodden  and  snake-like  bend  to  the  left,  which 
had  before  eluded  my  observation,  and  which 
aecmed  to  give  promise  of  a  pathway  still  farther 
into  those  recesses.  Re-animated  by  this  discovery, 
which  opened  a  new  source  of  hope  to  my  heart, 
I  cast,  for  a  moment,  a  hesitating  look  at  my  lamp, 
an  if  to  inquire  whether  it  would  be  faithful  through 
the  gloom  I  was  about  to  encounter,  and  then, 
without  further  consideration,  rushed  eagerly  for- 


CHAPTER  VIL 

The  path  led,  for  a  while,  through  the  same  sort 
of  narrow  windings  as  those  which  I  had  before 
eneoontered  in  descending  the  stairway ;  and  at 
length  opened,  in  a  similar  manner,  into  a  straight 
and  steep  gallexy,  along  each  side  of  which  stood. 


I.  ftyr  tbe  ciutnn  of  burying  the  dead  upright,  ("  pott 
lUntfai  burto  corpora,"  at  Statiut  detcribei  it,)  Dr. 
!*•  praflwe  to  the  Sd  tectton  of  hit  fifth  volume.    They 


closely  ranged  and  upright,  a  file  of  lifeless  bodies  \ 
whose  glassy  eyes  appeared  to  glare  upon  me  pre- 
tcmaturally  as  I  passed. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  this  gallery,  I  found  my 
hopes,  for  the  second  time,  vanish  ;  as  the  path,  it 
was  manifest,  extended  no  further.  The  only  object 
I  was  able  to  discern,  by  the  glinmiering  of  my 
lamp,  which  now  burned,  every  minute,  fainter  and 
fainter,  was  the  mouth  of  a  huge  well,  that  lay 
gaping  before  me — a  reservoir  of  darkness,  black 
and  unfathomable.  It  now  crossed  my  memory 
that  I  had  once  heard  of  such  wells,  as  being  used 
occasionally  for  passages  by  the  priests.  Lean- 
ing down,  therefore,  over  the  edge,  I  examined 
anxiously  all  within,  in  order  to  see  if  it  afforded 
the  means  of  effecting  a  descent  into  the  chasm ; 
but  the  sides,  I  could  perceive,  were  hard  and 
smooth  as  glass,  being  varnished  all  over  with  that 
sort  of  dark  pitch,  which  the  Dead  Sea  throws  out 
upon  its  slimy  shore. 

After  a  more  attentive  scrutiny,  however,  I  ob- 
served, at  the  depth  of  a  few  feet,  a  sort  of  iron 
step,  projecting  dimly  from  the  side,  and,  below  it, 
another,  which,  though  hardly  perceptible,  was 
just  sufKcient  to  encourage  an  adventurous  foot  to 
the  trial  Though  all  hope  of  tracing  the  young 
Priestess  was  now  at  an  end — it  being  impossible 
that  female  foot  should  have  ventured  on  this 
descent — yet,  as  I  had  engaged  so  far  in  the  ad- 
venture, and  there  was,  at  least,  a  mystery  to  be 
unravelled,  I  determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  explore 
the  chasm.  Placing  my  lamp,  therefore,  (which 
was  hollowed  at  the  bottom,  so  as  to  be  worn  like 
a  helmet,)  firmly  upon  my  head,  and  having  thus 
both  hands  at  liberty  for  exertion,  1  set  my  foot 
cautiously  on  the  iron  step,  and  descended  into  the 
well. 

I  found  the  same  footing,  at  regular  intervals, 
to  a  considerable  depth ;  and  had  already  counted 
near  a  himdred  of  these  steps,  when  the  ladder 
altogether  ceased,  and  I  could  descend  no  further. 
In  vain  did  I  stretch  down  my  foot  in  search  of 
support — the  hard  slippery  sides  were  all  that  it 
encountered.  At  length,  stooping  my  head,  so  as 
to  let  the  light  fall  below,  I  observed  an  opening 
or  window  directly  above  the  step  on  which  I  stood ; 
and,  taking  for  granted  that  the  way  must  lie  in 
that  direction,  contrived  to  clamber,  with  no  small 
difficulty,  through  the  aperture. 

I  now  found  myself  on  a  rude  and  narrow  stair- 
way, the  steps  of  which  were  cut  out  of  the  living 
rock,  and  wound  spirally  downward  in  the  same 


used  to  intert  preciout  ttonet  in  the  pUce  of  the  eyet.  "  I^i 
yeux  etoient  form^  d'to^raodet,  de  turquoitet,"  &c.  _  Vide 
Masoudy^  quoted  by  Qnatremirt. 
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direction  lu  the  velL  Almost  iaij  with  the  de- 
ch  wemcd  w  if  it  vtould  nei«r  end,  1,  lU 
last,  reached  Ihe  boltom,  vliere  >  pair  of  mass; 
<D  gates  were  cloaed  directly  ncrosB  my  pslh.  u 
if  vhoUy  to  forbid  ao^  further  progresa.  Massy 
tnd  gigantic,  however,  lU  they  were,  I  foaod,  to 
my  mrprlae,  thai  the  hand  of  an  infaiit  might  hat's 
opened  them  with  ciue — so  readily  did  their  sin- 
pcudous  folds  give  wsjr  to  my  toueh, 
-  Light  u  •  IliM -biull.  IhU  mM.l.r. 

No  Booncr,  however,  hod  I  passed  through,  than 
the  utounding  din,  with  which  the  gates  clashed 
together  again  ',  was  saeh  ai  mighl  hare  awakened 
death  itself.  It  teemed  as  if  every  echo  <  Ihrongh- 
out  thai  TBSl,  subterraDenn  world,  from  Ihe  Csta- 
Dombs  of  Aleiandria  to  Thcbes's  Valley  of  Kings, 
had  caught  up  and  repealed  the  thundering  sound. 

Slanted  us  I  wsa  by  Ihe  crash,  not  even  ihis  su- 
pcmalural  clangour  could  divert  my  aiiention  iWim 
~  n  light  that  dow  broke  aromid  me — lolt, 
warm,  ood  welcome,  as  nrc  ihe  stars  of  his  own 
South  to  the  eyes  of  the  mariner  who  has  long  been 
wandering  Ihrongh  the  cold  teas  of  the  North. 
Looking  for  the  source  of  this  splendour,  I  saw, 
through  an  archway  opposite,  a  long  illuminaled 
alley.slreichingBWByua  tflrnsibo  eye  could  reafh, 
and  fenced,  on  one  side,  with  Ihi diets  uf  odoriferous 
abmbBi  while  along  Ihe  other  extended  a  line  of 
lofty  arcndes,  from  which  ihe  light,  thai  filled  Ihc 
whole  area,  issued.  As  soon.  (oo.  as  the  din  of  the 
deep  echoes  had  mbsided,  there  stole  grodoall  j  on 
'  a  strain  of  choral  music,  which  appeared 
e  mellowed  and  Bweelened  in  its  passage, 
through  many  a  spacious  hall  within  ihoae  shining 
arcades  i  while  among  the  voices  I  conld  dieiin- 
gnish  some  female  tones,  which,  towering  high 
tnd  clear  above  aJl  Ihe  rest,  formed  the  spire,  at  it 
were,  into  which  Ihe  harmony  tapered  as  it  rose. 

So  excileU  was  my  fancy  by  this  sudden  enchanl- 
menl,  that  — though  never  had  I  caught  a  sound 
from  the  fair  Egyptian's  lips — I  yel  persuaded  my- 
self ihsl  the  voice  I  now  heard  was  hers,  sounding 
highest  and  most  heavenly  of  all  that  choir,  and 
calling  lo  me,  like  a  distant  spirit  fhim  Its  sphere. 
Animated  by  this  thought.  I  flew  forward  to  the 
■ay,  but  found.  lo  my  monificailon,  that  it 


l 


was  guarded  by  a  trellis -work,  wlio**  hatvths^ 
invisible  at  a  dislolice,  teaisted  aJl  my  ffforu  • 
force  Ihero. 

While  occupied  In  tbeac  ineflecouil  Snig^M. 
I  perceived,  lo  the  left  of  the  srcbwiy.  a  dart 
cavernous  opening,  which  seemed  tu  lad  in  a  6- 
rection  parallel  lo  the  Ugbled  arcadoa.  XmwiO- 
standing,  however,  my  impaltcnoc,  tlie  atp«Tl  rf 
Ibis  passage,  as  t  looked  shudderingly  ibid  a. 
chilled  my  very  blood.  It  wna  tiot  to  murlitek- 
neas,  as  a  sort  of  lirid  and  ghastly  twiligjit,  fi^ 
which  a  damp,  like  llull  of  di'Blli-Taulls.  nftaial, 
and  through  which,  if  my  eyes  did  n«(  AfonnMt,  i 
pole  phontom-iike  shapes '  were,  al  that  vefr  bb- 
ment,  hovering.  i 

Looking  anxiously  round,  to  diaco 
formidable  ootlet.  I  saw,  over  the  T»»t 
through  which  1  hod  jusl  passed,  a  bliw,  VbuImm 
flame,  which,  oiler  playiog  for  a  few  attatit  siv 
the  dark  ground  of  the  pediment,  •euled  gndaJlf 
into  characters  of  light,  aod  formed  Ih*  fxillmilt 

r«n  urilbl*  tmi. 


Here  Ihe  lellen  faded  Dwny  lulo  a  dvad  blasX.  DM* 
Bwfiilly  intelligible  than  the  moct  eloquent  ww* 

A  new  hope  now  flashed  acmss  me.  Th«  4naB 
of  the  Garden,  which  had  been  for  tmn  ^m 
almost  forgotten,  returned  fretbljr  to  my  sUa^ 
"Am  I,  then,"  I  exclaimed,  "in  the  path  to  ik 
promised  mystery?  and  shall  ihc  grcil  *CUM  •/  I 
EWfnal  Life  indrtd  be  mine?" 

"  Yes  I"  seemed  to  answer  out  of  ib«  air,  ite  ' 
spirit-voice,  which  still  was  h 
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erowniiig  the  choir  with  its  single  sweetness.  I 
luuled  the  omen  with  transport  Love  and  Im- 
mcnrtality,  both  beckoning  me  onward^ who 
wronld  give  even  a  thought  to  fear,  with  two  such 
lyright  hopes  in  prospect?  Having  invoked  and 
blcMed  that  unknown  enchantress,  whose  steps  had 
led  me  to  this  abode  of  mystery  and  knowledge,  I 
insfiantly  plunged  into  the  chasm. 

Instead  of  that  vague,  spectral  twilight  which 
had  at  first  met  my  eye,  I  now  found,  as  I  entered, 
a  thick  darkness,  which,  though  far  less  horrible, 
was,  at  this  moment,  still  more  disconcerting,  as 
my  lamp,  which  had  been,  for  some  time,  almost 
oaeless,  was  now  fiut  expiring.  Resolved,  how- 
ever, to  make  the  most  of  its  last  gleam,  I  hastened, 
with  rapid  step,  through  this  gloomy  region, 
whieh  appeared  to  be  wider  and  more  open  to  the 
air  than  any  I  had  yet  passed.  Nor  was  it  long 
befim  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  bright  blaze  in 
tbe  distance  announced  to  me  that  my  first  great 
Trial  was  at  hand.  As  I  drew  nearer,  the  fiames 
bcAire  me  burst  high  and  wide  on  all  sides ; — and 
the  awful  spectacle  that  then  presented  itself  was 
aneh  as  might  have  daunted  hearts  far  more  ac- 
enstomed  to  dangers  than  mine. 

There  lay  before  me,  extending  completely 
aeroas  my  path,  a  thicket,  or  grove,  of  the  most 
eombostible  trees  of  Egypt — tamarind,  pine,  and 
Arabian  balm;  while  around  their  stems  and 
Imuiches  were  coiled  serpents  of  fireS  which, 
twisting  themselves  rapidly  from  bough  to  bough, 
apread  the  contagion  of  their  own  wild-fire  as  they 
went,  and  involved  tree  after  tree  in  one  general 
blaae.  It  was,  indeed,  rapid  as  the  burning  of 
those  reed-beds  of  Ethiopia  ^  whose  light  is  often 
seen  brightening,  at  night,  the  distant  cataracts  of 
tlieNik. 

Throogfa  the  middle  of  this  blazing  grove,  I 
eonkl  now  perceive  my  only  pathway  lay.  There 
was  not  a  moment,  therefore,  to  be  lost — for  the 
eooflagration  gained  rapidly  on  either  side,  and 
already  the  narrowing  path  between  was  strewed 
with  vivid  fire.  Casting  away  my  now  useless 
lamp,  and  holding  my  robe  as  some  slight  protec- 
tion over  my  head,  I  ventured,  with  trembling 
limha,  into  the  blaze. 

Imtantly,  as  if  my  presence  had  given  new  life 
to  the  flames,  a  f^h  outbreak  of  combustion 
aroae  on  all  sides.  The  trees  clustered  into  a 
bower  of  fire  above  my  head,  while  the  serpents 


1  **  Get  oootldfamkiont  me  portent  i  penser  que,  dans  le« 
nyitiret,  cm  phfoomdne*  6toient  beaucoup  mleux  ez^cut^ei, 
«C  aam  eomparmlion  plot  terribles  k  Taide  de  quelque  coro- 
potMoo  pyrique,  qui  est  rettte  cach^,  comme  celle  du  feu 
Gi^geoia.**— Dr  Paute, 

*  **  n  B*j  s  point  d*aiitre  iDojen  que  de  porter  le  feu  dana 


that  hung  hissing  from  the  red  branches  shot 
showers  of  sparkles  down  upon  me  as  I  passed. 
Never  were  decision  and  activity  of  more  avail :  — 
one  minute  later,  and  I  must  have  perished.  The 
narrow  opening,  of  which  I  had  so  promptly 
availed  myself,  closed  instantly  behind  me  ;  and 
as  I  looked  back,  to  contemplate  the  ordeal  which 
I  had  passed,  I  saw  that  the  whole  grove  was 
already  one  mass  of  fire. 

Rejoiced  to  have  escaped  this  first  trial,  I  in- 
stantly plucked  from  one  of  the  pine-trees  a  bough 
that  was  but  just  kindled,  and,  with  this  for  my 
only  guide,  hastened  breathlessly  forward.  I  had 
advanced  but  a  few  paces,  when  the  path  turned 
suddenly  o^  leading  downwards,  as  I  could  per- 
ceive by  the  glimmer  of  my  brand,  into  a  more 
confined  region,  through  which  a  chilling  air,  as 
if  from  some  neighbouring  waters,  blew  over  my 
brow.  Nor  had  I  proceeded  far  in  this  course, 
when  the  sound  of  torrents  ' —  mixed,  as  I  thought, 
from  time  to  time,  with  shrill  wailings,  resembling 
the  cries  of  persons  in  danger  or  distress — fell 
mournfully  upon  my  ear.  At  every  step  the 
noise  of  the  dashing  waters  increased,  and  I  now 
perceived  that  I  had  entered  an  immense  rocky 
cavern,  through  the  middle  of  which,  headlong  as 
a  winter-torrent,  the  dark  flood,  to  whose  roar 
I  had  been  listening,  poured  its  waters ;  while 
upon  its  surfkce  floated  grim  spectre-like  shapes, 
which,  as  they  went  by,  sent  forth  those  dismal 
shrieks  I  had  heard — as  if  in  fear  of  some  awfhl 
precipice  towards  whose  brink  they  were  hurry- 
ing. 

I  saw  plainly  that  across  that  torrent  must  be 
my  course.  It  was,  indeed,  fearful ;  but  in  courage 
and  perseverance  now  lay  my  only  hope.  What 
awaited  me  on  the  opposite  shore,  I  knew  not;  for 
all  there  was  immersed  in  impenetrable  gloom, 
nor  could  the  feeble  light  which  I  carried  send  its 
glimmer  half  so  far.  Dismissing,  however,  all 
thoughts  but  that  of  pressing  onward,  I  sprung 
fh>m  the  rock  on  which  I  stood  into  the  flood, 
trusting  that,  with  my  right  hand,  I  should  be 
able  to  buffet  the  current,  while,  with  the  other, 
as  long  as  a  gleam  of  my  brand  remained,  I  might 
hold  it  aloft  to  guide  me  safely  to  the  shore. 

liOng,  formidable,  and  almost  hop<>les8  was  the 
struggle  I  had  now  to  maintain ;  and  more  than 
once,  overpowered  by  the  rush  of  the  waters,  I  had 
given  myself  up  %  as  destined  to  follow  those  pale. 


cet  forfcti  de  roteaox.  qui  r^pandent  ilors  dani  tout  le  pai« 
une  luml^re  aoasi  considerable  que  celie  du  Jour  m^mcL** — 
Mailiet,  torn.  i.  p.  63. 

3  The  Nile,  Flm^  telli  us,  waa  admitted  into  the  Pyramid. 

4  **  On  exer9olt,'*  uts  DwpmiM, "  lea  redpiendairet,  pendant 
plutieun  jourt,  i  trarener,  k  la  oage,  une  grande  Hendoe 


death-like  apparitions,   that   silll 

hnrrjing  onward,  with  mounillil  criss,  to  find 

iieir  doom  in  lome  Lniinblc  gulf  bujond. 

At  length,  just  as  m;  strength  *u  nearly  el- 
hnailed,  and  the  Inst  remains  of  the  pine  branch 
were  dropping  from  my  hand,  I  law,  oulstrelching 
liiwnrds  roe  into  the  water,  a  light  double  halua- 
trude,  with  a  flight  of  stepi  between,  siwending, 
ulmort  perpendicolarly,  from  the  wave.  tiU  they 
Kemed  lost  in  a  dense  mass  of  elands  above.  This 
glimpse — for  it  wai  Dolhing  more,  ta  my  light 
expired  in  giving  it — lent  new  spring  to  my 
courage.  Ilai^ng  now  hotb  hands  at  liberty,  wi 
diiperate  were  my  efiorta.  that,  after  a  few  mi- 
nute*' nmggie,  1  felt  my  brow  strike  agajost  the 
ttairway,  and,  in  an  inwani,  roy  feel  were  on  the 

Rejoiced  at  my  escape  from  that  periloos  Qood, 
thoagh  I  knew  not  whither  the  stairway  led,  I 
promptly  ascended  the  steps.  But  tbia  (tiling  of 
confidence  was  of  short  duration.  I  bad  not 
mounted  &r,  when,  to  my  horror,  I  perceived,  that 
each  successive  step,  u  my  foot  left  it,  broke 
away  iVom  beneath  me,  leaving  me  in  mid-air, 
with  no  olher  alternative  than  that  of  still  moonl- 
ing  by  the  same  momentary  footing,  and  with  the 
appalling  doubt  whether  it  would  even  endure  my 

And  Oma  did  I.  for  a  few  seconds,  continue  to 
lucind,  wilh  nothing  bentatb  me  but  that  awful 

I  could  hear  the  pbsh  of  the  felling  D'agrocnls,  as 
every  swp  in  succession  gave  way  from  under  my 
.  Il  was  a  most  fearful  moment— but  even 
worse  remained.  I  now  found  the  balustrade, 
by  which  I  had  held  during  my  ascent,  and  which 
hitherto  appeared  lo  be  firm,  growing  tre- 
mulous in  my  hand,  while  the  step,  to  which  I 
a  nboul  to  trust  myself,  tottered  under  my  fooL 
Just  then,  a  momentary  flash,  as  if  of  lightning, 
broke  around  roe  ;  and  I  saw,  hanging  out  of  the 
clouds,  so  as  to  be  barely  within  my  reach,  a  huge 
braxen  ring.  Instinctively  I  stretched  forth  my 
L  to  seixe  it.  and,  at  the  tame  instant,  both 
balustrade  and  steps  gnve  way  beneath  me.  and  I 
left  swinging  by  my  hands  in  the  dark  void. ' 
As  if,  too,  this  massy  ring,  whicb  t  grasped,  was  ' 
foine  magic  power  linked  wilh  all  the  winds  in 
heaven,  no  sooner  bad  I  seized  it  Iban.  like  the 
caching  of  a  spring,  it  seemed  to  give  loow  to 
vety  variety  of  gusts  and  tempests,  that  ever 
strewed  the  iea-shor«  with  wrecks  or  dead  ;  and. 


as  [  rwong  abouU  the  sport  of 

strife,  every  new  burst  of  its  farj  ihrastwt  w 

shiver  me,  like  a  storm-ftail,  lo  atuma  ! 

Nor  was  even  this  the  norsl :  —  for.  Mill  boldiat, 
1  know  not  how.  by  the  nop,  I  fell  inyicltcoilil 
up,  as  if  by  a  IhoiuODd  whirlwimla,  asd  iW 
round  and  round,  like  a  slnne-nhol  hi  b  »tln^  o«- 
tinued  to  be  whirled  in  the  tnidsi  of  ill  ihiadeaAa- 
tng  cboos.  till  my  brain  grvw  ililiy.  my  t*<»llKBa 
became  confosed.  and  I  almost  (hnc^tri  nyxU^* 
that  wheel  of  the  iDfemal  world,  whoae  foatioa 
Etemily  alone  can  uuraber  ! 

Human  strength  contd  no  longer  tastaia  Met « 
trial.  I  was  on  the  piMQt,  at  last,  of  loousfrsiy 
hold,  when  suddenly  the  violence  iif  the  Mam 
moderated  ; — my  whirl  through  the  air  gTidia% 
ceased,  and  I  felt  the  ring  slowly  descpnd  with  aa 
till  —  bafpj  as  a  shipwrecked  mariticr  ai  th«  6r* 
touch  of  land  —  I  foimd  my  feet  once  nun  npa 
firro  ground. 

Al  the  same  moment,  a  light  nf  the  mm  itOaim 
softness  filled  the  whole  air.  Mnaie.  toA  «■  • 
heard  in  dreams,  come  floating  at  a  dtsltaoi  isl 
as  roy  eyes  gradually  recovered  thdr  pntts  W 
vision,  a  scene  of  glory  was  revealed  (»  iheai,  iloaa 
too  bright  &T  imaginalioti.  and  yet  living  aad  ml  < 
As  for  as  the  sight  conld  reach,  euchanting  gtrtat 
were  seen,  opening  away  through  long  motrf 
light  and  verdure.and sparkling  ever;  whafcftt 
fountains,  thai  circulated,  like  streamaaf  lijc,«nii( 
the  flowers.  Not  a  ehairo  was  here  wantia^  Ast 
the  fancy  of  poet  or  prophet,  in  ihatr 
pictures  of  Elysium,  have  ever  yd  dr 
promised.  VIstu.  opening  into  acniM 
tinct  grandeur  ^  strearos,  shining  oul  al 
in  their  shadowy  course  — and  labyrinthji  o(l 
leading,  by  mysterious  winding*,  to  grv 
glades  full  of  splendour  and  repose.  (>*sit: 
too.  there  fell  a  light,  from  some 
resembling  nothing  that  illuminea  our  npfer 
—  a  sort  of  golden  miH)n]ighI.  minglijic  diA 
radiance  ofdny  withthecalmandmeUiKdialyl 

Nor  were  there  nantlng  iiihahitanu  fhr 
leu  Paradise.    Thraugfa  all  the  hn|^ 
were  seen  wandering,  with  tlie  wrvM  air 
of  happy  spirits,  groups  both  of  yaumf 
venerable  and  of  lovely  fbrroi,  bear^o 
tbero,  the  Nile's  wbilg  Bowers  on  their 
branches  of  the  eternal  palm  in  their  haa 
over  the  verdant  lurt  but  ehildran  an 
went  dancing  to  aerial  music,  whose  l 
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that  of  the  light,  invisible,  bat  which  filled 
irhole  air  with  its  mystic  sweetness. 
Lhansted  as  I  was  by  the  painful  trials  I  had 
srgone,  no  sooner  did  I  perceive  those  £ur 
ps  in  the  distance,  than  my  weariness,  both  of 
e  and  spirit,  was  forgotten.  A  thought  crossed 
bat  she,  whom  I  sought,  might  haply  be  among 
I ;  and  notwithstanding  the  feeling  of  awe, 

which  that  unearthly  scene  inspired  me,  I 
about  to  fly,  on  the  instant,  to  ascertain  my 
.  But  while  in  the  act  of  making  the  effort, 
;  my  robe  gently  pulled,  and  turning  round, 
Id  an  aged  man  before  me,  whom,  by  the 
td  hue  of  his  garb,  I  knew  at  once  to  be  a 
ophant     Placing  a  branch  of  the  consecrated 

in  my  hand,  he  said,  in  a  solemn  voice,  *'  As- 
it  of  the  Mysteries,  welcome  I**  —  then,  re- 
ng  me  for  a  few  seconds  with  grave  attention, 
1,  in  a  tone  of  courteousness  and  interest, 
e  victory  over  the  body  hath  been  gained ! — 
w  me,  young  Greek,  to  thy  resting-place." 
>beyed  the  command  in  silence — and  the 
t,  taming  away  from  this  scene  of  splendour, 
I  secluded  pathway,  where  the  light  gradually 

as  we  advanced,  led  me  to  a  small  pavilion, 
e  side  of  a  whispering  stream,  where  the  very 

of  slumber  seemed  to  preside,  and,  pointing 
ly  to  a  bed  of  dried  poppy-leaves,  left  me  to 
e. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

roH  the  sight  of  that  splendid  scene,  whose 
s  opened  upon  me  like  a  momentary  glimpse 
nother  world,  had,  for  an  instant,  re-animated 
rength  and  spirit,  yet,  so  completely  was  my 
!  ihune  subdued  by  fatigue,  that,  even  had  the 
of  the  young  Priestess  herself  then  stood  be- 
le,  my  limbs  would  have  sunk  in  the  effort 
ch  her.  No  sooner  had  I  fallen  on  my  leafy 
,  than  sleep,  like  a  sudden  death,  came  over 
ind  I  lay,  for  hours,  in  that  deep  and  motion- 
ist,  which  not  even  a  shadow  of  life  disturbs. 
awaking  I  saw,  beside  me,  the  same  venerable 
lage,  who  had  welcomed  me  to  this  subter- 
n  world  on  the  preceding  night  At  the  foot 
couch  stood  a  statue,  of  Grecian  workman- 
representing  a  boy,  with  wings,  seated  grace- 

Bb  Haipocrate  £toit  assli  lur  le  lotut,  qui  est  la  plante 

;n.*'    Mitt,  dft  Juifi. 

r  th«  two  cups  used  lo  the  mysteries,  see  L'Hutoire 

f$^  Ut.  Ix.  c  16. 

lis,  under  the  name  of  Serapis,  was  supposed  to  rule 

le  subterranean  world;  and  performed  the  oflSce  of 

tn  tlM  nvtbdofy  of  the  Egyptians.    *'  They  believed," 


fully  on  a  lotus-flower,  and  having  the  forefinger 
of  his  right  hand  pressed  to  his  lips.  This  action, 
together  with  the  glory  round  his  brows,  denoted, 
as  I  already  knew,  the  God  of  Silence  and  Light  ^ 

Impatient  to  know  what  ftirther  trials  awaited  me, 
I  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  Priest  exclaimed, 
anxiously,  **  Hush !  *'  —  and,  pointing  to  the  statue 
at  the  foot  of  the  couch,  said, — ^  Let  the  spell  of 
that  Spirit  be  upon  thy  lips,  young  stranger,  till  the 
wisdom  of  thy  instructors  shall  think  fit  to  remove 
it  Not  unaptly  doth  the  same  deity  preside  over 
Silence  and  Light ;  since  it  is  only  out  of  the  depth 
of  contemplative  silence,  that  the  great  light  of  the 
soul,  Truth,  can  arise !  *' 

Little  used  to  the  language  of  dictation  or  in- 
struction, I  was  now  preparing  to  rise,  when  the 
Priest  again  restrained  me ;  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, two  boys,  beautiful  as  the  young  Genii  of  the 
stars,  entered  the  pavilion.  They  were  habited  in 
long  garments  of  the  purest  white,  and  bore  each  a 
small  golden  chalice  in  his  hand.^  Advancing 
towards  me,  they  stopped  on  opposite  sides  of  the 
couch,  and  one  of  them,  presenting  to  me  his  chalice 
of  gold,  said,  in  a  tone  between  singing  and  speak- 
ing,— 

*•  Drink  of  this  cup  —  Osiris  ^  sips 
The  same  In  his  halls  below ; 
And  the  same  he  gives,  to  cool  the  lips 
Of  the  Dead*  who  downward  go. 

**  Drink  of  this  cup  —  the  water  within 
Is  fresh  from  Lethe's  stream ; 
'Twill  make  the  past,  with  all  iu  sin. 
And  all  its  pain  and  sorrows,  seem 
Like  a  long-forgotten  dream ! 

"  The  pleasure,  whose  charms 
Are  steep'd  in  woe ; 
The  knowledge,  that  harms 
The  soul  to  know ; 

"  The  hope,  that,  bright 
As  the  lake  of  the  waste. 
Allures  the  sight. 
But  mocks  the  taste ; 

"  The  love,  that  binds 
Its  innocent  wreath, 
Where  the  serpent  winds, 
In  venom,  beneath ;  <— 

**  All  that,  of  evil  or  faUe,  by  thee 
Hath  ever  been  known  or  seen, 
Shall  melt  away  in  this  cup,  and  be 
Forgot,  as  it  never  had  been  I " 

Unwilling  to  throw  a  slight  on  this  strange 
ceremony,  I  leaned  forward,  with  all  due  gravity, 
and  tasted  the  cup ;  which  I  had  no  sooner  done 

says  Dr.  Prichard,  "  that  Sepis  presided  over  the  region  of 
departed  souls,  during  the  period  of  their  absence,  when  lan- 
guishing without  bodies,  and  that  the  dead  were  deposited  in 
his  palace."    Anaiifsi*  (if  the  Egyptian  MptJMog^. 

*  "  Frigidam  illam  aquam  post  mortem,  t^ngn^iff  Hebet 
poculum,  expetitam.**  Zoeg«u  —  The  Lethe  of  the  Egyptiani 
was  called  Ameles.    See  Dtgnift,  torn.  vUi.  p.  661 . 
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tlmn  the  young  cap-bearer,  on  tlie  other  side ', 
iTiLvd  my  attendoa ;  and,  in  his  tun,  presenting 
Uic  chalice  which  he  held,  sang,  «ilh  u  voice  still 
•ler  than  that  of  bis  companion,  the  following 


Thoiigli  fnill,  «iJ  [.irn.Mid  Ion  rhou  ho. 
Urlnl  of  UiH  cup.  Ihau'll  ••era  die  !" 

Well  as  I  had  hitherto  kepi  my  philosophy  on 
its  guard  against  Ihe  illusions  » ith  which,  I  knew, 
lliia  region  abounded,  the  young  cup-bearer  had 
lieri^  lout'hed  a  spring  of  imnginBtion,  over  irhich 
my  philoiopliy,  as  has  been  seen,  had  but  Ultle 
coDlrol.     No  sooner  had  the  words,  "  Ihou  ahalt 

er  die,"  struck  on  mj  ear,  thno  the  dream  of 
the  Garden  came  Ailly  to  my  mind  i  and,  starting 
haif-waf  from  the  conob,  I  stretched  fonh  my 

ds  to  the  cup.  But,  recollecling  myself  in- 
alantly,  and  fearing  that  I  had  betrayed  to  others 
A  weakness  fit  only  fbr  my  own  secret  indulgence. 
I  sunk  back  agwn,  with  a  smile  of  afiecied  indif- 
Kermee  on  ray  conch  — while  the  young  minstrel, 
but  little  inlermpted  by  my  moyenient,  still  con- 
liaued  bis  strain,  of  wliich  1  heard  but  the  con- 
cluding words ; — 

"  Anil  MimuTf.  tm,  wllh  h«T  drumi  ihill  come. 


"  Gllmptes  of  (lorj.  nftr  toigot. 

ThU  l«ll,  I1k>  glBUni  on  a  luniM  ko. 

But,  Ob  ]  Hh41  tguia  iholl  bTif  htly  be." 

ThoBgb  Ihe  assurances  of  immorlalily  coalaincd 
ID  these  Tcrscs  would  at  any  other  moment  — 

d  visionary  as  I  thought  them — have  sent  my 
fhnej'  wandering  into  reveries  of  the  luture,  tlie 
eSbrt  of  self-control  I  had  just  mode  etutbled 
to  hear  ihem  with  indifference. 

Ifaving  gone  through  the  form  of  lasliog  his 
second  enp,  I  again  looked  Hoiiously  to  the  llicro- 
phanl,  to  ascertain  whether  I  might  be  permitted  lo 
rise.    His  asseat  having  been  giren,  (he  young 


I 


pages  brought  to  my  cuueli  >  roba  and  h 
which,  like  their  own.  were  of  liix'n  of  the  puid 
white  -,  and  having  oisurtcd  to  elothr  me  is  Ihii 
sacred  garb,  they  then  placed  Bpnn  luy  hraJ  i 
chaplet  of  myrtle,  in  which  tlut  symbol  of  lailw  , 
tiou,  H  golden  grasshopper',  «u  seen  ahtnuig  o« 
from  among  the  dark  leaves.  ! 

Though  sleep  had  done  mndi  to  rcfrvab  n;  ' 
frame,  something  more  was  nill  wanling  to  ibshi  | 
its  strength ;  and  it  was  not  wilhoui  a  ■nils  ri  aif  f 
own  reveries  1  reflected,  how  much  more  wrItaSM 
than  even  the  young  page'a  cap  <d  iaaoMltlj  I 
was  the  mipretendiag.  hul  real,  ri[is»<  now  M 
before  me — freah  fruits  from  the  Isle  of  Cm1(«'  I  i 
in  the  Nile,  the  delicate  flesh  of  the  dtwrt  aaJiT*  | 
and  wine  from  the  Vineyard  of  the  Qimas  at  JU-  • 
thylla  \  which  one  of  the  pages  fimocd  ■  A  s 
palm-leaf,  to  keep  it  cool. 

Having  done  justice  to  these  dnimiea,  it  vaiwilk  I 
pleasure  I  heard  the  proposal  of  tho  PrieM.  the 
we  should  walk  forth  together,  and  niediMIe  ISHOC 
the  scenes  wiihont  I  had  luit  forgoOen  Ik 
splendid  ElyuujDi  that  last  night  weicomvd  at—  > 
those  rich  gardens,  that  soft  unearthly  maslc  «b] 
light,  and,  above  all.  those  fair  forms  1  bid  imi 
wandering  about — as  if,  iu  the  Tcry  midm  u(  hap- 
piness, still  seeking  it.  The  hope,  which  had  iua 
occnrred  to  me,  that,  unong  tlioae  bright  gnofa 
might  haply  be  fonnd  the  young  maiden  I  lOli^ 
now  retamed  with  increased  atrengtb-  I  k*d 
little  doubt  (hat  my  guide  was  leading  me  m  dt  i 
same  Elysian  scene,  and  that  tlie  form,  u  Ci  n 
inlmbit  it,  would  again  appear  bofivre  my  vi 

But  far  difi'crent,   I  found,  was  the  rcj 
which  he  now  eoudncted  moj  —  nnr  too 
whole  world  have  produced  ■  scene  mora  gkmf. 
or  more  sliange.     Il  ■  " 

small,  solitary  valley,  enclosed,  on  Ktaf  tUe.  t; 
rocks,  which  seemed  to  rise,  almost  jn  ifssfi 
cularly,  till  they  reached  the  very  ikj  i— ft*  il 
was,  indeed,  ihe  blue  sky  that  I  saw  (luatiif  te>  . 
iween  their  sunuuilK,  and  whose  light,  dimmnl  tbo 
and  nearly  lost  in  its  long  detctat,  fomtd  tlw 
melancholydaylightaTlbisDcthrr world.'  Don 
the  side  of  these  rocky  walls  di 
whose  source  was  np< 


I         lilt 


"BnanondlsoU^n 


lura,  ituinvHlltCillJiRisiipleiDWDmtc 
mriliKi  1  a  La  iDRade  aHi|ie.  duu 

nut.  ila  Julfl,  llT.  U,  di 

Tbs  m  aSHwrn  f^.M.«,  whlrb. 

dorm  fikulut.  Ids  imparod  for  ber  ion  O 


•  Hor.Ap<ia.  —  r\,r  (Tuthopper  w. 
HRia.aibHUK'nu'lnl. 

<  The  III*  Ai 

>  Vide  AAen.  SMr^a. 

•  **  On  I'^uU  mSne  svlii.  At%flaa  la  prwnnn  fv 
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waters,  as  they  rolled  glsssil  j  over  the  edge  ahove, 
a  gleam  of  radiance  rested,  showing  how  brilliant 
smd  pure  was  the  sunshine  they  had  left  behind. 
From  thence,  gradually  growing  darker,  and  fre- 
quently broken  by  alternate  chasms  and  projec- 
tions, the  stream  feU,  at  last,  in  a  pale  and  thin 
mist — the  phantom  of  what  it  had  been  on  earth 
— into  a  small  lake  that  lay  at  the  base  of  the  rock 
to  receive  it 

Nothing  was  ever  so  bleak  and  saddening  as  the 
appearance  of  this  lake.  The  usual  ornaments  of 
the  waters  <tf  Egypt  were  not  wanting  to  it:  the 
tall  lotus  here  uplifted  her  silvery  flowers,  and  the 
crimson  flamingo  floated  over  the  tide.  But  they 
looked  not  the  same  as  in  the  world  above ; — the 
flower  had  exchanged  its  whiteness  for  a  livid  hue, 
and  the  wings  of  the  bird  hung  heavy  and  colour- 
less. Every  thing  wore  the  same  half-living 
aspect;  and  the  only  sounds  that  disturbed  the 
moumfnl  stillness  were  the  wailing  cry  of  a  heron 
among  the  sedges,  and  that  din  of  the  falling 
waters,  in  their  midway  struggle,  above. 

There  was,  indeed,  an  unearthly  sadness  in  the 
whole  scene,  of  which  no  heart,  however  light, 
could  resist  the  influence.  Perceiving  how  much 
I  was  a£fected  by  it,  **  Such  scenes,**  remarked  the 
Priest,  **  are  best  suited  to  that  solemn  complexion 
of  mind,  which  becomes  him  who  approaches  the 
Great  Mystery  of  futurity.  Behold**  —  and,  in 
sajring  thus  he  pointed  to  the  opening  over  our 
heads,  through  which,  though  the  sun  had  but  just 
passed  his  meridian,  I  could  perceive  a  star  or  two 
twinkling  in  the  heavens  —  **  in  the  same  manner 
aa  fttnn  this  gloomy  depth  we  can  see  those  fixed 
■tars  1,  which  are  invisible  now  to  the  dwellers  on 
the  bright  earth,  even  so,  to  the  sad  and  self-hum- 
Ued  spirit,  doth  many  a  mystery  of  heaven  reveal 
itself^  of  which  they,  who  walk  in  the  light  of  the 
proud  world,  know  not !  ** 

He  now  led  me  towards  a  rustic  seat  or  alcove, 
betide  which  stood  an  image  of  that  dark  Deity  9, 
that  God  without  a  smile,  who  presides  over  the 
■ilent  kingdom  of  the  Dead.'  The  same  livid  and 
lifeless  hue  was  upon  his  features,  that  hung  over 
every  thing  in  this  dim  valley ;  and,  with  his  right 
hand,  he  pointed  directly  downwards,  to  denote 
that  his  melancholy  kingdom  lay  there.  A  plan- 
tain'*— that  fiivourite  tree  of  the  genii  of  Death — 

>  **  On  vojroit  ra  plein  joar  par  oet  oarertoret  les  ^toilet, 
ei  mtm9  quelquet  plan^tM  en  leur  plus  grande  latitude  sep- 
teotrfamale ;  «C  let  prMret  avoient  bientAt  profit^  de  ce  phtoo- 
mine,  poor  obaenrer  k  dlrenet  heurea  le  passage  des  ^toilea.'* 
SUkoBn—Strabo  mentfanu  certain  cavea,  or  pits,  constructed 
tat  tb«  purpoae  of  astronomical  observations,  which  lay  in 
tb«  Hdlopolitan  prefecture,  beyond  Hellopolis. 

*  ScrepA.  Sol  Inferui.  —  Athenodorus,  scrlptor  retustus, 
apod  (ncoMOtem  Alirrandrtoum  in  Protreptico^  ait  *'  slmu- 


stood  behind  the  statue,  and  spread  its  branches 
over  the  alcove,  in  which  the  Priest  now  seated 
himself^  and  made  a  sign  that  I  should  take  my 
place  by  his  side. 

After  a  long  pause,  as  if  of  thought  and  pre- 
paration,—  "  Nobly,**  said  he,  "  young  Greek,  hast 
thou  sustained  the  first  trials  of  Initiation.  What 
still  remains,  though  of  vital  import  to  the  soul, 
brings  with  it  neither  pain  nor  peril  to  the  body. 
Having  now  proved  and  chastened  thy  mortal 
frame  by  the  Uiree  ordeals  of  Fire,  of  Water,  and 
of  Air,  the  next  task  to  which  we  are  called  is  the 
purification  of  thy  spirit — the  effectual  cleansing 
of  that  inward  and  immortal  part,  so  as  to  render 
it  fit  for  the  reception  of  the  last  luminous  reveal- 
ment,  when  the  Veils  of  the  Sanctuary  shall  be 
thrown  aside,  and  the  Great  Secret  of  Secrets  un- 
folded to  thy  view! — Towards  this  object,  the 
primary  and  most  important  step  is,  instruction. 
What  the  three  purifying  elements  thou  hast 
passed  through  have  done  for  thy  body,  instruction 
wiU  effect  for ** 


it 


But  that  lovely  maiden!**  I  excUimed,  burst- 
ing fh>m  my  silence,  having  fallen,  during  his 
speech,  into  a  deep  reverie,  in  which  I  had  for- 
gotten him,  myself^  the  Great  Secret,  every  thing 
— but  her. 

Startled  by  this  profane  interruption,  he  cast  a 
look  of  aUrm  towards  the  statue,  as  if  fearful  lest 
the  God  should  have  heard  my  words.  Then, 
turning  to  me,  in  a  tone  of  mild  solemnity,  **  It  is 
but  too  plain,**  said  he,  **  that  thoughts  of  the  upper 
world,  and  of  its  vain,  shadowy  delights,  still 
engross  thee  far  too  much,  to  allow  the  lessons  of 
Truth  to  sink  profitably  into  thy  heart  A  few 
hours  of  meditation  amid  this  solemn  scenery  —  of 
that  wholesome  meditation,  which  purifies,  by  sad- 
dening— may  haply  dispose  thee  to  receive,  with 
due  feelings  of  reverence,  the  holy  and  imperish- 
able knowledge  we  have  in  store  for  thee.  With 
this  hope  I  now  leave  thee  to  thy  own  thoughts, 
and  to  that  God,  before  whose  calm  and  mournful 
eye  all  the  vanities  of  the  world,  from  which  thou 
comest,  wither  1  ** 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  slowly  away,  and  passmg 
behind  the  statue,  towards  which  he  had  pointed 
during  the  last  sentence,  suddenly,  and,  as  if  by  en- 
chantment, disappeared  from  my  sight 


•t 


lacra  Serapldis  conspicna  esse  colore  ccruleo  et  nigricante 
Macrobius,  in  verbis  descriptis,  {  6.  doceC  no*  apud  JEgypUoa 
"  simulacra  soils  infera  flngi  colore  cserulea"    JabtmukL 

3  Osiris. 

<  This  tree  was  dedicated  to  the  Genii  of  the  Shades,  from 
its  being  an  emblem  of  repose  and  cooling  airs.  "  Cul  im- 
minet  mus«  folium,  quod  ab  Iside  infera  geniisque  ei  addlctia 
manu  gerl  solitum,  umbram  requiemque  ct  auras  frigldas 
iubindigitare  Tidetur.*'    Zoega, 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

anw  Ivn  to  mj'  own  loHory  thaiigbu.  1 
«»«  ftilly  at  leisure  to  refltcl,  wUli  some  degree  of 
«a,  upon  the  iuconveuieaces,  if  not  daogers, 
of  ibe  sitnitiaa  into  which  my  lore  of  odriMilurc 
hwl  hurrinl  me.  However  prompt  my  imagina- 
lion  H-aa  alwayi  Ki  kindle,  ia  its  own  ideal  sphere, 
1  hnvv  ever  foQDd  ibnt.  when  bronght  into  con- 
Cict  with  ruality,  it  aa  suddenly  cooled; — like 
tboce  Dieleon,  ihu  appear  lo  be  stnri,  wbilo  in  the 
nir,  but  (he  moment  they  tonch  eorlh.  are  cilin- 
guiahed.  And  »nch  wh«  the  feeling  of  diaenchaal- 
nienl  that  now  succeeded  lo  the  wild  dreams  in 
which  I  hod  been  indalging.  As  long  as  Faocy 
bad  Ihe  Held  of  the  fulnre  lo  bencif,  even  imnior-' 
Ulily  did  noltecni  toodisumt  a  race  fbr  her.  But 
when  human  instruments  interposed,  Ihe  illusiorn 
all  vanished.  From  mortal  lips  llie  prcrmiie  of 
immortality  seemed  a  mockery,  and  even  imagi- 
ualJon  had  no  wings  that  could  carry  beyond  the 
grane. 

I  this  disappointment  the  only  feeliog 
lllut  piuncd  and  haunted  me  ;~^the  imprudcnee  of 
the  step,  on  which  I  had  ventured,  now  appeared 
1  extent  before  ray   eyes.    I  had  hero 
thrown  myself  into  the  power  of  the  most  artful 
prieslbood  io  the  world,  without  even  a  chance 
of  being  able  to  escape  from  their  loils.  ortoreaiat 
■ny  machinations  with  which  Ihcy  might  beset 
It  appeared  evident,  from  the  state  of  preparation 
which  I  had  fonud  all  that  wonderful  appaiBlua, 
by  which  the  terrors  and  Bplendours  of  Initiation 
'e  prtMlueed,  that  my  descent  into  the  pyramid 
■■  not  unexpected.    MomerooB,  indeed,  and  active 
I  were  the  spies  oftbe  Sacred  College  of  Memphis, 
could  tittle  be  doubted  tbat  all  my  movements, 
since  my  arrivat,  had  been  watchfully  tracked 
d  the  many  hours  1  had  employed  in  wandering 
and  exploring  around  the  pyramid,  hetrHyed  a  cn- 
rioaity  aad  spirit  of  adventure  which  might  well 
suggest  to  these  wily  priests  the  hope  ofinveigtiog 
n  Epicarean  into  their  toils. 
I  was  well  aware  of  their  hatred  to  the  sect  of 
which  I  was  Chief;  —  that  they  considered  the 
I  as,  next  to  the  Christians,  (he  most  for- 
midable enemies  of  their  croft  and  power,    "  How 
thoughllcRs,  then,"  I  cMlaimed,  '•  to  have  placed 
myself  in  a  situation,  where  I  am  eigually  helpleu 
against  ftvud  andviolence,  and  must  either  pretend 
to  he  the  dupe  oftbeir  Impostures,  or  else  tubmil  to 
!  victim  of  their  vengeance!"     Of  these 
allemaiives,  hitler  as  ihcj  both  were,  the  latter 
appeared  by  ftr  the  more  welcome.     It  was  with  a 
I  even  looked  buck  npon  Ihe  raoeki 
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I  bad  alrtsdy  yielded  to-,  snd  the  proapecl  <f 
being  put  through  still  further  ceremuniala,  tad  it 
being  tutored  aiid  preached  to  hy  hypocritw  wlwB 
I  so  much  despised.  ap[>earcd  to  me.  in  tuy 
mood  of  mind,  a  trial  of  paiienne,  rnoii 
which  the  flames  and  whirlwiuls 
encountered  were  partime. 

Often  and  impstienlly  did  I  look  up, 
those  rocky  walls,  lo  the  bright  shy  ihu  spptant 
to  rest  Dpon  their  summils,  as,  paeiag  round  lod 
round,  through  every  part  of  the  valley,  I  mida- 
voared  lo  find  some  outlet  frnin  its  gloaaiy  p>e> 
cincis.  But  uiin  were  all  my  endcsTiiBi*  i— 
that  rocky  barrier,  which  seemed  ta  eftd  b«  n 
heaven,  interposed  itself  every  where.  Natb* 
did  the  image  of  the  young  maiden,  though  ea*- 
itantly  in  my  mind,  now  bring  with  it  the  Icai 
cansolation  or  hope.  Of  what  avail  w  jw  it  thai  >&• 
perhaps,  vas  on  inhabitant  of  this  region,  if  t 
could  neither  behold  her  smile,  nor  catrh  lb 
sound  of  her  voice — if,  while  among  pTfaebisf 
priests  I  wasted  away  my  hours,  her  proenDi  «n 
alas,  diOnsing  its  enchantmenl  el»ewh<!iT. 

At  length,  eihansted,  1  lay  down  by  Ihe  hrisL 
of  the  lake,  and  gave  myself  up  (o  all  the  mrlaa- 
cboly  of  my  fancy.  The  pale  semblance  of  ihj- 
light,  which  had  hitherlD  gllDtmered  af«uad.  prm, 
every  moment,  more  dim  and  dismal.  Even  lb 
rich  gleam,  at  Ibe  summit  of  the  caacad*,  haJ 
faded ;  and  the  sunshine,  like  the  wnler.  exhanaud 
in  its  descent,  bad  now  dwindled  iniD  a  ghcslly 
glimmer,  far  worse  than  dirbicss.  The  bind 
npon  the  lake,  as  if  about  lo  die  wilji  the  dyiif 
ligbt,  sunk  down  their  heads  i  and,  as  I  lo^sd  M 
the  statue,  the  deepening  shadows  gave  aub  <B 
expression  lo  its  moontfiil  features  as  chilbd  idj 

I'he  thought  of  death,  ever  nttiy  to  jmsoa 
itself  to  my  imagination,  now  came,  witb  a  dis- 
heartening weight,  such  as  I  had  nevvr  htim 
felt.  1  almost  fancied  myself  alnady  is  the  ilatk 
vestihnle  of  the  grave  —  remnvrd.  fur  ever,  frna 
(he  world  above,  and  witb  nothing  bn)  the  bkiak 
of  an  eternal  sleep  belbte  me.  It  had  happcaed. 
1  knew,  frequently,  that  the  visitaBl*  of  lUt  nyi- 
terious  realm  were,  after  their  dcscnu  (ram  lanh, 
never  seen  or  beard  of; — being  ruudtnuM^  bL 
some  failure  in  ihcir  initialor;  trWIi^  to  pin* . 
their  lives  in  those  dark  dungvons^  wilh 
well  as  with  altars,  ibis  region  atuonded. 
I  shoddered  to  Ihiok,  might  probably  Iw 
destiny  -,  and  so  appalling  was  llie  thongfa], 
even  the  courage  hy  which  I  had 
sustained  died  within  me.  and  I  win 
giving  myself  up  to  helplesmcas  and  despair. 

At  length,   after  some  hours  af  thii 
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nmsing,  I  heard  a  rnstling  In  the  sacred  grove 
behind  the  statue ;  and,  soon  after,  the  sound  of 
the  Priest's  voice — more  welcome  than  I  had 
erer  thought  such  voice  could  be — brought  the 
Msunmce  that  1  vras  not  yet  wholly  abandoned. 
Finding  his  way  to  me  through  the  g^oom,  he  now 
led  me  to  the  same  spot,  on  which  we  had  parted 
•o  many  hours  before  ;  and,  addressing  me  in  a 
"nMoe  that  retained  no  trace  of  displeasure,  bespoke 
my  attention,  while  he  should  reveal  to  me  some 
of  those  divine  truths,  by  whose  infusion,  he  said, 
into  the  soul  €i  man,  its  purification  can  alone  be 
ffffected. 

The  valley  had  now  become  so  dark,  that  we 
eovld  no  longer,  as  we  sat,  discern  each  other's 
fiiees.  There  was  a  melancholy  in  the  voice  of 
mj  instructor  that  well  accorded  with  the  gloom 
around  ns:  and,  saddened  and  subdued,  I  now 
littened  with  resignation,  if  not  with  interest, 
to  those  sublime,  but,  alas,  I  thought,  vain  tenets, 
which,  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  true  believer,  this 
Hien^hant  expounded  to  me. 

He  spoke  of  the  pre-existence  of  the  soul  > — of 
iti  abode,  from  all  eternity,  in  a  place  of  splendour 
and  bliss,  of  which  whatever  we  have  most  beau- 
tifbl  in  our  conceptions  here  W  but  a  dim  tran- 
acripCy  a  clouded  remembrance.  In  the  blue  depths 
of  ether,  he  said,  lay  that  **  Country  of  the  Soul  ** 
-—its  boundary  alone  visible  in  the  line  of  milky 
Ught,  which,  as  by  a  barrier  of  stars,  separates  it 
from  the  dark  earth.  **0h,  realm  of  purity! 
Home  of  the  yet  unfallen  Spirit!— where,  in  the 
days  of  her  first  innocence,  she  wandered ;  ere 
yet  her  beauty  was  soiled  by  the  touch  of  earth, 
or  her  resplendent  wings  had  withered  away. 
Methinks  I  see,"  he  cried,  **  at  this  moment,  those 
fields  of  radiance  * —  I  look  back,  through  the  mists 
of  life,  into  that  luminous  world,  where  the  souls 
that  have  never  lost  their  high,  heavenly  rank, 
•till  soar,  without  a  stain,  above  the  shadowless 
■tart,  and  there  dwell  together  in  infinite  perfec- 
tioo  and  bliss  1 " 

As  he  spoke  these  words,  a  burst  of  pure,  bril- 
liant light',  like  a  sadden  opening  of  heaven, 
broke  through  the  valley;  and,  as  soon  as  my 

*  For  a  full  accoant  of  the  doctrines  which  are  here  repre- 
muttuA  as  baring  been  taught  to  the  Initiated  in  the  Egyptian 
■ifitarlct,  the  reader  may  consult  Dujmit^  Prt'chartf*  Ama- 
4w<s  qf  the  Eofptiam  M^tkolog^^  Ac.  Ac.  "  L'on  d^couvrolt 
rorlfine  de  rime,  sa  chute  sur  la  terre,  i  travers  les  sph^es 
«C  let  £l£fnens,  et  son  retour  au  lieu  de  son  origine  .... 
e'icodt'ld  la  partie  la  plus  mitaphysique,  ct  que  ne  pourroit 
fOira  cntandre  le  eommun  des  Initite,  mals  dont  on  lui  don- 
■olt  la  spectacle  par  des  figures  et  des  spectres  aliegoriquet." 


*  Sea  Semmsobrtt  Ub.  ill.  c.  4..  for  the  "  terre  bienheureuse 
•C  lamliieuM,**  whlcb  the  Uanicheans  supposed  God  to  in- 
habit.   Plato,  too,  speaks  (In  Phsrd.)  of  a  pure  land  lying  in 


eyes  were  able  to  endure  the  splendour,  such  a 
vision  of  glory  and  loveliness  opened  upon  them, 
as  took  even  my  sceptical  spirit  by  surprise,  and 
made  it  yield,  at  once,  to  the  potency  of  the  spell. 

Suspended,  as  I  thought,  in  air,  and  occupying 
the  whole  of  the  opposite  region  of  the  valley, 
there  appeared  an  immense  orb  of  light,  within 
which,  through  a  haze  of  radiance,  I  could  see 
distinctly  fair  groups  of  yoimg  female  spirits,  who, 
in  silent,  but  harmonious  movement,  like  that  of 
the  stars,  woimd  slowly  through  a  variety  of 
fSuiciful  evolutions ;  seeming,  as  they  linked  and 
unlinked  each  other's  arms,  to  form  a  living 
labyrinth  of  beauty  and  grace.  Though  their  feet 
appeared  to  glide  along  a  field  of  light,  they  had 
also  wings,  of  the  most  brilliant  hue,  which  like  rain- 
bows over  waterfalls,when  played  with  by  the  breeze, 
reflected,  every  moment,  a  new  variety  of  glory. 

As  I  stood,  gazing  with  wonder,  the  orb,  with 
all  its  ethereal  inmates,  began  gradually  to  recede 
into  the  dark  void,  lessening,  as  it  went,  and  be- 
coming more  bright,  as  it  lessened ;  —  till,  at 
length,  distant,  to  all  appearance,  as  a  retiring 
comet,  this  little  world  of  Spirits,  in  one  small 
point  of  intense  radiance,  shone  its  last  and  vanished. 
**  Go,"  exclaimed  the  rapt  Priest,  "ye  happy  souls, 
of  whose  dwelling  a  glimpse  is  thus  given  to  our 
eyes, — go,  wander,  in  your  orb,  through  the 
boundless  heaven,  nor  ever  let  a  thought  of  this 
perishable  world  come  to  mingle  its  dross  with  your 
divine  nature,  or  allure  you  down  earthward  to 
that  mortal  fall  by  which  spirits,  no  less  bright  and 
admirable,  have  been  mined!  " 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which,  still  under  the 
influence  of  wonder,  I  sent  my  fancy  wandering 
after  the  inhabitants  of  that  orb — almost  wishing 
myself  credulous  enough  to  believe  in  a  heaven,  of 
which  creatures,  so  much  like  those  I  had 
worshipped  on  earth,  were  inmates. 

At  length,  the  Priests,  with  a  mournful  sigh  at 
the  sad  contrast  he  was  about  to  draw  between  the 
happy  spirits  we  had  just  seen  and  the  fallen  ones 
of  earth,  resumed  again  his  melancholy  History  of 
the  SouL  Tracing  it  gradually,  from  the  first 
moment  of  earthward  desire  ^  to  its  final  eclipse  in 

the  pure  sky  (n:*  yxt  ««9«{«»  i»  *»9u^»i  Mi#4«i  «/(«»«).  the 
abode  of  dirinity,  of  innocence,  and  of  life." 

3  The  power  of  producing  a  sudden  and  daiiling  effUsion 
of  light,  which  WIS  one  of  the  arts  employed  by  tiie  contrivers 
of  the  ancient  Mysteries,  is  thus  described  in  a  few  words  by 
Apulclus,  who  was  himself  admitted  to  witness  the  laiac 
ceremonies  at  Corinth :  —  **  Nocte  medlA  ridi  soiem  candido 
conucantem  lumine." 

^  In  the  original  construction  of  this  work,  there  was  an 
episode  introduced  here  (which  I  have  since  published  In 
a  more  extended  form),  Illustrating  the  doctrine  of  the 
fall  of  the  soul  by  the  OrienUl  (able  of  the  Loves  of  tha 
Angels. 


MOOttE'S  WORKS. 


tfas  BbtdowB  of  this  vortd,  he  d«elE  upon  every 
e  of  its  darkening  deuent,  with  n  p»ihae  Lhit 
BOdQsM  into  the  very  di-plhs  of  the  heart.  The 
Hrst  dottaward  look  of  the  spirit  loviirds  earth  — 
tremble  of  her  wiiig;B  on  the  edge  of  Heaven — 
the  e;iddy  tilde,  at  length,  down  that  fatal  diiecent — 
ftnd  the  Lealhero  cap,  midwaj  in  the  eky,  of  vhich 
■n  ihe  has  once  tasted,  HcnvcQ  is  forgot — 
throngh  all  these  gradations  he  tniced  manrnfully 
her  foil.  10  tint  1:ut  etago  of  darkness,  vben  wholly 
mersed  in   Ibis  world,  her  celestial  nature  he- 
mes changed,  she  no  longer  can  riie  nliove  enrlh, 
T  even  remember  her  former  home,  except  by 
impges  BO  -vague,  that,  Bt  length,  mistaking  for 
hope  whnt  ii  only,  dIiib:  recollection. she  believei 
le  gleams  to  be  a  light  trna  the  Future,  not  Ihe 
pBSt 

To  retrie>e  this  rnio  of  the  onoe-bleawd  Soul 
D  clear  away  from  around  her  the  clouds  of 
earth,  nnd.  restoring  her  lost  wings  i,  ^cilitate  their 
im  tn  Heavim — such,"  said  the  reverend 
the  great  task  of  our  religion,  and  such  the 
imph  of  thoae  divine  Myateriei,  in  whose  iumoat 
deptbs  the  life  and  essence  of  that  holy  religion  lie 
treasured.  However  tnuk,  and  cliaoged,  and 
dond*d  may  be  the  Spirit,  yet  as  long  as  a  single 
trace  of  her  original  light  remains,  there  is  still 

Here  the  voice  of  the  Priest  was  ioterruptcd  by 
1  strain  of  moamful  music,  of  which  the  low. 
dbtant  breathings  had  been,  for  some  minutea, 
audible,  but  which  now  gained  apon  the  ear  too 
thrillingly  to  let  it  listen  to  any  more  earthly  sound. 
A  fsinl  light,  too,  at  that  instant  broke  through  the 
valley — and  I  could  perceive,  not  fiir  from  the 
pot  where  wc  sat,  a  female  figure,  veiled,  and 
roaching  to  earth,  as.  if  subdued  by  sorrow,  or 
under  tbe  infinence  of  shame. 

The  feeble  light,  by  which  t  saw  her,  came  fhim 
n  pale,  moonlike  meteor  whifh  bad  gmduully 
formed  itself  in  the  air  as  the  music  approached, 
and  now  shed  over  the  rocks  and  the  lake  a 
glimmtr  as  cold  as  that  by  wbicb  Ihe  Dead,  in 
their  own  kingdom,  gaie  upon  each  other.  The 
music,  too,  which  appeared  to  rise  ft^mi  out  of  the 


lake,  full  of  the  breMfa  of  its  dark  waters,  ipotci 
despondency  in  every  Dote  which  aa  iBnguag*  Mil 
express  ;.~snd  as  I  tisteaed  to  ila  tones,  lod  loeln 
upon  that  fallen  Spirit,  (for  such,  tbe  bofym 
whispered,  «as  the  form  before  as.)  to  entlrvl;  ft 
(he  illusion  of  the  scene  take  possenion  el  m* 
that,  with  Hlmotl  painful  aaxiety,  t  now  tnUm 
the  resolt. 

NorliadlgaiedloDgbefbrcthatfonniQMtlo*!; 
from  its  drooping  position ;  —  ihie  airaroond  itpn 
bright,  andthe  pale  meteor  overhead  osiuiieds^M 
cheerful  tmd  living  light.  Tfae  vnl,  wbich  tad  It- 
fore  shrouded  the  &ce  of  the  Sgarc,  tiKaax  fmij 
minute  mure  transparent,  and  the  feWnn^  SM  Ir 
one,  gradually  disetoscd  themselves.  HaHngM*- 
bliogly  watched  the  progress  of  the  i  ' 

now  started  from  my  sea 
is  shel  "     to  another  minute,  this  »eil  b 
thin  mist,  melted  away,  and  ibe  jounftpi 
the  Moon  stood,  for  the  ibird.  time,  rvrea 
my  eyes  I 

To  rush  instantly  towards  her  « 
pulse  — but  the  BTiD  of  the  Priest  held  tMft 
back.  The  fresh  light,  which  hod  bagimtalMii 
l¥on]  all  sides,  collected  itself  in  a  Rood  of  ginri 
aroundthe  spolwhereahe  stood.  Insliiad (^ tnillk- 
eholy  music,  slraini  of  the  must  exalted  rmpfeirf  *M> 
heard  i  and  Ihe  young  maiden,  buoyanl  ■ 
inhabitants  of  the  fiury  orb.  amid  a  blxM  nT 
like  thai  which  fell  upon  her  in  thv  To 
cended  slowly  into  the  air. 

"  Slay,  beaulifal  vision,  slay  I  "  I  « 
breakingfrom  the  bald  of  the  Prtaat,  I  Ibn 
prostrate  on  the  ground  —  tile  oaly  nuidai  lij 
1  could  express  the  admintiuM,  eve 
«ith  which  I  was  filled.     Dot  the  vi 
heard  me  not ;  —  receding  into  the  il 
that  orb,  whose  heavenward  track  • 
follow,  her  form  lessened  by  dc£r«w  awaj.ff 
was  seen  no  more ;  while,  gaiag.  (ill  tb«  1 
iumlnoua  speck  had  disappeared.  I  aDowal  ■ 
unconsciously  to  be  led   away   lijr  ny  r 
guide,  who.  placing  me  once 
poppy-leaves,  left  me  there  lo 
possible,  after  such  a  scene,  to  et^oj-. 
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apparition  with  which  I  had  been  blessed  in 
that  Valley  of  Visions —  for  so  the  place  where  I 
had  witnessed  these  wonders  was  called — brought 
Iwek  to  my  heart  all  the  hopes  and  fancies  in  which, 
during  my  descent  firom  earth,  I  had  indulged.  I 
"^mA  now  seen  once  more  that  matchless  creature, 
who  had  been  my  guiding  star  into  this  mysterious 
realm ;  and  that  she  was  destined  to  be,  in  some  way, 
connected  with  the  further  revelations  that  awaited 
■ie»  I  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  There  was  a  sub- 
limity,  too,  in  the  doctrines  of  my  reverend  teacher, 
and  even  a  hope  in  the  promises  of  immortality 
lield  out  by  him,  which,  in  spite  of  reason,  won 
intensibly  both  upon  my  fancy  and  my  pride. 

The  Future,  however,  was  now  but  of  secondary 
aonaideration  ;  —  the  Present,  and  that  deity  of  the 
Prawnt,  woman,  were  the  objects  that  engrossed  my 
wlKde  iOoL  It  was,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  such 
beings  akme  that  I  considered  immortality  desirable, 
nor,  without  them,  would  eternal  life  have  appeared 
to  me  worth  a  single  prayer.  To  every  further  trial 
of  my  patience  and  faith,  I  now  made  up  my  mind 
to  aabmit  without  a  murmur.  Some  kind  chance, 
I  fondly  persuaded  myself,  might  yet  bring  me 
nearer  to  the  object  of  my  adoration,  and  enable 
BO  to  address,  as  mortal  woman,  one  who  had 
hitherto  been  to  me  but  as  a  vision,  a  shade. 

The  period  of  my  probation,  however,  was  nearly 
at  an  end.  Both  frame  and  spirit  had  now  stood  the 
trial ;  and  as  the  crowning  test  of  the  purification 
of  the  latter  was  that  power  of  sedyg  into  the  world 
of  spirits,  with  which  I  had  pnAed  myself,  in  the 
Valley  of  Visions,  to  be  endowed,  there  now  re- 
mained, to  complete  my  Initiation,  but  this  one 
night  more,  when,  in  the  Temple  of  Isis,  and  in  the 
|«ceence  of  her  unveiled  image,  the  last  grand  re- 
Toladon  of  the  Secret  of  Secrets  was  to  be  laid 
open  tome. 

I  pamed  the  morning  of  this  day  in  company  with 
the  same  venerable  personage,  who  had,  from  the 
flnt,  presided  over  the  ceremonies  of  my  instruction ; 
and  who,  to  inspire  me  with  due  reverence  for  the 
power  and  magnificence  of  his  religion,  now  con- 
ducted me  through  the  long  range  of  illuminated 
galleries  and  shrines,  that  extend  under  the  site 
npon  which  Memphis  and  the  Pyramids  stand,  and 


form  a  counterpart  under  ground  to  that  mighty 
city  of  temples  upon  earth. 

He  then  descended  with  me,  still  lower,  into 
those  winding  crypts,  where  lay  the  Seven  Tables 
of  stone  1,  found  by  Hermes  in  the  valley  of  He- 
bron. ^  On  these  tables,"  said  he,  **  is  written  all 
the  knowledge  of  the  antediluvian  race — the  de- 
crees of  the  stars  from  the  beginning  of  time,  the 
annals  of  a  still  earlier  world,  and  all  the  marvel- 
lous secrets,  both  of  heaven  and  earth,  which  would 
have  been, 

*  but  for  this  key. 
Lost  In  the  Universal  Sea.*  " 

Returning  to  the  region,  from  which  we  had  de- 
scended, we  next  visited,  in  succession,  a  series  of 
small  shrines  representing  the  various  objects  of 
adoration  throughout  Egypt,  and  thus  furnishing 
to  the  Priest  an  occasion  for  explaining  the  mys- 
terious nature  of  animal  worship,  and  the  refined 
doctrines  of  theology  that  lay  veiled  under  its 
forms.    Every  shrine  was  consecrated  to  a  par- 
ticular faith,  and  contained  a  living  image  of  the 
deity  which  it  adored.   Beside  the  goat  of  Mendes  S 
with  his  refulgent  star  upon  his  breast,  I  saw  the 
crocodile,  as  presented  to  the  eyes  of  its  idolater  at 
Arsinoe,  with  costly  gems '  in  its  loathsome  ears, 
and  rich  bracelets  of  gold  encircling  its  feet    Here, 
floating  through  a  tank  in  the  centre  of  a  temple, 
the  sacred  carp  of  Lepidotum  showed  its  silvery 
scales;  while,  there,  the  Jsiac  serpents^  trailed 
languidly  over  the  altar,  with  t^at  sort  of  move- 
ment which  is  thought  most  favourable  to  the  as- 
pirations of  their  votaries.     In  one  of  the  small 
chapels  we  found  a  beautiful  child,  employed  in 
feeding  and  watching  over  those  golden  beetles, 
which  are  adored  for  their  brightness,  as  emblems 
of  the  sun ;  while,  in  another,  stood  a  sacred  ibis 
npon  its  pedestal,  so  like,  in  plumage  and  attitude, 
to  the  bird  of  the  young  Priestess,  that  most  gladly 
would  I  have  knelt  down  and  worshipped  it  for 
her  sake. 

After  visiting  all  these  various  shrines,  and  hear- 
ing the  reflections  which  they  suggested,  I  was  next 
led  by  my  guide  to  the  Great  Hall  of  the  Zodiac,  on 
whose  ceiling  was  delineated,  in  bright  and  undying 
colours,  the  map  of  the  firmament,  as  it  appeared 
at  the  first  dawn  of  time.  Here,  in  pointing  out 
the  track  of  the  sun  among  the  spheres,  he  spoke 
of  the  analogy  that  exists  between  moral  and  phy- 


>  **  Bernard,  Ccnnte  de  la  Marche-Tr6Tisane,  instruit  par 
la  lettare  det  liTres  andens,  dit,  que  Hermes  trouva  sc]»t  tablet 
dans  la  TaUie  d'H^ron,  sur  lesquelles  6toient  grvrit  les 
pMoclpcs  dct  arts  Ub^rauz.*'  Fablct  Egyptiennet.  SeeJoA- 
Imuki  de  iUU»  Herm. 

>  For  an  aocoont  of  tha  animal  worship  of  tha  Egyptians, 
•aa  De  Pmrnw,  torn.  tt. 


3  Herodotus  ( EtUerp.)  tells  us  that  the  people  about  Thebes 
and  Lake  Mopris  kept  a  number  of  tame  crocodiles,  which 
they  worshipped,  and  dressed  them  out  with  gems  and  golden 
ornaments  in  I  heir  ears. 

4  "  On  auguroit  bien  de  serpens  isiaques,  lorsqu'ils  goA- 
toient  ToArande  et  se  trainoient  lentement  autour  de  Tautd.** 
De  Pamw. 


«(tb1  darkness — of  the  sympnlhy  with  «hicb  all 
ritual  UMDlum  regard  Ibc  sun.  so  as  to  st 
i  lUcline  irhen  he  links  iaio  his  vintrf  1 
Bpiisre,  and  to  rejoice  when  he  reiomei  bis 
'inpire  of  light.  Hence,  ihe  fbalivala  and  h^moe, 
rith  which  most  of  the  iuiIuids  of  Ihe  earth  an 
rout  (0  welcome  the  resurrecCioa  of  hia  orb  ii 
spring,  u  no  emblem  and  pledge  of  the  re-aicun 
of  the  Gciul  to  heaven.  Hence,  tlie  songs  of  soitot 
the  mouruflil  ceremonies' — like  those  Myiteriei 
of  the  Night',  upon  the  Lake  of  Sttis  —  in  whiei 
the;  brood  over  its  itutumnal  descent  into  tbi 
shojea.  a>  a  type  of  Ihe  Spirit's  Atll  into  IbU  world 
if  death. 

In  ditcannea  such  as  tbese  tbe  hours  pasted 
away  :  and  thoogh  there  was  nothing  in  the  ligh 
of  this  sunless  region  to  mark  to  the  eye  the  decline 
•f  day,  my  own  feeling*  told  mc  that  the  night 
drew  near; — nor,  in  spila  of  my  increduhly,  could 
I  refVain  from  a  slight  flutter  of  hope,  as  that  pro- 
mised momcnl  of  revelulion  drew  nigh,  when  the 
Mystery  of  Mysteries  wa«  to  be  made  all  my 
This  conauaunalion,  however,  was  lets  near  than 
I  expected.  My  patience  had  still  further  trials 
nuDunter,  It  was  neeelesry,  I  now  found,  that, 
during  Ihe  greater  part  of  the  night,  I  should  keep 
vatch  in  the  Saneluary  of  the  Temple,  alone  and 
Iter  darkneas — thus  preparing  myself,  by  me- 
ditation, for  ttie  awful  momeitt.  when  the  irradia- 
tion from  behind  the  sacred  Veils  was  to  burst 
apim  me. 

At  the  appointed  faonr,  we  left  the  Hall  of  the 
Zodiac,  and  proceeded  through  a  long  line  of  marble 
iTies,  where  the  lamps  were  more  thinly  sual- 
lered  as  we  adTanced,  till,  at  length,  we  found 
ourselves  in  total  darkness.  Here  the  Priest, 
taking  me  b;  the  hand,  and  leading  me  down  a 
flight  of  steps,  into  a  plaee  where  the  same  deep 
gloom  prevailed,  said,  with  a  voice  trembling,  as  if 
im  e^ECetS  of  awe,  —  *■  Thou  art  now  within  the 
ucluary  of  onr  goddess,  Isls,  and  Ihe  veils,  that 
coiiceal  her  sacred  image,  are  before  thee  I" 

After  exhorting  me  eBrncstly  to  that  train  of 
thought,  which  best  accorded  with  the  spirit  of  the 
phiee  when;  I  stood,  and,  above  all,  to  that  full  and 
unhesiUiting  faith,  with  which  alone,  he  said,  the 
manifestation  of  such  mysteries  should  be  ap- 
proached, the  holy  man  took  leave  of  me,  and  re- 
asecnded  the  steps  )~wbile,  so  spell-bound  did  I 
feel  by  that  deep  darkness,  that  the  last  sound  of 
his  footsteps  died  upon  my  ear,  before  1  ventured 


to  stir  a  limb  from  the  positioa  in  which  he  M 
left  me.  I 

Theprospect  oftheloDgwntcblhAdnowlaM  | 
forward  to  was  dreadful.  Even  dui^r  iticIC  if  ■  ' 
an  active  form,  would  havp  heen  br  fim^nMi  K  I 
this  sort  of  safe,  but  dull,  probation,  by  which  p. 
lience  was  the  only  virtue  put  to  the  proof-  llt>ii| 
oscertiuBed  how  fiir  the  spare  artmad  au  was  tn» 
from  obstacles,  1  endeavoured  to  bpguilr  Ihe  tiai  . 
by  pacing  up  and  down  within  thoae  limiu,  uH  1 
become  tired  of  Ihe  monotonous  echoes  of  n;  nn  i 
tread.  Finding  my  way,  then,  la  what  I  fih  inW  j 
a  massive  pillar,  and,  Imniu^  wearily  agatui  H.  I 
surrendered  myself  to  a  train  of  tliougbla  and  M-  ' 
ings.  fiir  diSenrnt  from  ihose  with  vhlch  (Ik  gmk  \ 
Uierophont  had  hoped  to  inspire  me.  j 

"  If  these  priests,"  thought  I,  *•  [cthm  r«lf 
the  secret  of  life,  why  are  they  themcelvia  d>  ito- 
tims  of  death  ?  why  sink  into  the  gT«n  with  ife 
cup  of  immortality  in  their  hands  ?  Bttt  no,  ail 
lxia£i«rs,  the  eleroiiy  they  to  lavishly  jiniaiiv  ■ 
reserved  for  nnal'ier,  a  flilure  world — thai  mdr 
resource  of  atl  priestly  promises— ihnl  drptsiiKi 
of  the  airy  pledges  of  all  creeds.  Anmhrr  woiU: 
— abs  I  where  doth  it  lie  ?  or,  what  spirit  Iwb 
ever  eome  to  say  that  Life  is  there  ?  " 

The  conclusion  at  which,  half  aaiUy,  half  fV- 
siooatcly,  I  arrived,  was  ihiu,  life   bein;  Wl  i 
dream  of  the  momeni  never  to  come  agniB.  tnry 
bliss  so  vaguely  promised  Ibr  faereaA«r  oogin  a 
be  secured  by  the  wise  mim  here.     And,  at  a*  r 
beavea  I  bad  ever  heard  of  from  lluae  fi«taa«y 
priesls  opened  half  such  certainty  ot  bappiasM  a  I 
that  smile  which  I  beheld  lul  night  —  "L*!  n«*  I 
T  ciclumed,  impatiently,  striking  the  ntaajfBv  I 
till  it  mag,  "  let  me  but  make   that  hesadU  H 
Priesteis  my  own.  and  1  here  wiLUngfy  "^iMVil 
for  her  every  chance  of  inuuonaljty,  thatcbrCH^H 
bined  wisdom  of  Egypt's  Twelve  Taiiplc«^^| 

T  bad  I  ullen-d  these  words,  d^^^H 
peal,  like  that  of  ihuader  >,  raUi^^^H 
the  Sanctuary,  and  seemed  to  aboke  lit  wty  mI^H 
On  every  side,  too,  a  succcssiini  of  Uw.  WswH 
flashes  pierced,  like  lancet  of  li^ht,  thnra^  lb 
gloom,  reveaiing  to  me.  at  iDtervals,  iba  B^hir 
rUch    1   stood  —  its   niliiif;  ot  aMTQ, 
studded  with  stars  —  its  coloasal  ciihimns,  towrrtoi 
olon. — and  those  dark,  awful  rnla.  whow  uiuy 
drapery  hung  from  ihc  roof  to  th*  floor,  cvretii; 
the  rich  glories  of  the  Shrine  b 
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So  weary  had  I  grown  of  my  tedioos  watch, 
that  this  stonny  and  fitful  illumination,  during 
"wbich  the  Sanctuary  seemed  to  rock  to  its  base, 
WMB  hy  no  means  an  unwelcome  interruption  of 
(be  monotonous  trial  my  patience  had  to  suffer. 
After  a  short  intenral,  however,  the  flashes  ceased ; 
•^-the  sounds  died  away,  like  exhausted  thunder, 
tihroiigh  the  abyss,  and  darkness  and  silence,  like 
that  of  the  grave,  succeeded. 

Resting  my  back  once  more  against  the  pillar, 
fixing  my  eyes  upon  that  side  of  the  Sanctuary 
which  die  promised  irradiation  was  to  burst, 
I  now  resolved  to  await  the  awful  moment  in  pa- 
tienee.  Resigned,  and  almost  immovable,  I  had 
remained  thus  for  nearly  another  hour,  when  sud- 
denly  aloogthe  edges  of  the  mighty  Veils,  I  perceived 
a  thin'rim  of  light,  as  if  from  some  brilliant  object 
mder  them ; — resembling  that  border  which  en- 
cnelcs  a  cloud  at  sunset,  when  the  rich  radiance 
from  behind  is  escaping  at  its  edges. 

This  mdication  of  concealed  glories  grew  every 
inttant  more  strong  ;  till,  at  last,  vividly  marked  as 
it  was  upon  the  darkness,  the  narrow  fringe  of 
loitre  almost  pained  the  eye — giving  promise  of  a 
lUness  of  splendour  too  bright  to  be  endured. 
Hy  expectations  were  now  wound  to  the  highest 
piteh,  and  all  the  scepticism,  into  which  I  had  been 
eooling  down  my  mind,  was  forgotten.  The  won- 
ders that  had  been  presented  to  me  since  my  dc- 
•eent  firom  earth — that  glimpse  into  Elysium  on 
the  first  night  of  my  coming — those  visitants  from 
the  land  of  Spirits  in  the  mysterious  valley  — all 
led  me  to  expect,  in  this  last  and  brightest  reve- 
latkm,  such  visions  of  glory  and  knowledge  as 
might  transcend  even  fancy  itself  nor  leave  a 
donbt  that  they  belonged  less  to  earth  than  heaven 

'WhiJe,  with  an  imagination  thus  excited,  I 
stood  waiting  the  result,  an  increased  gush  of  light 
■till  more  awakened  my  attention ;  and  I  saw  with 
an  intenseness  of  interest,  which  made  my  heart  beat 
alood,  one  of  the  comers  of  the  mighty  Veil  raised 
•lowly  from  the  floor.  I  now  felt  that  the  Great 
Secret,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  at  hand.  A 
▼ague  hope  even  crossed  my  mind — so  wholly 
had  imagination  now  resumed  her  empire — that 
the  splendid  promise  of  my  dream  was  on  the  very 
point  of  being  realized ! 

With  surprise,  however,  and,  for  the  moment, 
with  some  disappointment,  I  perceived,  that  the 
massy  comer  of  the  Veil  was  but  lifted  sufficiently 
firom  the  ground  to  allow  a  female  figure  to  emerge 
firom  under  it — and  then  fell  over  its  mystic  splen- 
dours as  utterly  dark  as  before.  By  the  strong 
light,  too,  that  issued  when  the  drapery  was  raised, 
and  illnminated  the  profile  of  the  emerging  figure, 
1  either  saw,  or  fancied  that  I  saw,  the  same  bright 


features,  that  had  already  so  often  mocked  me 
with  their  momentary  charm,  and  seemed  destined, 
indeed,  to  haunt  my  fancy  as  unavailingly  as  even 
the  fond,  vain  dream  of  Immortality  itsel£ 

Dazzled  as  I  had  been  by  that  short  gush  of 
splendour,  and  distrusting  even  my  senses,  when 
under  the  infiuence  of  so  much  excitement,  I  bad 
but  just  begun  to  question  myself  as  to  the  reality 
of  my  impression,  when  I  heard  the  sounds  of 
light  footsteps  approaching  me  through  the  gloom. 
In  a  second  or  two  more,  the  figure  stopped  before 
me,  and,  placing  the  end  of  a  riband  gently  in  my 
hand,  said,  in  a  tremulous  whisper,  *'  Follow,  and 
be  silent" 

So  sudden  and  strange  was  the  adventure,  that, 
for  a  moment,  I  hesitated — fearing  that  my  eyes 
might  possibly  have  been  deceived  as  to  the  object 
they  had  seen.  Casting  a  look  towards  the  Veil, 
which  seemed  bursting  with  its  luminous  secret,  I 
was  almost  doubting  to  which  of  the  two  chances 
I  should  commit  myself,  when  I  felt  the  riband  in 
my  hand  pulled  softly  at  the  other  extremity. 
This  movement,  like  a  touch  of  magic,  at  once 
decided  me.  Without  any  further  deliberation,  I 
yielded  to  the  silent  summons,  and  following  my 
guide,  who  was  already  at  some  distance  before 
me,  found  myself  led  up  the  same  flight  of  marble 
steps,  by  which  the  Priest  had  conducted  me  into 
the  Sanctuary.  Arrived  at  their  summit,  I  felt 
the  pace  of  my  conductress  quicken,  and  giving 
one  more  look  to  the  Veiled  Shrine,  whose  glories 
we  left  burning  uselessly  behind  us,  hastened  on- 
ward into  the  gloom,  full  of  confidence  in  the 
belief,  that  she,  who  now  held  the  other  end  of 
that  clue,  was  one  whom  I  was  ready  to  follow 
devotedly  through  the  world. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

With  such  rapidity  was  I  hurried  along  by  my 
unseen  guide,  full  of  wonder  at  the  speed  with 
which  she  ventured  through  these  labyrinths,  that 
I  had  but  little  time  left  for  reflection  upon  the 
strangeness  of  the  adventure  to  which  I  had  com- 
mitted myself.  My  knowledge  of  the  character 
of  the  Memphian  priests,  as  well  as  some  fearful 
mmours  that  had  reached  me,  conceming  the  fate 
that  often  attended  unbelievers  in  their  hands, 
awakened  a  momentary  suspicion  of  treachery  in 
my  mind.  But,  when  I  recalled  the  face  of  my 
guide,  as  I  had  seen  it  in  the  small  chapel,  with 
that  divine  look,  the  very  memory  of  which 
brought  purity  into  the  heart,  I  found  my  sus- 
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picions  all  TanUh,  and  fvlt  shame  at  having  har-  j 
boured  theni  hut  an  instant.  I 

In  the  mean  whiii*.  our  rapid  course  continued 
without  any  interruption.  thniu|;h  windings  even 
mor«!  capriciou^ily  iutricatc'  than  any  1  had  yet 
pais«d,  and  whtwi*  thick  pliMmi  s^i'med  nwcr  to 
have  been  bntkcn  by  a  tingle  glimmer  of  light. 
My  anMM'U  conductreu  was  still  at  some  distance 
before  me.  and  t)ie  slight  clue,  to  which  I  clung  . 
as  if  it  were  iK'stiny's  own  thread,  was  still  kept, 
by  the  spi'ed  of  her  course,  at  full  stretch  between 
us.  At  length,  suddenly  stopping,  she  said,  in  a 
breathless  whisper,  "Seat  thyself  here;**  and,  at 
the  same  moment,  letl  me  by  the  hand  to  a  sort  of ; 
low  car,  in  which,  obi*ying  her  brief  command,  I  ■ 
lost  not  a  moment  in  placing  myself,  while  the 
maiden,  no  less  pnim])tly.  took  her  seat  by  my 
side. 

A  sudden  click,  like  the  touching  of  a  spring,  was 
then  heard,  and  the  car  —  which,  as  I  had  felt  in 
entering  it,  leaned  half-way  over  a  steep  descent 
—  on  being  let  loose  frt>m  its  station,  shot  down, 
almost  perpi*ndicularly,  into  the  darkness,  with  a 
rapidity  which,  at   first,  nearly  deprived  me  of  ■ 
breath.     The  wheels  slid  smoothly  and  noiselessly  i 
in  gnwves,  and  the  impetus,  which  the  car  ac-  ^ 
quired  in  descending,  was  sufficient,  1  perceived, 
to  can*}'  it  up  an  eminence  that  succeeded  —  fnmi  j 
the  summit  of  wliieh  it  again  rushiKl  down  uiiother 
derlivity,  eviMi  htill    m<»re    hmp   nnd    i»ri'ri|>il(ms 
th:ni  ihc  fonniT.     1ti  this  inuiiiuT  we  pnKicloil,  i 
by  ailcriiate  f;ilis  ;iii(l  riso,  till,  at  len^nli,  from  tlu- 
last  and  sttT|)vsl  elevation,  the  ear  <les(.'endeil  upon  , 
a  level  of  deep  sand,  m  hiTO.  alter  nnniinjr  for  a  ! 
few    janU.  it    h\    decrees   l(»st    its   motion,   and 
stoppled. 

Hero  the  maiden,  alijilitinir  a^rain,   placed   the 
riband  in  my  hands  —  and  aj:ain  I  followed  her,  , 
though  with  more   slowness  and  diflieiilty   titan  j 
lK»for«»,  as  our  way  now  led  up  a  tUj^ht  of  damp  i 
and  time-worn  steps,  whose  aseent  seemed  to  the 
wearied  and   insiH'ure   ftwt   intenninahle.      Per- 
ceiving with  what  languor  my  guide  advanced,  1 


i  In  addition  to  thr  arcotints  which  the  Anricntu  havp  Irrt 
ui  of  the  prodlfciuuf  excavations  in  all  partu  uf  Kfrypt  — the 
flftot'n  hundred  chambers  un-ler  the  Lnbyrinth— the  nubterra- 
nean  staldvt  of  the  Thehaid.  eontiiinin^  n  thuuMud  horses  — 
the  crjrptt  of  Upper  Kgypt  pM»ing  under  the  beil  of  the  Nile, 
&e.  Ac.  —  the  stories  and  traditions  current  nnning  the  Arabs 
still  preserve  the  memory  of  those  wonderful  substructions. 
"  I'n  .\rabe."  says  Paul  Luca<,  *'  qui  Molt  avecnous,  m'asnura 
qu*6tanl  entr£  autrefois  dans  le  Labyrinthe,  il  avoit  march^ 
dans  les  chambres  souterraines  Jusqu'en  un  lieu  oQ  II  y  avoit 
unfgrandeplnroenvironneedeplusieurs  niches  qui  ressemliloit 
k  de  {K'titCk  Ihiutiques.  d'oii  Ton  entroit  dans  d'autresnI16es  et 
dans  ciiambrcs,  sans  pouvoir  en  trouver  la  fln."  In  speakiiif;, 
too.  of  the  arcades  alonfr  the  Nile,  near  Cosseir, "  Ilsraedirent 
mtoe  que  cet  soutcrraincs  (rtoient  si  profoodes  qu'il  y  en 
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^  I  was  now  standing,  I  found,  on  the  small  island 
fe  the  centre  of  Lake  MobHs  ' ;  and  that  sanctuary, 
we  had  just  emerged  from  darkness,  formed 
of  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  temple,  which  was 
(m  I  have  since  learned),  in  the  grander  days  of 
Memphis,  a  place  of  pilgrimage  for  worshippers 
all  parts  of  Egypt  The  fair  Lake,  itself,  out 
wlioee  waters  once  rose  pavilions,  palaces,  and 
lofty  pyramids,  was  still,  though  divested  of 
of  these  wonders,  a  scene  of  interest  and 
such  as  the  whole  world  could  not  equal. 
IPfhile  the  shores  still  sparkled  with  mansions 
temples,  that  bore  testimony  to  the  luxury  of 
living  race,—  the  voice  of  the  Past,  speaking  out 
i  unnumbered  ruins,  whose  summits,  here  and 
rose  blackly  above  the  waveS  told  of  times 
lied,  and  generations  long  swept  away,  before 
giant  remains  all  the  glory  of  the  present 
humbled.  Over  the  southern  bank  of  the 
hong  the  dark  relics  of  the  Labyrinth ;  —  its 
twetre  Royal  Palaces,  representing  the  mansions 
htUke  Zod^  —  its  thundering  portals'  and  con- 
Btillitfrt  halls,  having  left  nothing  now  behind  but 
S  ftw  frowning  ruins,  which,  contrasted  with  the 
■oft  groves  of  acacia  and  olive  around  them,  seemed 
to  rthake  the  luxuriant  smiles  of  nature,  and  threw 
S  melancholy  grandeur  over  the  whole  scene. 
The  effects  of  the  air,  in  re-animating  the  young 
were  less  speedy  than  I  had  expected ; — 
eyes  were  still  closed,  and  she  remained  pale 
insensible.  Alarmed,  I  now  rested  her  head 
(which  had  been,  for  some  time,  supported  by  my 
i)  against  the  base  of  one  of  the  columns,  with 
doak  for  its  pillow,  while  I  hastened  to  procure 
water  from  the  Lake.  The  temple  stood  high, 
the  descent  to  the  shore  was  precipitous.  But, 
my  Epicurean  habits  having  but  little  impaired  my 
activity,  I  soon  descended,  with  the  lightness  of  a 
deeert  deer,  to  the  bottom  Here,  plucking  from  a 
lofty  bean-tree,  whose  flowers  stood,  shining  like 
gold,  above  the  water,  one  of  those  large  hollowed 
leftTcs  that  serve  as  cups^  for  the  Hebcs  of  the 
Nile,  I  filled  it  from  the  Lake,  and  hurried  back 
with  the  cool  draught  towards  the  Temple.  It  was 
not,  however,  without  some  difficulty  that  I  at  last 
succeeded  in  bearing  my  rustic  chalice  steadily  up 
the  steep  ;  more  than  once  did  an  unlucky  slip 


>  The  podtkm  here  giren  to  Lake  Maris,  in  making  it  the 
boundary  of  the  city  of  Memphis  to  the  south, 
ipoDda  exactly  with  the  site  assigned  to  it  by  Maillct.:  — 
**  Mempbit  arolt  encore  i  son  raidi  un  vaste  reservoir,  par  oti 
toot  oe  qui  prat  serrir  i  la  cnmmodit6  et  i  ragr6ment  de  la 
vto  lol  <tolt  ?olturft  aboodamment  de  toutes  les  parties  de 
I'Bgypte.  Ce  lac  qui  U  terminoit  de  ce  c6tMd,"  &c.  &c.~ 
Tom.  H.  p.  7. 

*  **  Ob  Tott  cur  U  rive  orientalc  des  antiquitfis  qui  sont 
pws^ue  entidremeDt  loua  les  eaux."— A'/zoni. 


waste  all  its  contents,  and  as  often  did  I  return 
impatiently  to  refill  it 

During  this  time,  the  young  maiden  was  fkst 
recovering  her  animation  and  consciousness  ;  and, 
at  the  moment  when  I  appeared  above  the  edge  of 
the  steep,  was  just  rising  from  the  steps,  with  her 
hand  pressed  to  her  forehead,  as  if  confusedly  re- 
calling the  recollection  of  what  had  occurred.  No 
sooner  did  she  observe  me,  than  a  short  cry  of 
alarm  broke  from  her  lips.  Looking  anxiously 
round,  as  though  she  sought  for  protection,  and 
half-audibly  uttering  the  words,  "  Where  is  he  ?  *' 
she  made  an  effort,  as  I  approached,  to  retreat  into 
the  Temple. 

Already,  however,  I  was  by  her  side,  and  taking 
her  hand,  as  she  turned  away  from  me,  gently  in 
mine,  asked,  **  Whom  dost  thou  seek,  &ir  Priestess  ?  " 
— thus,  for  the  first  time,  breaking  the  silence  she 
had  enjoined,  and  in  a  tone  that  might  have  re- 
assured the  most  timid  spirit  But  my  words  had 
no  effect  in  calming  her  apprehension.  Trembling, 
and  with  her  eyes  still  averted  towards  the  Temple, 
she  continued  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  alarm,  — 
**  Where  can  he  be  ?  —  that  venerable  Athenian, 
that  philosopher,  who " 

**  Here,  here,''  I  exclaimed,  anxiously,  interrupt- 
ing her  —  "behold  him  still  by  thy  side — the 
same,  the  very  same,  who  saw  thee  steal  from  under 
the  Veils  of  the  Sanctuary,  whom  thou  hast  guided 
by  a  clue  through  those  labyrinths  below,  and  who 
now  only  waits  his  command  from  those  lips,  to 
devote  himself  through  life  and  death  to  thy  ser- 
vice." As  I  spoke  these  words,  she  turned  slowly 
round,  and  looking  timidly  in  my  face,  while  her 
own  burned  with  blushes,  said,  in  a  tone  of  doubt 
and  wonder,  "  Thou  ! "  and  then  hid  her  eyes  in 
her  hands. 

I  knew  not  how  to  interpret  a  reception  so  un- 
expected. That  some  mistake  or  disappointment 
had  occurred  was  evident ;  but  so  inexplicable  did 
the  whole  adventure  appear  to  me,  that  it  was  in 
vain  to  think  of  unravelling  any  part  of  it  Weak 
and  agitated,  she  now  tottered  to  the  steps  of  the 
Temple,  and  there  seating  herself,  with  her  fore- 
head against  the  cold  marble,  seemed  for  some 
moments  absorbed  in  the  most  anxious  thought ; 
while  silent  and  watchful  I  awaited  her  decision. 


3  '*  Quorundam  autem  domorum  (In  Labyrintho)  talis  est 
situs,  ut  adaperientibus  fores  tonitruum  Intus  terribile  cx- 
isut."— P/ray. 

*  Strabo.  According  to  the  French  translator  of  Strabo, 
it  was  the  fruit  of  the/1160  JEgyptiaca^  not  the  leaf,  that  was 
used  for  this  purpose.  "  Le  «iC«(i«»,'*  he  says,  "  devoit 
s>ntendre  de  la  capsule  ou  fruit  de  cette  plante,  dnnt  les 
Egyptiens  se  Kcnroient  comme  d'un  vase,  imaginant  que  Teau 
du  Nil  y  derenuit  dilicieuse.** 
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thougb,  at  the  HUnc  tiin?,  ttilh  s  feeling  vhichlbe 
resull  prored  lo  be  proplittic  —  (hat  my  deniny 
was,  from  tbcnccforth.  litiked  iuseparsbly  with 

Tbe  Iniranl  itrngglc  by  which  ahe  was  agitated, 
ihoogh  violeni,  was  not  of  long  conunnanro. 
Starling  suddenly  fi'otn  her  etMi,  with  a  liMk  of 
tirror  toward*  the  Temple,  as  if  the  tear  of  imme- 
diate ptirauit  bad  alone  decided  her,  the  pointed 
uagerly  tawardu  tbe   Eatt,  and  exclaimed,  "  To 

I  Nile,  wit lioal  delay  I  "  —  clatping  her  hands, 
after  she  bod  thus  spoken,  with  the  moat  luppliant 
fervour,  ai  if  to  soften  the  abraplneu  of  the  man- 
dau  abe  had  pvcn,  and  appealing  to  me  at  the 
le  time,  with  a  look  that  would  hate  taught 
Stoics  themselves  tendemcsa. 

I  iml  not  a  moment  in  obeyitig  tbe  welcome 
coouniuid.  With  a  thousand  wild  hopo  naluralty 
crowding  upon  my  fancy,  at  the  thooghts  of  a 
voyage,  under  aueh  auspices,  I  descended  rapidly 
he  shore,  and  hailing  one  of  those  boala  lliat 
ply  opoo  tbe  Lake  for  hire,  arrnnged  fipecdily  for 
1  passage  down  the  canal  to  the  Nile.  Having 
learned,  loo,  from  tbe  boatmen,  a  more  easy  path 
up  the  rock,  I  hulened  back  !□  the  Temple  for 
my  fair  charge  ;  and,  without  s  word  or  look,  that 
Id  alarm,  even  by  its  kindness,  or  disturb  the 
icenl  couGdence  which  she  now  evidently 
reposed  in  me,  led  her  down  b;  the  winding  path 
Lo  the  boaL 

Every  thing  around  looked  sonny  and  smiling 
IS  we  embarked.  The  morning  was  in  its  first 
freshness,  and  tbe  path  of  tbe  breeze  might  rtesrly 
be  traced  over  the  Lake,  as  it  went  wakening  up 
waters  from  their  sleep  of  the  night  Tbe 
gay,  gulden-winged  birds  (hat  heant  these  shores, 
were,  in  every  direction,  skiinmitig  along  the 
hake ;  while,  with  a  graver  consctantnesa  of 
liBuly,  the  swan  and  the  peliuan  were  seen  dreu- 
ing  their  white  plumage  in  the  mirror  of  its  wave, 
ftdil  to  the  liveliness  of  the  scene,  there  came, 
intervals,  on  the  breeze,  a  sweet  tinkling  of 
moaical  inilrumeals  from  boats  at  a  distance,  em- 
ployed thus  early  in  pursuing  tbe  fish  of  these 
waters',  that  allow  themselves  to  be  decoyed  into 
the  nets  by  music 

The  vessel  I  had  selected  for  our  voyage  was 
one  of  those  small  pleaaure-hoala  or  yachts^ — so 
much  in  use  among  the  luxurious  navigators  of 
the  Nile — in  the  centre  of  which  rises  a  pavilion 
of  cedar  or  cypress  wood,  adorned  richly  on  the 
□ulside,  with  religious  emblems,  and  gaily  filled 


up,  within,  fbr  feasting  and  repcae. 

of  this  pavilion  I  now   led  my  c 

after  a  few  words  of  kindness — ic 

lioBsly  with  as  much  reserre  aa  the 

nesa  of  my  feeling  looards  h«r  would  •ilmin 

her  to  court  that  restoring  ma,  whkh  ti 

tion  of  her  spin)*  so  much  required. 

For  myaelt  though  repose  was  hardly  le 
aary  to  me,  the  slate  of  ferment  in  wlot 
been  so  long  kept,  appeared  U>  render  U  b 
Having  thrown  myself  on  the  deck  of  tl 
Buder  an  awning  which  the  cailura  hs 
for  me,  I  continued,  for  some  lioiin,  in 
vague  day-drcnm-.— sometitaea  poasing  n 
the  scenes  of  that  subtecTBneao  drama,  ai 
times,  with  my  eyea  fixed  in  dlmiriy  v 
receiving  passively  the  impressiooa  of  It 
scenery  through  nhicb  we  paased. 

The  banks  of  tbe  canal  were  ibeo 
wooded.  Under  tbe  tofts  of  the  light  ai 
palm  were  seen  the  orange  nod  tbe  citran,fl 
lacing  their  boughs  ;  while,  here  and  thercia 
tamarisks  thickened  the  shade.  Hud.  al  ib«l 
edge  of  the  bank,  the  willow  of  Bobytoa  M 
bending  its  gracefnl  In^mcbes  into  the  I 
OvGostonally,  out  of  t)ie  depth  of  thoe  f 
there   shone   a   smaU  leniplu  or   j 

while,  now  and  then,  i 

of  foliage  allowed  the  eye 

sive  fields,  all  covered  with  bed*  of 

sweet  roses',  for  which  this  dialricl  of. 

celebrated. 

Tbe  activity  of  the  motniog  boor  «m 
every  direction.     Flights  of  dove*  and 
were  Suttering  among  the  leavn;  add 
beroD,  which  had  been  roosting  all  night  in 
date-tree,  now  stood  sunning  its  wiugs  U)>u  l>* 
green  bonk,  or  floated,  like  living  silver,  over  tki 
flood.     The  flowers,  too,  both  of  lao'I  jud  •air. 
looked  all  just  freshly  awakened  -. —  .. 
all,  tbe  saperb  lotus,  which,  liai^n;. 
with  the  sun  from  tbe  wavf,  wa-   r 
up  her  chalice  for  a  full  draught  iif  )i 

Such  were  the  acoues  thai  bii»  -■ 
presented  themselves,  and  mingled  viiL  ':.-  >^: .. 
reveries  that  floated  thniagb  my  n-.n!.  ;.  :■.' 
boat,  with  its  high,  capacious  sail,  t^i-^n  ilrn:  iL' 
flood,  lliough  tbe  occurrenee*  of  ibn  last  Vrv 
days  could  not  but  appear  to  me  one  ruotiaaid 
series  of  wonder^  yet  by  tat  the  grea(c«  marvrl 
of  nil  was,  that  she,  wboee  fini  took  had  nx 
wild-fire  into  my  heart — whom  I  had  thought  if 


opening  ni  tl 
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since  with  a  restlessness  of  passion,  that 
d  have  dared  all  danger  and  wrong  to  obtain 
^Iqect — «Ae  was  now  at  this  moment  resting 
idlj  within   that  pavilion,   while    goarding 

even  from  myself,  I  lay  motionless  at  its 
ihold. 

eanwhile,  the  snn  had  reached  his  meridian 
bt.  The  bnsy  hum  of  the  morning  had  died 
nally  away,  and  all  around  was  sleeping  in 
lot  stillness  of  noon.  The  Nile-goose,  having 
id  op  her  splendid  wings,  was  lying  motionless 
he  shadow  of  the  sycamores  in  the  water. 
1  the  nimble  lizards  upon  the  bank  i  appeared 
ove  less  nimbly,  as  the  light  fell  on  their  gold 
amres  hues.    Overcome  as  I  was  with  watch- 

and  weary  with  thought,  it  was  not  long 
re  I  yielded  to  the  becalming  influence  of  the 
'.    Looking  fixedly  at  the  pavilion — as  if 

more  to  assure  myself  that  I  was  in  no  dream 
anoe,  but  that  the  young  Egyptian  wlis  really 
s— I  felt  my  eyes  close  as  I  gazed,  and  in  a 
minutes  sunk  into  a  profound  sleep. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

ras  by  the  canal  through  which  we  now 
d*,  that,  in  the  more  prosperous  days  of 
iphii,  the  commerce  of  Upper  Egypt  and  Nu- 
iras  transported  to  her  magnificent  Lake,  and 
1  thence,  having  paid  tribute  to  the  queen  of 
Sy  was  poured  forth  again,  through  the  Nile, 
the  ocean.  The  course  of  this  canal  to  the 
r  was  not  direct,  but  ascending  in  a  south- 
!rly  direction  towards  the  Said;  and  in  calms, 
ith  adverse  winds,  the  passage  was  tedious, 
as  the  breeze  was  now  blowing  freshly  from 
lorth,  there  was  every  prospect  of  our  reach- 
tlie  river  before  nightfall.  Rapidly,  too,  as  our 
!j  swept  along  the  flood,  its  motion  was  so 
3th  as  to  be  hardly  felt;  and  the  quiet  gurgle 
le  waters,  and  the  drowsy  song  of  the  boatman 
le  prow,  were  the  only  sounds  that  disturbed 
ieep  silence  which  prevailed. 
be  sun,  indeed,  had  nearly  sunk  behind  the 
ran  hills,  before  the  sleep,  into  which  these 
tds  had  contributed  to  lull  me,  was  broken ;  and 
Srst  object  on  which  my  eyes  rested,  in  wak- 

L'or  eC  Tasur  briUent  en  bandet  longitudinalet  sur 
Dorpf  aotier,  et  leor  queue  est  do  pliu  beau  bleu  celeste." 
M.     , 

Un  canal,**  Mft  MaiUei, "  tr^profond  et  trdi-large  j 
roit  let  eaux  du  NH.'* 

AndcnnMneDt  oo  portoit  lei  eaux  du  Nil  Jusqu'i  det 
tea  ft»fftflolgn<aa,et  nartont  chei  let  priooeties  du  tang 


ing,  was  that  fair  young  Priestess — seated  within 
a  porch  which  shaded  the  door  of  the  pavilion,  and 
bending  intently  over  a  small  volume  that  lay  un- 
rolled on  her  lap. 

Her  fiice  was  but  half-turned  towards  me ;  and 
as  she,  once  or  twice,  raised  her  eyes  to  the  warm 
sky,  whose  light  fell,  softened  through  the  treUis, 
over  her  cheek,  I  found  all  those  feelings  of  re- 
verence, which  she  had  inspired  me  with  in  the 
chapel,  return.  There  was  even  a  purer  and 
holier  charm  around  her  countenance,  thus  seen 
by  the  natural  light  of  day,  than  in  those  dim  and 
unhallowed  regions  below.  She  was  now  looking, 
too,  direct  to  the  glorious  sky,  and  her  pure  eyes 
and  that  heaven,  so  worthy  of  each  other,  met 

After  contemplating  her  for  a  few  moments, 
with  little  less  than  adoration,  I  rose  gently  from 
my  resting-place,  and  approached  the  pavilion. 
But  the  mere  movement  had  startled  her  from  her 
devotion,  and,  blushing  and  confused,  she  covered 
the  volume  with  the  folds  of  her  robe. 

In  the  art  of  winning  upon  female  confidence, 
I  had  long,  of  course,  been  schooled  ;  and,  now  that 
to  the  lessons  of  gallantry  the  inspiration  of  love 
was  added,  my  ambition  to  please  and  to  interest 
could  hardly  fail,  it  may  be  supposed,  of  success. 
I  soon  found,  however,  how  much  less  fluent  is 
the  heart  than  the  fancy,  and  how  very  different 
may  be  the  operations  of  making  love  and  feeling 
it  In  the  few  words  of  greeting  now  exchanged 
between  us,  it  was  evident  that  the  gay,  the  enter- 
prising Epicurean  was  little  less  embarrassed  than 
the  secluded  Priestess  ;  —  and,  after  one  or  two  in- 
effectual efforts  to  converse,  the  eyes  of  both  turned 
bashfully  away,  and  we  relapsed  into  silence. 

From  this  situation — the  result  of  timidity  on 
one  side,  and  of  a  feeling  altogether  new  on  the 
other — we  were,  at  length,  relieved,  after  an  in- 
terval of  estrangement,  by  the  boatmen  announcing 
that  the  Nile  was  in  sight  The  countenance  of 
the  young  Egyptian  brightened  at  this  intelligence ; 
and  the  smile  with  which  I  congratulated  her 
upon  the  speed  of  our  voyage  was  responded  to  by 
another  Arom  her,  so  full  of  gratitude,  that  already 
an  instinctive  sympathy  seemed  established  be- 
tween us. 

We  were  now  on  the  point  of  entering  that  sa- 
cred river,  of  whose  sweet  waters  the  exile  drinks 
in  his  dreams — for  a  draught  of  whose  flood  the 
royal  daughters  of  the  Ptolemies  ^  when  far  away, 

det  Ptolom£et,  inarl£et  dant  det  famillet  (trangdret.**— Df 
Pauw. 

The  water  thut  cooTeyed  to  other  landt  wat,  at  we  may 
collect  Arom  Juvenal,  chiefly  intended  for  0*e  ute  of  the 
Templet  of  Itii,  ettablithed  in  thote  countriet. 

SI  Candida  Jutterit  lo, 
Ibit  ad  JEgypti  fincm,  calidaque  petitat 
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on  foreign  thrones,  hare  been  known  to  iSgli  m 
the  midst  of  their  splendour.  As  our  boat,  with 
slackened  sail,  was  gliding  into  the  current,  an 
inquiry  from  the  boatmen,  whether  they  should 
anchor  for  the  night  in  the  Nile,  first  reminded  me 
of  the  ignorance  in  which  I  still  remained,  with 
respect  to  the  motive  or  destination  of  our  voyage. 
Embarraswd  by  their  question,  I  directed  my  eyes 
towards  the  Priestess,  whom  I  saw  waiting  for 
ny  answer  with  a  look  of  anxiety,  which  this  si- 
lent reference  to  her  wishes  at  once  dispelled. 
Unfolding  eagerly  the  volume  with  which  I  had 
seen  her  so  much  occupied,  she  took  from  between 
its  folds  a  small  leaf  of  papjrrus,  on  which  there 
appeared  to  be  some  faint  lines  of  drawing,  and 
after  looking  upon  it  thoughtfully  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, placed  it,  with  an  agitated  hand,  in  mine. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  boatmen  had  taken  in 
their  sail,  and  the  yacht  droye  slowly  down  the 
river  with  the  current;  while,  by  a  light  which 
had  been  kindled  at  sunset  on  the  deck,  I  stood 
examining  the  leaf  that  the  Priestess  had  given 
me — her  dark  eyes  fixed  anxiously  on  my  coun- 
tenance all  the  while.  The  lines  traced  upon  the 
papyrus  were  so  faint  as  to  be  almost  invisible, 
and  I  was  for  some  time  wholly  unable  to  form  a 
conjecture  as  to  their  import  At  length,  how- 
ever, I  succeeded  in  making  out  that  they  were 
a  sort  of  map,  or  outlines — traced  slightly  and 
unsteadily  with  a  Memphian  rood  —  of  a  part  of 
that  mountainous  ridge  by  which  I'pper  Kpypt  is 
bounded  to  the  east,  together  with  the  names,  or 
rather  emblems,  of  the  chief  towns  in  its  immediate 
neighbourhood. 

It  was  thither,  I  now  saw  clearly,  that  the  young 
Priestess  wishcnl  to  pursue  her  course.  Without 
further  delay,  therefore,  I  ordered  the  boatmen  to 
set  our  vacht  bi'fore  the  wind,  and  ascend  the  cur- 
rent.  My  command  was  promptly  obeyed :  the 
white  sail  again  rose  into  the  region  of  the  breeze, 
and  the  satisfaction  that  beamed  in  every  feature 
of  the  fair  Egyptian  showed  that  the  quickness 
with  which  I  had  attended  to  her  wishes  was  not 
unfelt  by  her.  The  moon  had  now  risen ;  and 
though  the  current  was  against  us,  the  Etesian 
wind  of  the  season  blew  strongly  up  the  river,  and 
we  were  soon  floating  before  it,  through  the  rich 
plains  and  groves  of  the  Said. 

A  Meroe  portabit  aquas,  ut  Bpar^at  in  sdo 
hidlt,  antiquo  qus  proxima  turgit  orili. 

Sat.  Ti. 

>  '*  Le  nom  du  maltre  j  6toit  iciit,  pendant  la  nuit,  en 
lettret  de  fou  "^MnilM. 

>  Called  Alationtes.    For  their  brlttleneM  Martial  is  an 
authority :  -. 

Tolle.  puer,  calices,  tepidique  toreumata  Nill, 
Et  mihi  securA  pocula  trade  manu. 
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on  the  shores,  illmnmated  mansions  were  seen 
glittering  through  the  trees,  from  whence  sounds 
tii  music  and  merriment  came.  In  some  of  the 
were  hands  of  minstrels,  who,  from  time  to 
answered  each  other,  like  echoes,  across  the 
;  and  the  notes  of  the  lyre,  the  flageolet,  and 
fweet  lotos-wood  flute*,  were  heard,  in  the 
of  revelry,  dying  along  the  waters. 
ICea&while,  from  other  boats  stationed  in  the  least 
Halted  places,  the  workers  of  fire  sent  forth  their 
wonders  into  the  air.  Bursting  out  suddenly  from 
to  time,  as  if  in  the  Tery  exuberance  of  joy, 
sallies  of  flame  appeared  to  reach  the  sky,  and 
,  breaking  into  a  shower  of  sparkles,  shed  such 
A  qplendoor  around,  as  brightened  even  the  white 
Arihian  hills — making  them  shine  as  doth  the 
hnm  of  Mount  Adas  at  night  <,  when  the  fire  from 
luf  own  bosom  is  playing  around  its  snows. 

The  opportunity  this  mart  afforded  us,  of  provid- 
ing ourselves  wiUi  some  less  remarkable  habili- 
its  than  those  in  which  we  had  escaped  from 
nether  world,  was  too  seasonable  not  to  be 
gbdlj  taken  advantage  of  by  both.  For  myself, 
iSbft  atrange  mystic  garb  which  I  wore  was  suffi- 
ciently concealed  by  my  Grecian  mantle,  which  I 
Ind  ibrtunately  thrown  round  me  on  the  night  of 
ay  watch.  But  the  thin  veil  of  my  companion 
was  a  fur  less  efficient  disguise.  She  had,  indeed, 
ihiiig  away  the  golden  beetles  from  her  hair ;  but 
Mcred  robe  of  her  order  was  still  too  visible, 
the  stars  of  the  bandelet  shone  brightly  through 
Ber  veiL 

Most  gladly,  therefore,  did  she  avail  herself  of 
tliis  opportunity  of  a  change ;  and,  as  she  took  from 
oat  a  casket — which,  with  the  volume  I  had  seen 
her  reading,  appeared  to  be  her  only  treasure — a 
■nail  jewel,  to  give  in  exchange  for  the  simple  gar- 
nentt  she  had  chosen,  there  fell  out,  at  the  same 
time,  the  very  cross  of  silver  which  I  had  seen  her 
ktMt  as  may  be  remembered,  in  the  monumental 
cliapel,  and  which  was  afterwards  pressed  to  my 
omi  lips.  This  link  between  us,  (for  such  it  now 
appeared  to  my  imagination)  called  up  again  in 
my  lieart  all  the  burning  feelings  of  that  moment; 
and,  had  I  not  abruptly  turned  away,  my  agi- 
tation would  have  but  too  plamly  betrayed  itself. 
The  object,  for  which  we  had  delayed  in  this  gay 
aoene,  having  been  accomplished,  the  sail  was  again 

'  9m  M.naotnu  OH  the  mutual  iHstrumenlsqftkeEgyp- 


s  SaHmma  ipeaks  of  the  tnowy  munmit  of  Mount  Atlas 
fUttcrfng  with  flamet  at  night.  In  the  account  of  the  Peripluf 
•C  Hanoo,  a*  wdl  as  in  that  of  Eudoxuf ,  we  read,  that  as  thote 
aavlfaton  were  coasting  this  part  of  Africa.  torrenU  of  light 
wer*  aaco  to  fall  on  the  sea. 

*  **  Per  lacrymas,  ? ero,  Isidis  Intelllgo  effluTla  quaedam 


spread,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  course  up  the 
river.  The  sounds  and  the  lights  we  had  left  be- 
hind died  gradually  away,  and  we  now  floated 
along  in  moonlight  and  silence  once  more.  Sweet 
dews,  worthy  of  being  called  "  the  tears  of  Isis  3,** 
fell  refreshingly  through  the  air,  and  every  plant 
and  flower  sent  its  fragrance  to  meet  them.  The 
wind,  just  strong  enough  to  bear  us  smoothly 
against  the  current,  scarce  stirred  the  shadow  of 
the  tamarisks  on  the  water.  As  the  inhabitants 
from  all  quarters  were  collected  at  the  night-fair, 
the  Nile  was  more  than  usually  still  and  solitary. 
Such  a  silence,  indeed,  prevailed,  that,  as  we  glided 
near  the  shore,  we  could  hear  the  rustling  of  the 
acacias  ^  as  the  chameleons  ran  up  their  stems.  It 
was,  altogether,  such  a  night  as  only  the  climate 
of  Egypt  can  boast,  when  the  whole  scene  around 
lies  lulled  in  that  sort  of  bright  tranquillity,  which 
may  be  imagined  to  light  the  slumbers  of  those 
happy  spirits,  who  are  said  to  rest  in  the  Valley  of 
the  Moon^  on  their  way  to  heaven. 

By  such  a  light,  and  at  such  an  hour,  seated,  side 
by  side,  on  the  deck  of  that  bark,  did  we  pursue 
our  course  up  the  lonely  Nile — each  a  mystery  to 
the  other — our  thoughts,  our  objects,  our  very 
names  a  secret; — separated,  too,  till  now,  by 
destinies  so  different ;  the  one,  a  gay  voluptuary 
of  the  Garden  of  Athens ;  the  other,  a  secluded 
Priestess  of  the  Temples  of  Memphis  ;^and  the 
only  relation  yet  established  between  us  being  that 
dangerous  one  of  love,  passionate  love,  on  one  side, 
and  the  most  feminine  and  confiding  dependence 
on  the  other. 

The  passing  adventure  of  the  night-fair  had  not 
only  dispelled  a  little  our  mutual  reserve,  but  had 
luckily  furnished  us  with  a  subject  on  which  we 
could  converse  without  embarrassment  From  this 
topic  I  took  care  to  lead  her,  without  any  inter- 
ruption, to  others — being  fearful  lest  our  former 
silence  should  return,  and  the  music  of  her  voice 
again  be  lost  to  me.  It  was  only,  indeed,  by  thus 
indirectly  unburdening  my  heart  that  I  was  enabled 
to  avoid  the  disclosure  of  all  I  thought  and  felt ; 
and  the  restless  rapidity  with  which  I  flew  from 
subject  to  subject  was  but  an  effort  to  escape  from 
the  only  one  in  which  my  heart  was  really  inter- 
ested. 

**  How  bright  and  happy,"  said  I — pomting  up 


Lunsp,  quibus  tantam  Tim  Tidentur  trlbaisse  JEgjrptl."  Ja* 
Monski.  —He  is  of  opinion  that  the  superstition  of  the  Nucia, 
or  miraculous  drop,  is  a  relic  of  the  Teneration  paid  to  the 
dews,  as  the  tears  of  Isis. 

*  Travfls  qf  Captain  Mangles. 

&  Plutarek,  Dupmit,  torn.  x.  The  Manicheans  held  the 
same  belief.— See  Beamobre^  p.  566. 


o  Sothis,  (he  fair  Star  of  the  Waters  >,  vhieh  <rw 
I  just  then  ibiniagbrilliaclly  over  our  heads — "How 
bright  and  happ/  tbU  world  ougbt  lo  b«,  if.  as 
your  Egrptian  sage*  anert,  joo  pure  and  bmu- 
liful  luminary  waa  its  birth-star!"*  Then,  Elill 
ieimiag  back,  and  letting  my  eyes  wander  over  the 
Gniuunimt,  u  ir  seeking'  to  discagnge  them  from 
the  fascination  vhich  thef  dreaded — "  To  the 
study,"  I  eielaimed.  "  tot  ages,  of  ikies  like  this, 
may  the  pensive  and  mystic  character  of  your 
nation  be  traced.  That  miitnre  of  pride  and 
melancholy  which  naturally  nriaes  at  the  sigbl  of 
those  eternal  lights  abinin|;  out  of  dorkni^ts; — 
that  sublime,  bat  saddened,  anticipation  of  a 
Future,  which  steals  sometimes  over  the  soul  in 
le  silence  of  such  an  hour,  when,  though  Doalh 
appears  to  reign  in  the  devp  stillness  of  earth, 
there  are  yet  those  beacons  of  Immortality  burning 

Paosing,  as  I  Qttered  the  word  "  immortality," 
with  a  sigh  to  thmk  how  little  my  heart  echoed  to 
my  lips,  1  looked  in  the  fiioe  of  roy  companion, 
~  saw  that  it  bad  lighted  up,  as  I  spoke,  ioto  a 
glow  of  holy  animation,  such  as  Faith  alone  givesi 
ich  as  Hope  henielf  wears,  when  she  is  drcam- 
of  hearen.  Touched  by  the  contrast,  and 
gaaing  upon  ber  with  monmful  tenderness,  I 
found  my  arms  half  opened,  lo  dnap  ber  to  my 
heart,  while  the  words  died  away  inaudihly  upon 
my  lips,  — "  Thou,  too,  beaaltful  maiden  I  must 
thou,  too,  die  forever?" 

My  self-command,  I  felt,  had  neBrly  deserted 
ni0.    Rising  abruptly  f^m  my  seat,  I  walked 
the  middle  of  the  deck,  and  stood,  for  some  n 

snts,  unconsciously  gazing  npon  one  of  those 
fires,  which  — according  to  the  custom  of  all  who 
tniTel  by  nigbl  on  the  Nile — our  boatmen  had 
kindled,  to  scare  away  the  crocodiles  from  the 
iL  But  it  was  in  vain  that  t  endeavoured  to 
use  my  spirit.  Every  effort  I  made  bnt  more 
deeply  convinced  me,  that,  till  the  mystery  which 
hung  round  tbat  maiden  abonld  be  solved — till 
the  worct,  with  which  my  own  bosom  laboured, 
should  be  disclosed — it  was  fruitless  to  attempt 
?ven  a  temblance  of  tranquillity. 

My  resolution  was  therefore  token; — lo  lay 
ipen,  at  once,  the  feelings  of  my  own  heart,  as  fcr 
as  such  revealmenc  might  be  hazarded,  without 
Elartling  the  timid  innocence  of  my  companion. 
Thus  resolved,  I  resnmed  my  seat,  with  more 
composure,  by  her  aide ;  and  taking  from  my 
bosom  the  small  mirror  which  she  had  dropped  in 
the  Temple,  and  which  I  had  ever  since  worn 


inspeBded  round  my  neck,  presemal  ii  i 
trembling  band  la  her  view.     Thr  fa 
just  kindled  one  of  their  ni^t-Gm  d 
its  light,  0*  she  leaned  forward  (o  look  i 
■uirmr,  fell  upon  her  Cure. 

The  quick  bluab  of  surprise  with  wUAil 
cognised  it  to  be  hers,  and  her  look  aT  tc 
eager  inquiry,  in  rstsing  her  eye*  li 
appeals  lo  which  I  was  not.  of  eourwr,  n 
answering.  Be§:Inning  with  the  Ant  e 
when  I  saw  her  in  Ibc  Temple,  and  pi 
but  with  words  that  burned  as  they  w«it,fl 
the  impression  which  she  had  thca  left  «; 
heart  and  fancy,  1  proceeded  lu  deserilie  ti 
ticulars  of  my  descent  into  the  pynmidJ 
Gnrprise  and  adoration  at  the  dfwr  of  iht  el 
my  encounter  with  the  Trial*  of  loitia 
mysteriously  prepared  fi>r  me,  and  all  then 
visionary  woiideiB  I  had  witnessed  in  iIbi  q 
till  the  moment  when  t  had  seen  turr  tf 
under  the  Veils  lo  approach  me. 

Though,  in  deliiling  these  er^mta, 
bnt  little  of  the  feelings  they  had  Bwokatd  d 
— though  my  lipe  bad  sent  boch  many  a 
nnnttered.  there  was  still  enon^  tlut  could  at 
be  subdued  nor  diiguiscd.  anil  whieh,  1 
light  from  under  the  veils  of  her  own  In,  j| 
through  every  word  that  1  spoke.     Wba  | 
of  the  scene  in  thecbapel — of  the  sOi 
which  I  bad  witnessed  between  the  deal  • 
living— the  muden  leaned  down  ho-  badf 
wept,  as  from  a  heart  foil  of  tears.     1 
pleasure  to  her.  however,  lo  Itsten  j 
she  looked  at  me  again,  there  waa  an  isntii 
affectionate  cordiality  in  her  eyes,  as  if  th«  b 
ledge  of  my  having  been  present  M  thu  awnvM 
scene  had  opened  a  new  source  of  nasMthj  dd 
intelligence  between  us.    So  neighbooTioK  ar 
fountains  of  Love  and  of  Sorrow,  and  h>  in 
ceplibly  do  they  ofien  mingle  their  dnasw. 

Little,  indeed,  as  I  was  guided  by  art  or  4e 

in  my  manner  and  conduct  towards  tU*  inw 

girl,  uot  all  the  most  experienced  gailaaOf  U  Ik 

Garden  could  have  dictated  a  policy  h" 

*ve  at  that  which  my  new  master,  Uire,  op* 

lught  me.    The  same  ntdour  which,  if  shows  m 

nee.  and  without  reserve,  luigltl  pnibaUy  haw 

startled  a  heart  so  little  prepared  tOr  k.  hehg  M* 

checked  and  softened  by  the  timidity  irf*  n^  b^ 

its  way  without  alarm,  ami,  when  miM  dltt- 

of  success,  waa  thtin  most  survty  on  itt  lay 

iumph.    like  one  whine  sIuuIift*  «*  tf^ 

dually  broken  by  sweet  music, 


■  -m,,^ 
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awakened  withont  being  disturbed.  She  fol- 
lanred  the  coarse  of  the  charm,  unconscious 
vhither  it  led,  nor  was  even  aware  of  the  flame 
she  had  lighted  in  another's  bosom,  till  startled  by 
tiie  reflection  of  it  glimmering  in  her  own. 

Impatient  as  I  was  to  appeal  to  her  generosity 
and  sympathy,  for  a  similar  proof  of  confidence  to 
that  which  I  had  just  given,  the  night  was  now 
too  flir  advanced  for  me  to  impose  upon  her  such 
a  task.  After  exchanging  a  few  words,  in  which, 
though  iTttle  met  the  ear,  there  was,  on  both  sides, 
a  tone  and  manner  that  spoke  &r  more  than  lan- 
guage, we  took  a  lingering  leave  of  each  other  for 
tiie  night,  with  every  prospect,  I  fondly  hoped,  of 
being  still  together  in  our  dreams. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Ir  was  to  near  the  dawn  of  day  when  we  parted 
that  we  found  the  sun  sinking  westward  when  we 
i^oined  each  other.  The  smile,  so  frankly  cor- 
dial, with  which  she  met  me,  might  have  been 
taken  for  the  greeting  of  a  long-mellowed  friend- 
diipi,  did  not  the  blush  and  the  cast-down  eyelid 
that  foUowed  betray  symptoms  of  a  feeling  newer 
and  less  cahn.  For  myself,  lightened  as  I  was,  in 
degree,  by  the  avowal  which  I  had  made,  I 
yet  too  conscious  of  the  new  aspect  thus  given 
to  our  intercourse,  not  to  feel  some  little  alarm  at 
the  prospect  of  returning  to  the  theme.  We  were 
hoCh,  therefore,  alike  willing  to  allow  our  attention 
to  be  diverted,  by  the  variety  of  strange  objects 
that  presented  themselves  on  the  way,  from  a 
■ofcjeet  that  evidently  both  were  alike  unwilling 
to  approach. 

The  river  was  now  all  stirring  with  commerce 
and  life.  Every  instant  we  met  with  boats  de- 
aeending  the  current,  so  wholly  independent  of  aid 
from  sail  or  oar,  that  the  mariners  sat  idly  on  the 
deck  as  they  shot  along,  either  singing  or  playing 
npon  their  double-reeded  pipes.  The  greater  num- 
ber of  these  boats  came  laden  with  those  large 
emeralds,  finom  the  mine  in  the  desert,  whose 
ecrfoon,  it  is  said,  are  brightest  at  the  full  of  the 
mooo;  while  some  brought  cargoes  of  frankin- 
eense  fh)m  the  acacia  groves  near  the  Red  Sea. 
On  the  decks  of  others,  that  had  been,  as  we 
learned,  to  the  Golden  Mountains  >  beyond  Syene, 

1  Vide  Wi^fitrd  on  Eg^  and  the  Nilf,  Astatic  Recearchea. 

s  **  A^  TepoqiM  de  la  cnie  le  Nil  Vert  charrie  les  planches 

d*wi  bob  qui  a  una  odeur  leinblable  i  celle  do  I'enccns." 


•  Mama. 


were  heaped  blocks  and  fragments  of  that  sweet- 
smelling  wood>,  which  is  yearly  washed  down,  by 
the  Green  Nile  of  Nubia,  at  the  season  of  the 
floods. 

Our  companions  up  the  stream  were  fiir  less  nu- 
merous. Occasionally  a  boat,  returning  lightened 
from  the  fair  of  last  night,  shot  rapidly  past  us, 
with  those  high  sails  that  catch  every  breeze  from 
over  the  hills ; — while,  now  and  then,  we  overtook 
one  of  those  barges  full  of  bees  3,  that  are  sent  at 
this  season  to  colonise  the  gardens  of  the  south, 
and  take  advantage  of  the  first  flowers  after  the 
inundation  has  passed  away. 

For  a  short  time,  this  constant  variety  of  objects 
enabled  us  to  divert  so  fiu*  our  conversation  as  to 
keep  it  from  lighting  upon  the  one,  sole  subject, 
round  which  it  constantly  hovered.  But  the  effort, 
as  might  be  expected,  was  not  long  successfuL  As 
evening  advanced,  the  whole  scene  became  more 
solitary.  We  less  frequently  ventured  to  look  upon 
each  other,  and  our  intervals  of  silence  grew  more 
long. 

It  was  near  sunset,  when,  in  passing  a  small 
temple  on  the  shore,  whose  porticoes  were  now  full 
of  the  evening  light,  we  saw  issuing  from  a  thicket 
of  acanthus  near  it,  a  train  of  young  maidens 
gracefully  linked  together  in  the  dance  by  stems  of 
the  lotus  held  at  arms'  length  between  them.  Their 
tresses  were  also  wreathed  with  this  gay  emblem 
of  the  season,  and  in  such  profusion  were  its  white 
flowers  twisted  around  their  waists  and  arms^, 
that  they  might  have  been  taken,  as  they  lightly 
bounded  along  the  bank,  for  Nymphs  of  the  Nile, 
then  freshly  risen  from  their  bright  gardens  under 
the  wave. 

After  looking  for  a  few  minutes  at  this  sacred 
dance,  the  maiden  turned  away  her  eyes,  with  a 
look  of  pain,  as  if  the  remembrances  it  recalled 
were  of  no  welcome  nature.  This  momentary  re- 
trospect, this  glimpse  into  the  past,  appeared  to  offer 
a  sort  of  clue  to  the  secret  for  which  I  panted ; — 
and  accordingly  I  proceeded,  as  gradually  and  de- 
licately as  my  impatience  would  allow,  to  avail 
myself  of  the  opening.  Her  own  frankness,  how- 
ever, relieved  me  from  the  embarrassment  of  much 
questioning.  She  appeared  even  to  feel  that  the 
confidence  I  sought  was  due  to  me ;  and  beyond 
the  natural  hesitation  of  maidenly  modesty,  not  a 
shade  of  reserve  or  evasion  appeared. 

To  attempt  to  repeat,  in  her  own  touching  words, 
the  simple  story  which  she  now  related  to  me, 

^  "  On  les  Toit  comme  Jadis  cueillir  dans  les  chanips  det 
tiget  du  lotus,  slgnes  du  d^bordement  et  pr6sage«  de  I'abon- 
dance  ;  lis  s'envcloppent  les  bras  et  le  corpt  avec  les  tongues 
tiges  fleurles,  et  parcourent  les  rues,"  ttc -- Description  det 
Tbmbeau*  dea  Roit,  par  ii.  Cotta*, 
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iroald  be  like  eDdeaTonriog  lo  note  down  some 
DnpremeditaMd  Hnia  of  music,  with  all  those 
fti^tive  graced,  those  felicities  of  the  moinent, 
which  DO  art  can  restore,  as  they  flnl  met  the  ear. 
From  s  feeling,  too,  of  hiunility.  she  had  omiRed 
a  ber  ibart  aamitiTe  sevenil  pEirtieulars  relating 
n  herself,  which  I  ancrwHTds  learned;  —  while 
ithers,  not  less  imponant,  sbe  bat  slljibllf  passed 
iver,  from  a  feat  of  offending  the  prejudices  of  her 
beuheo  hearer. 

I  shall,  therefore,  give  her  story,  not  as  she, 
henelf,  sketched  it,  but  as  it  «as  aftcraards  filled 
np  by  a  pious  and  Tflnerable  hand — far,  far  more 
worthy  than  mine  of  being  associated  with  the 
momory  of  such  parity. 


STORY  OP   AI.ETHE. 

"  The  mother  of  this  maiden  was  the  beautiful 
Theorn  of  Aleiandria,  who,  though  a  native  of 
that  city,  was  descended  from  Grecian  pnrenla. 
When  yery  young,  Theora  was  one  of  the  seven 
mudens  selected  to  note  down  the  discuarses  of 
the  eloquent  Origen,  who,  at  that  period,  presided 
OTCT  the  School  of  Alexandria,  and  was  in  all  the 
fulness  of  his  f^c  botb  among  Paguis  and  Chrii- 
tlana.  Kodowed  richly  with  the  learaiag  of  both 
creeds,  he  brought  the  nutoral  light  of  philosophy 
lo  Ulustrate  the  mysleriea  of  fajth,  and  was  Ihen 
only  proud  of  his  knowledge  of  the  wisdom  of  this 
world,  when  be  found  it  minister  usefblly  to  the 
triumph  of  divine  truth. 

"  Although  be  bad  courted  in  vain  the  crown 
of  martyrdom,  it  was  held,  through  bis  whole  life, 
suspended  over  his  head  ;  and,  in  more  than  one 
persecotion,  he  had  shown  himself  cheerflilly  ready 
to  die  for  that  holy  faith  which  he  liTed  but  lo 
tfsti^  and  aphold.  On  one  of  these  occasions, 
his  tormentors,  having  habited  him  like  an  Egyp- 
tian priest,  placed  him  upon  the  steps  of  the  Tem- 
ple of  Serapia.  and  commanded  that  be  should,  in 
the  manner  of  the  Pagan  miniaters,  present  palm- 
branches  to  the  multitude  who  weal  np  into  the 
shrine.  Bui  the  courageous  Christian  disappointed 
their  views.  Holding  forth  the  bmnebes  with  an 
anshrinking  hand,  he  cried  aloud, '  Come  bllber. 
and  take  the  branch, — not  of  an  Idol  Temple,  bnt 
of  Christ.' 

"  So  indebtigable  was  this  learned  Father 
his  studies,  that,  while  composing  his  Commentary 
on  the  Scriptures',  he   was  attended  by  i 


Mribes  or  notaries,  who  relicTed  tmA  « 

recording  the  dictates  of  his   eloqneni  t 

while  the  same  Dumber  of  foaiig  tea 

for  the  beauty  of  their  pentnanahip, « 

in  arranging  and  iraDScribing  the  prmooa  U 

"  Among  the  scribes  so  selected,  was  liw  te 
young  Theora.  whusv  parvnls,  ^oa^  Maiie]  k 
the  Pagan  worship,  were  not  unwilling  Ut  jt^ 
by  the  accomplishments  of  iheir  d>ug)dcr,  tka 
occupied  in  a  tash.wliich  they  looked  oo  m  paM) 
mechanical.  To  the  moid  heni>ll^  hnwrnr.  Im 
employment  brought  for  other  fevliogs  and  Msv 
qnences.  She  read  aniiousty  ■«  sli*  wrote.  mI 
the  divine  tnitbi,  so  eloqoenilv  iUonrasid.  fMd 
their  way,  by  degrees,  from  the  page  to  hrr  holt 
Deeply,  too,  as  the  written  words  afleeted  hn,lt> 
discourses  &om  the  lips  of  the  great  teacher  ki»- 
Hclf,  which  she  had  frequent  opportoaitieafif  hci^ 
ing,  sunk  still  more  deeply  into  her  mind.  Then 
was,  at  once,  a  snblintilj  and  gentlcDtat  m  kis 
views  of  religion,  which,  t  ~ 
lively  imagmationi  of  women,  arret  tkiM  ta^ 
pea]  with  coovincing  power.  Accordiogl;,  lbs 
list  of  his  female  pupils  wiu  nnmerDtui  lal 
names  of  liarbars.  Juliana,  IleraU,  and  Mt 
bear  honoureblc  testimony  to  hb  ilBn*B"f  i 

"  To  Tbeora  the  feeling,  with  whkh  h'u 
eourses  iiupired  her.  was  like  a  new  tool — s  i 
Bcionsness  of  spirilual  existi>Qce,  never  brfbrc  li'l- 
By   the   eloquence    of  the 
awakened  into  admiration  of  the  text ;  aad  wbfB.  j 
by  the  kiudnesi  nf  a  Catecbnmen  of  the  vhouL 
who  bad  been  tlruck  by  her  inuoceot  real,  shr.far 
the  first  time,  became  possesaor  of  a  cvg-i  '^  >^ 
Scriptures,  she  could  not  steep  for  ili>.. 
sacred  treasure.    WiUi  a  mixture  i>l   i 
fear  she  hid  it  from  all  eyes,  and  wn~ 
had  received  a  divine  guest  under   r.. 
felt  fearfnl  of  betraying  ila  diiioily  I^^  it.     ^    - 

"  A  heart  so  awake  would  have  1- » iii.  .  ;- 

Secarc>d  to  the  fkilh,  had  her  opponumri''-  "'  j.i  r  ■ 
log  the  sacred  word  continued.    Bin  <  ir.  uii.--  ,- 
arose  to  deprive  her  uf  this  iulvuit;>  l:  i 
Origen,  long  harassed  and  Ihwarlr'l 
by  the   tjrtumy  of  Demetrius.   Ui-i. 
andria.  was  obliged  lo  ruliuquish   )r - 
flyfromEgjpt,    The  oecupwion  of  lb.  i;.it  ..-nbr 
was,  therefore,  at  an  end  :   hrr  inicrcoatH  wxl 
the  followers  of  the  new  faiili  cnscd  i  and  tto 
growing  enthusiasm  of  her   heart   gaia 
more  worldly  impressions. 

"  Among  other  earthly  fpctingi,  tow  <■ 
not  a  little  lo  wean  her  tbougliu  frnm  tJ 
religion,     ^^i!e  still  mj  fousg,  sIn  bi 
wife  of  a  Gre«k  adventarer,  vlio  hat  fl 


gKi>  way  w 
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Egypt  as  a  pnrchaser  of  that  rich  tapestry  i,  in 
vhieh  the  needlet  of  Persia  are  rivalled  by  the 
loonis  of  the  Nile.  Having  taken  his  young  bride 
to  Memphis,  which  was  still  the  great  mart  of  this 
merchandise,  he  there,  in  the  midst  of  his  specu- 
lations, died — leaving  his  widow  on  the  point  of 
beeoming  a  mother,  while,  as  yet,  but  in  her  nine- 
teenth year 

**  For  single  and  unprotected  females,  it  has 
at  all  times,  a  £eivourite  resource,  to  seek  for 

iployment  in  the  service  of  some  of  those  great 
temples  by  which  so  large  a  portion  of  the  wealth 
and  power  of  Egypt  is  absorbed.  In  most  of 
tlicse  institutions  there  exists  an  order  of  Pricst- 
which,  though  not  hereditxuy,  like  that  of  the 
is  provided  for  by  ample  endowments,  and 
confers  that  dignity  and  station,  with  which,  in  a 
government  so  theocratic.  Religion  is  sure  to  invest 
even  her  humblest  handmaids.  From  the  general 
policy  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis,  we  may 
take  fiyr  granted,  that  an  accomplished  female,  like 
Tbeora,  found  but  little  difficulty  in  being  elected 
ci  the  Priestesses  of  Isis ;  and  it  was  in  the 
'  of  the  subterranean  shrines  that  her  ministry 
chiefly  lay. 

**  Here,  a  month  or  two  after  her  admission,  she 
gttre  birth  to  Alethe,  who  first  opened  her  eyes 
among  the  unholy  pomps  and  specious  miracles  of 
thismysterious  region.  Though  Theora,  as  we  have 
■een,  had  been  diverted  by  other  feelings  from  her 
first  enthusiasm  for  the  Christian  faith,  she  had 
never  wholly  forgot  the  impression  then  made  upon 
her.  The  sacred  volume,  which  the  pious  Cate- 
ehomen  had  given  her,  was  still  treasured  with 
cere ;  and,  though  she  seldom  opened  its  pages, 
there  was  always  an  idea  of  sanctity  associated 
with  it  in  her  memory,  and  often  would  she  sit  to 
look  upon  it  with  reverential  pleasure,  recalling 
the  happiness  she  had  felt  when  it  was  first  made 
her  own. 

**  The  leisure  of  her  new  retreat,  and  the  lone 
melancholy  of  widowhood,  led  her  still  more  fre- 
quently to  indulge  in  such  thoughts,  and  to  recur 
to  those  consoling  truths  which  she  had  heard  in 
the  school  of  Alexandria.  She  now  began  to  peruse 
eagerly  the  sacred  volume,  drinking  deep  of  the 
ibontain  of  which  she  before  but  tasted,  and  feel- 
ing—  what  thousands  of  mourners,  sioce  her,  have 
felt  —that  Christianity  is  the  true  and  only  religion 
at  the  sorrowful. 

**  This  study  of  her  secret  hours  became  still  more 

*  Non  ego  pnetul«rlm  Babjlonlca  ptcU  supcrbd 
Texts,  SeralramlA  que  TarUntur  acu.         Martial. 

*  De  Pauv,  who  dURen  In  opinion  from  those  who  sup- 
potKl  vomen  to  be  elifiUe  to  the  higher  aacerdoul  offices  In 
BfjFpc  thai  enumerates  the  tuki  to  which  their  tuperln- 


dear  to  her,  as  well  from  the  peril  with  which,  at 
that  period,  it  was  attended,  as  from  the  necessity 
she  felt  herself  under  of  concealing  from  those 
around  her  the  precious  light  that  had  been  thus 
kindled  in  her  own  heart  Too  timid  to  encounter 
the  fierce  persecution,  which  awaited  all  who  were 
suspected  of  a  leaning  to  Christianity,  she  continued 
to  officiate  in  the  pomps  and  ceremonies  of  the 
Temple; — though,  often,  with  such  remorse  of  soul, 
that  she  would  pause,  in  the  midst  of  the  rites,  and 
pray  inwardly  to  God,  that  he  would  forgive  this 
profanation  of  his  Spirit. 

*'  In  the  mean  time  her  daughter,  the  young 
Alethe,  grew  up  still  lovelier  than  herself,  and  added, 
every  hour,  both  to  her  happiness  and  her  fears. 
When  arrived  at  a  sufficient  age,  she  was  taught, 
like  the  other  children  of  the  priestesses,  to  take  a 
share  in  the  service  and  ceremonies  of  the  shrines. 
The  duty  of  some  of  these  young  servitors*  was  to 
look  after  the  flowers  for  the  altar  ;  —  of  others,  to 
take  care  that  the  sacred  vases  were  filled  every 
day  with  fresh  water  from  the  Nile.  The  task  of 
some  was  to  preserve,  in  perfect  polish,  those 
silver  images  of  the  Moon  which  the  priests  car- 
ried in  processions ;  while  others  were,  as  we  have 
seen,  employed  in  feeding  the  consecrated  animals, 
and  in  keeping  their  plumes  and  scales  bright  for 
the  admiring  eyes  of  their  worshippers. 

"  The  office  allotted  to  Alethe — the  most  honour- 
able of  these  minor  ministries  —  was  to  wait  upon 
the  sacred  birds  of  the  Moon,  to  feed  them  daily 
with  those  eggs  from  the  Nile  which  they  loved, 
and  provide  for  their  use  that  purest  water,  which 
alone  these  delicate  birds  will  touch.  This  em- 
ployment was  the  delight  of  her  childish  hours ; 
and  that  ibis,  which  Alciphron  (the  Epicurean) 
saw  her  dance  round  in  the  Temple,  was,  of  all 
the  sacred  flock,  her  especial  favourite,  and  had 
been  daily  fondled  and  fed  by  her  from  infancy. 

**  Music,  as  being  one  of  the  chief  spells  of  this 
enchanted  region,  was  an  accomplishment  required 
of  all  its  ministrants  ;  and  the  harp,  the  lyre,  and 
the  sacred  flute,  sounded  nowhere  so  sweetly  as 
through  these  subterranean  gardens.  The  chief 
object,  indeed,  in  the  education  of  the  youth  of 
the  Temple,  was  to  fit  them,  by  every  grace  of  art 
and  nature,  to  give  effect  to  the  illusion  of  those 
shows  and  phantasms,  in  which  the  entire  charm 
and  secret  of  Initiation  lay 

**  Among  the  means  employed  to  support  the  old 
system  of  superstition,  against  the  infidelity  and. 


tendence  was,  as  he  thinks,  confined :  —  **  Let  femmet  n'ont 
pu  tout  au  pliM  dans  I'ordre  secondaire  s*acquittcr  que  de 
qorlques  cmplois  sans  conscqurnc(> ;  comme  de  nourrir  des 
icarah6es,  des  muaaralgnet  et  d'autres  petits  anlmaux  sacres.'* 
—Tom.  1.  sect.  2. 
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■lUI  more,  the  new  Faith  that  meiiiiced  it.  vu 
increnaed  display  of  eplendour  and  luarvela 
thnKe  niyBturiES  Ibr  vhich  Egypx  bus  bo  long  b«VQ 
cek'bTDled.  OflhcMCcrcmonieHEi 
hid,  under  variona  muniM,  multiplied  throughout 
Eiirupe,  Ihat  at  length  ihe  parent  superstitii 
a  riak  of  bciog  eclipsed  b;  iu  progeny  ;  ai 
order  still  to  rank  aa  llio  fint  Priealhoad  ia  the 
world,  it  bccBine  necesmry  for  thoie  of  Egypt 
remain  still  the  best  imposior*. 

"  Accordingly,  every  eonlrivance  thai  art  could 
devise,  or  labour  eiecnte  —  every  reaouree  that  the 
mnulernd  knowledge  of  the  Prieals,  in  pyrotecbay, 
uuchonies,  and  dioptrics,  could  cAnimand  —  was 
broaght  into  action  to  heighten  ihe  effect  of  Iheir 
MyiteTlea,  and  give  an  air  of  euchautment  to  evec^ 
thing  eonnect«d  with  thorn. 

"The  final  scene  of  beatification — llie  Elydum, 
inin  which  the  Initiate  was  received  —  formed,  ol 
cnurte,  the  leading  attraction  of  these 
and  to  rtmder  ll  captivatiag  alike  M  t 
the  man  of  pleasure,  and  the  imagination  of  the 
splrituHlist.  was  the  great  olyect  to  which  the 
atiention  of  the  Sacr«d  College  waa  devoted. 
By  the  iafluence  of  the  Priests  of  Memphis  over 
Ihoao  of  the  other  Temples  they  had  succeeded  in 
extruding  their  subterranean  frontier,  both  to  the 
north  and  south,  so  as  to  include,  witblo  their 
ever-lighted  Paradise,  some  of  (he  gardens  exca- 
vated for  the  use  of  the  other  Twelve  Shrines. 

"  The  beauty  of  the  yonng  Alethe,  the  tonching 
swcetoess  of  her  voice,  aud  the  sensibility  that 
breathed  throughout  her  every  look  and  move- 
ment, rendered  her  a  powerful  auxiliary  in  such 
appeals  to  the  imsgiualiou.  She  had  b«cii,  accnrd- 
ingly,  in  her  very  childhood,  selected  Irom  among 
her  filir  companions,  aa  the  most  worthy  repre- 
sentative of  spiritual  lontliiiess,  In  those  pictures 
of  Elysium — those  scenes  of  another  world — by 
which  not  only  the  iancy,  but  the  reason,  of  the 
excited  Aspirants  vat  dazilcd. 

"  To  the  ionoccDl  child  herself  these  ahowa 
■ere  postime-  But  to  Theora,  who  knew  loo  well 
Uii"  imposition  to  which  they  were  subservient,  this 
proftmalion  of  all  that  she  loved  was  a  perpetual 
source  of  horror  and  remorse.  Often  would  ibti— 
when  Alethe  stood  smiling  before  her,  arrayed, 
perhaps,  as  a  spirit,  of  the  Elysian  world  —  tnm 
away,  with  a  shudder,  from  the  happy  child, 
almost  fancying  she  saw  already  the  shadows  of 
sin  descending  over  that  innocent  hrow,  as  she 
gazed  npoD  it. 

"  As  the  inlelleel  of  the  yonng  maid  became 
more  active  and  inquiring,  the  apprehensions  and 
difficulties  of  the  mother  increased.  Afraid  to 
her  own  precious  secret,  lest  she 
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should  involve  ber  child  in  the  iaaftn  ik 
compassed  it,  she  yet  felt  it  ui  ' 
than  a  crime  to  leave  her  whoUjr  iatmtnri  bjf 
darkness  of  Poguniain.  In  Ui 
resource  that  remained  to  ht 
disengage  tnaa  the  dross  tlui  EurroDjidol  tfcm. 
those  pure  particies  of  tmih  which  De  n  dr 
bottom  of  all  religions  i — these  fivUop^  nAar 
than  doctrines,  of  which  God  has  dpvet  leS  ka 
creatures  destitute,  and  which,  in  all  a^xv  bate 
furnished,  to  those  who  sogghi  after  it,  auw 
to  his  glory. 

"  The  unity  and  perfect  goodness  oTibe  Cn 
the  fall  of  the  human  soul  into  carrapm 
struggles  with  the  darkncsa  of  this  world,  tot  f* 
final  redemption  and  re-oscect  to  the  sounv  st  tU 
spirit;  —  these  natural  solations  of  the  pmhlm  rf 
our  existence,  these  elementsry  gmaait  if  rf 
religion  and  virtue,  which  Theoni  had  h>inl  ate- 
Irated  by  her  Christian  teacher,  lay  ahie,  ^ 
knew,  veiled  under  tlie  Iheuliig)'  of  R^iypt ;  ni  w 
impress  them,  in  their  abstract  [nu-iiT,  opes  Ar 
mind  of  her  susceptible  pupil,  WBs.  in  ik&all  d 
more  heavenly  lights,  her  sole  saibitioa  and  un. 

"  It  was  generally  their  hnMt.  mttrt  ileintitr 
(heir  mornings  to  the  service  of  the  Tempk.D 
pass  their  evenings  and  nights  in  one  of  lli>« 
small  mansions  above  ground,  allolti^  aitliii  llu 
precincts  of  the  Sacred  Collc^,  to  some  of  tU 
most  liivoured  Friestessea.    Ilcrv,  on!  of  the  roth  [ 
of  those  gross  superstitions,  which  jHinivd  Ibm. 
at  every  step,  below,  she  eadeavoomd  to  mfara.  , 
as  br  as  she  could  veiitutv.  the  mind  of  bcr  W-  ' 
loved  girt ;   and  found  It  lean  aa  naluntiy  wd 
instinctively  to  trutii,  as  plants  Inag  *hiU  vf  a 
darkness  will,  when  light  ia   lei  in  upon  IJMn, 
incline  themselves  to  its  njs. 

"  Frequently,  as  they  aat  togeihvr  on  ihe  vrr 
at  night,  admiring  that  glorious  Macnibly  n/  « 
whose  beanty  first  misled  mankind  into  litAu 
would  explain  to  the  young  Uitenvr  by  ■ 
gradationl  of  error  it  was  that  the  waediip,  ll 
transTcrred  fWim  the  Creator  to  tbt!  CTMlnri^  t* 
still  lower  and  lower  In  thp  acaW  of  b*lB^  tJI 

in.  at  length,  presmncd  to  doify  man,  aul  by 

'  most  monslrooa  of  inreratuna.   I 

de  the  mere  mirror  of  earth,  refltnltag  IscL  d 

most  earthly  fenturvs. 

■  Even  in  the  Temple  itself,  the  M 
would  endeavour  to  interpose  her  punrr  k 
among  the  idolatrous  ocremnniH  in  >kii 
were  engaged.    When  the  (kvourlta  Ibia  cf  A. 

its  station  upon  ibe  shrine,  and  lb  ;<■ 
maiden  was  seen  approaching,  with  all  the  gi 
f  worship,  tile  very  Irird  which  *h«  hsJ  jAtyviT 
iih  but  an  hour  befotv — wben  il 
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which  she  herself  had  plucked,  seemed  to  acquire 
a  sodden  sacredness  in  her  eyes,  as  soon  as  the 
priest  had  breathed  upon  it — on  all  such  occasions 
Theora,  though  with  fear  and  trembling,  would 
▼enture  to  suggest  to  the  youthful  worshipper  the 
distinction  that  should  be  drawn  between  the 
sensible  object  of  adoration,  and  that  spiritual, 
unseen  Deity,  of  which  it  was  but  the  remem- 
brancer or  type. 

••  With  sorrow,  however,  she  soon  discovered 
that,  in  thus  but  partially  letting  in  light  upon  a 
mind  fiir  too  ardent  to  rest  satisfied  with  such  glim- 
merings, she  but  bewildered  the  heart  which  she 
meant  to  gmde,  and  cut  down  the  feeble  hope 
aroond  which  its  faith  twined,  without  substituting 
any  other  support  in  its  place.  As  the  beauty,  too, 
of  Alethe  began  to  attract  all  eyes,  new  fears 
crowded  upon  the  mother's  heart ; — fears,  in  which 
she  was  but  too  much  justified  by  the  characters  of 
some  of  those  around  her. 

**  In  this  sacred  abode,  as  may  easily  be  con- 
ceived, morality  did  not  always  go  hand  in  hand 
vith  religion.  The  hypocritical  and  ambitious 
Orcns,  who  was,  at  this  period.  High  Priest  of 
Memphis,  was  a  man,  in  every  respect,  qualified 
to  preside  over  a  system  of  such  splendid  fraud. 
He  had  reached  that  effective  time  of  life,  when 
enough  of  the  warmth  and  vigour  of  youth  remains 
to  give  animation  to  the  counsels  of  age.  But,  in 
his  instance,  youth  had  left  only  the  baser  passions 
behind,  while  age  but  brought  with  it  a  more 
refined  maturity  of  mischief.  The  advantages  of 
aftith  appealing  almost  wholly  to  the  senses,  were 
well  understood  by  him ;  nor  had  he  failed  either 
to  discover  that,  in  order  to  render  religion  sub- 
servient to  his  own  interests,  he  must  shape  it 
adroitly  to  the  interests  and  passions  of  others. 

**  The  state  of  anxiety  and  remorse  in  which  the 
mind  of  the  hapless  Theora  was  kept  by  the  scenes, 
however  artfhlly  veiled,  which  she  daily  witnessed 
around  her,  became  at  length  intolerable.  No 
perils  that  the  cause  of  truth  could  bring  with  it 
would  be  half  so  dreadful  as  this  endurance  of 
sinfulness  and  deceit.  Her  child  was,  as  yet,  pure 
and  innocent;  but,  without  that  sentinel  of  the 
soul.  Religion,  how  long  might  she  continue  so  ? 

**  This  thought  at  once  decided  her :  all  other 
fears  vanished  before  it  She  resolved  instantly  to 
lay  open  to  Alethe  the  whole  secret  of  her  soul ;  to 
make  this  child,  who  was  her  only  hope  on  earth, 
the  sharer  of  all  her  hopes  in  heaven,  and  then  fly 
with  her,  as  soon  as  possible,  from  this  unhallowed 
spot,  to  the  far  desert — to  the  mountains — to  any 
place,  however  desolate,  where  God  and  the  con- 
sciousness of  innocence  might  be  with  them. 

**  The  promptitude  with  which  her  young  pupil 


caught  from  her  the  divine  truths  was  even  beyond 
what  she  expected.  It  was  like  the  lighting  of  one 
torch  at  another,  so  prepared  was  Alethe*s  mind  for 
the  illumination.  Amply,  indeed,  was  the  anxious 
mother  now  repaid  for  all  her  misery,  by  this  per- 
fect communion  of  love  and  faith,  and  by  the 
delight  with  which  she  saw  her  beloved  child— 
like  the  young  antelope,  when  first  led  by  her  dam 
to  the  well — drink  thirstily  by  her  side,  at  the 
source  of  all  life  and  truth. 

**  But  such  happiness  was  not  long  to  last.  The 
anxieties  that  Theora  had  suffered  began  to  prey 
upon  her  health.  She  felt  her  strength  daily 
decline ;  and  the  thoughts  of  leaving,  alone  and 
unguarded  in  the  world,  that  treasure  which  she 
had  just  devoted  to  Heaven,  gave  her  a  feeling  of 
despair  which  but  hastened  the  ebb  of  life.  Had 
she  put  in  practice  her  resolution  of  flying  from 
this  place,  her  child  might  have  been  now  beyond 
the  reach  of  all  she  dreaded,  and  in  the  solitude  of 
the  desert  would  have  found  at  least  safety  from 
wrong.  But  the  very  happiness  she  had  felt  in 
her  new  task  diverted  her  from  this  project ; — and 
it  was  now  too  late,  for  she  was  already  dying. 

**  She  still  continued,  however,  to  conceal  the 
state  of  her  health  from  the  tender  and  sanguine 
girl,  who,  though  observing  the  traces  of  disease 
on  her  mother*s  cheek,  little  knew  that  they  were 
the  hastening  footsteps  of  death,  nor  even  thought 
of  the  possibility  of  ever  losing  what  was  so  dear 
to  her.  Too  soon,  however,  the  moment  of  separa- 
tion arrived ;  and  while  the  anguish  and  dismay 
of  Alethe  were  in  proportion  to  the  security  in 
which  she  had  indulged,  Theora,  too,  felt,  with 
bitter  regret,  that  she  had  sacrificed  to  her  fond 
consideration  much  precious  time,  and  that  there 
now  remained  but  a  few  brief  and  painful  moments, 
for  the  communication  of  all  those  wishes  and 
instructions  on  which  the  future  destiny  of  the 
young  orphan  depended. 

**  She  had,  indeed,  time  for  little  more  than  to 
place  the  sacred  volume  solemnly  in  her  liands  ;  to 
implore  that  she  would,  at  all  risks,  fly  from  this 
unholy  place ;  and,  pointing  in  the  direction  of 
the  mountains  of  the  SaTd,  to  name,  with  her  last 
breath,  the  venerable  man,  to  whom,  under  Heaven, 
she  looked  for  the  protection  and  salvation  of  her 
child. 

"  The  first  violence  of  feeling  to  which  Alethe 
gave  way  was  succeeded  by  a  fixed  and  tearless 
grief,  which  rendered  her  insensible,  for  some  time, 
to  the  dangers  of  her  situation.  Her  sole  comfort 
consisted  in  visiting  that  monumental  chapel 
w here  the  beautiful  remains  of  Theora  lay.  There, 
night  after  night,  in  contemplation  of  those  placid 
features,  and  in  prayers  for  the  peace  of  the  de- 
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id  spirit,  did  itic  pass  ber  loael;  aad 
T  tad  tli^y  Here  —  happiest  boun.  Tbtiugh 
the  ioyitio  emblems  lliiil  dccoraleil  Uial  chapel 
werr  but  ill-BuiUfd  to  ihe  slumber  of  B  Chrislimi, 
ibere  WM  udb  amotig  them,  the  Cross,  irbicb,  bj 
1  rtmark*ble  cuiueideuce.  is  an  emblem  alike 
cnmmoD  to  the  Geatlle  aadtlie  Chrittiaa  —  being, 
a  the  former,  a  shadowy  type  of  ihat  immorlality, 
if  whieb,  to  the  latter,  il  U  a  substantial  and 
assuring  pledge. 
"  KJgbtly,  upon  ibis  cross,  tthieb  she  bad  often 
en  her  lost  tnolher  kiss,  did  shu  breathe  fonb  a 
solema  and  heartfelt  vow,  never  to  abandon  the 
faith  which  Ihul  departed  spirit  hud  bequeathed  lo 
her.  To  sach  enthusiasm,  indeed,  did  her  heart 
st  sach  momeats  rise,  that,  bat  for  the  hist  injnnc- 
dona  fW>m  those  pallid  lips,  she  vauld,  at  once, 
have  avowed  her  perilous  secret,  and  boldly  pro- 
nounced the  words,  '  I  am  a  ChrislJao,'  among 
those  bmighted  abrines ! 
"  But  (be  will  of  her,  to  vhooi  she  owed  mnre 
an  life,  was  lo  be  obeyed.  To  escape  from  this 
Hint  of  siiperstitloQ  must  now,  she  felt,  be  her 
Srst  object ;  and,  in  planning  the  means  of  eSbct- 
;  it,  her  mind,  day  and  nigbt,  was  employed.  IC 
a  with  a  loathing  not  lo  be  concealed,  that  ahe 
*  found  hervelf  compelled  to  resmne  her  Idola- 
trrnia  services  at  the  ahnuc.  To  10016  of  the  offices 
of  Theora  she  succeeded,  as  is  the  custom,  by  in- 
heritance i  and  in  the  performance  of  Ibeae  tasks 
—  sanctified  as  they  were  in  her  eyes  by  ibe  pure 
spirit  she  had  scea  engitged  in  them  —  there  was  a 
sort  of  melanehDlji  pleasure  in  which  her  sorrow 
found  relieC  But  the  part  she  was  again  forced  lo 
tnVe,  in  ibe  scenic  shows  of  the  Mysteries,  brougbl 
with  its  sense  of  degradation  and  wrong  which  she 
could  no  longer  endure. 

"  Already  bad  she  formed,  in  her  own  mind,  a 
plan  of  escape,  in  which  her  acquaintance  with  all 
tile  windings  of  this  mystic  realm  gave  her  con* 
fidence,  when  (he  soleniQ  reception  of  Ah;iphron,a8 
on  Initiale,  took  place- 

"  From  Ihe  first  moment  of  the  landing  of  thru 
philosopher  at  Alexandria,  he  had  become  an 
object  of  suspicion  and  watchfulness  to  the  ioqui- 
oriul  Orcus,  whom  philosophy,  in  nny  shape, 
Inrally  alarmed,  bnt  lo  whom  the  sect  over  which 
(be  young  Alhcniaii  prewded  was  particularly  ob- 
~'he  accom[dishinents  of  Alcipbron,  hia 
pDpularitj.whereTerhewent,andthe  bold  freedom 
with  which  he  indulged  hia  wll  at  the  expense  of 
■e  all  liiithfully  reported  to  the  Uigh  ' 
Priest  by  bU  spies,  and  awakened  in  his  mind  no  J 
kindly  feelings  towards  the  stranger.     Id  dealing  ' 

0  infidel,  such  a  personage  as  Orcus  could 
know  no  other  allcmalive  but  that  of  eilber  con- 


Tcrting  or  deiuoj  ing  him  ;  and  though  his  ipiak, 
as  a  man,  would  have  lieen  more  grvtiUed  by  tk 
Uller  proceeding,  his  pride,  u  a  prieal,  Ird  ha 
to  prelWr  the  triumph  of  Ihe  former. 

"The  first  descent  uf  the  Epicurcaii   inW  *b 
pyramid  becune  speedily  1>do«d,  uid  the  aliiB 
waB  immediately  given  tii  tlie  priests  below,     lit 
soon  as  Ihey  bad  discovered  ilial  the  yuong  phr- 
losoplier  of  Athens  was  thir  inlrudrr.  and  llul  l> 
noloutjEtill  continued  to  linger  niuoil  ihcpynariil 
but  was  observed  lo  look  ofieo  and  wUl&Jly  IB- 
wards  the  portol,  it  wut  concluded  that  iiii-.ur!»iir, 
would  impel  him  to  try  a  second    i 
Orcus,  blesaing  iho  |tood  eh&nce  «  i 
bronght  the  wild  bird  into  hia  net.  r. 
suffer  an  opportnnily  so  precious  iir  '■ 

"  Instantly,  the  whole  of  thni  " 
chinery,  by  which  the  pboDlasmi;  .>: 
Initiation  are  produced,  were  pui  in  .. 
tiuD  throughout  tliat  snblerrunean  T'-.iJl. 
increased  stir  and  vigilance  awakened  imiiie  st 
inmates,  by  Ihiamore  than  ordinarj  dit[day(if  Ibt 
resources  of  priestcraft,  reiidertrd  the  Ketfafbl- 
menl  of  Alelbc's  purpose,  nt  such  a  ncHuent,  pau* 
liarly  difficult.    Wholly  ignorant  of  ibc  impnttstt 
share  which  it  had  been  her  uwn  furtan<  in  tiU 
b  attracting  the  j-onng  philosopbcr  down  tu  this 
region,  ihe  but  heard  of  him  vaguel  j.  as  the  Chkf 
of  a  gresl  Grecian  sect,  wbo  had  bern  Id,  bj 
either  curiosity  or  accident,  to  eipoce  hiuuelf  la 
the  first  tiiali  of  Initiaiian  ;  and  wbnm  the  prioOi 
she  conld  see,  were  endeaTouring  tn  inraafv  a 
their  toils,  by  every  an  and  lure  with  whirtli  thilr 
dark  science  had  gifted  them. 

"  To  her  mind,  the  image  uf  a  philcaopher,  facfc 
as  Alcipbron  had  been  repreKMiici]  to  her, 
asaociatfd  wilh  ideas  of  age  and  nevetvixM 
more  than  once,  Ihe  possibility  of  ikia  Ti^i^ 
instrumeDtat  lo    her   delivcrauce  tUshwl  ■ 
across  her  heart  in  which  she  roold  HM 
from    indulging.    Ofleu    had    slw   bmn  1 
Theora  of  the  many  Gentile  sagea,  wtin  kal 
their    wisdom    down   humbly  ot  the  fiM  4f  I 
Cross ;  and  Ibongb  this  Initiate,  she  ten 
hardly    be    among  the  iiuiulier,  yet  Uw 
which  she  hod  gathered  from  the  sirrTaa 
Temple,  of  hii  undisgnised  conMnpc  fiv  tha ' 
of  Heathenism,  led   her  lo  hope  she  wghl 
tolerance,  if  not  sympathy,  in  bee  appaal  l«  hi». 

"  Xor  was  it  solely  with  a  rir*  to  ba  0" 
cbance  of  deliverouce  thai  she  thus  cinuwclnlhiH 
in  her  thoughts  with  Ihe  pbui  whi;h  a&e  1 
The  look  of  proud  aDdtdf>gratulsttii|[inalK«,«tlk 
which  the  High  Priest  liad  oimtiMwd  this '  laAbL' 
as  he  styled  him,  when  giving  het  iailnctiost  Jatt*. 
scene  she  was  to  act  before  the  phUnaopbet  !l 
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ytSkjt  too  plainly  infbnned  her  of  the  dark  destiny 
ttst  hoDg  orer  him.  She  knew  how  many  were 
dw  hapless  candidates  for  Initiation  who  had  been 
doomed  to  a  durance  worse  than  that  of  the  grave, 
ftr  hot  a  word,  a  whisper,  breathed  against  the 
■acTfd  absurdities  that  they  witnessed ;  and  it  was 
evident  to  her  that  the  Tenerable  Greek  (for  such 
Iwr  fimcy  represented  Alciphron)  was  no  less 
interested  in  escaping  from  tlie  snares  and  perils  of 
this  region  than  herself. 

**  Her  own  resolution  was,  at  all  events,  fixed. 
That  visionary  scene,  in  which  she  had  appeared 
befipre  Alciphron — little  knowing  how  ardent 
were  the  heart  and  imagination  over  which  her 
beauty,  at  that  moment,  exercised  its  influence  — 
the  solemnly  resolved,  the  very  last  unholy 
that  superstition  or  imposture  should  ever 
eoBaanand  of  her. 

**  On  the  following  night  the  Aspirant  was  to 
witeh  in  the  Great  Temple  of  Isis.  Such  an  op- 
povtanity  of  approaching  and  addressing  him  might 
■ever  eome  again.  Should  he,  frt>m  compassion 
ftr  her  ntoadon,  or  a  sense  of  the  danger  of  his 
own,  consent  to  lend  hb  aid  to  her  flight,  most 
^■dly  woold  she  accept  it — well  assured  that  no 
dmger  or  treachery  she  might  risk  could  be  half 
■o  odious  and  fearfU  as  those  which  she  left  be- 
Und.  Should  he,  on  the  contrary,  reject  the  pro- 
ptMal,  her  determination  was  equally  fixed — to 
tmst  to  that  God  whose  eye  watches  over  the  in- 
■oeent,  and  go  forth  alone. 

**  To  reach  the  island  in  Lake  Moeris  was  her 
flrat  great  object;  and  there  occurred  fortunately, 
at  this  dme,  a  mode  of  effecting  her  purpose,  by 
which  both  the  difficulty  and  dangers  of  the  attempt 
would  be  much  diminished.  The  day  of  the  annual 
visitation  of  the  High  Priest  to  the  Place  of  Weep- 
ing > — as  that  island  in  the  centre  of  the  Lake  is 
adied — was  now  fast  approaching;  and  Alethe 
knew  that  the  self-moving  car,  by  which  the  High 
Priest  and  one  of  the  Hierophants  are  conveyed 
down  to  the  chambers  under  the  Lake,  stood  then 
waiting  in  readiness.  By  availing  herself  of  this 
expedient,  she  would  gain  the  double  advantage 
both  of  fhcilitating  her  own  flight,  and  retarding 
the  speed  of  her  pursuers. 

**  Having  pud  a  last  visit  to  the  tomb  of  her  be- 
loved mother,  and  wept  there,  long  and  passion- 
ately, till  her  heart  almost  failed  in  the  struggle — 
having  paused,  too,  to  give  a  kiss  to  her  favourite 
ibis,  which,  although  too  much  a  Christian  to 
worships  she  was  still  child  enough  to  love — she 
went  early,  with  a  trembling  step,  to  the  Sanctuary, 
and  there  hid  herself  in  one  of  the  recesses  of  the 

1  Vide  WOfini,  AHstic  Re$earche$,  toI.  lU.  p.  340. 


Shrine.  Her  intention  was  to  steal  out  flK>m  thence 
to  Alciphron,  while  it  was  yet  dark,  and  before 
the  illumination  of  the  great  Statue  behind  the 
Veils  had  begun.  But  her  fears  delayed  her  till 
it  was  almost  too  late; — already  was  the  image 
lighted  up,  and  still  she  remained  trembling  in 
her  hiding-place. 

**  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  mighty  Veils  would 
have  been  withdrawn,  and  the  glories  of  that  scene 
of  enchantment  laid  open— when,  at  length,  sum- 
moning all  her  courage,  and  taking  advantage  of 
a  momentary  absence  of  those  employed  in  pre- 
paring this  splendid  mockery,  she  stole  from  under 
the  Veil,  and  found  her  way,  through  the  gloom, 
to  the  Epicurean.  There  was  then  no  time  for 
explanation ; — she  had  but  to  trust  to  the  simple 
words, '  Follow,  and  be  silent  ;*  and  the  implicit 
readiness  with  which  she  found  them  obeyed  filled 
her  with  no  less  surprise  than  the  philosopher 
himself  had  felt  in  hearing  them. 

**  In  a  second  or  two  they  were  on  their  way 
through  the  subterranean  windings,  leaving  the 
ministers  of  Isis  to  waste  their  splendours  on  va- 
cancy, through  a  long  series  of  miracles  and  visions 
which  they  now  exhibited — unconscious  that  he, 
whom  they  were  taking  such  pains  to  dazzle,  was 
already,  under  the  guidance  of  the  young  Chris- 
tian, fkr  removed  beyond  the  reach  of  their  de- 
ceiving spells." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

Such  was  the  singular  story,  of  which  this  inno- 
cent girl  now  gave  me,  in  her  own  touching 
language,  the  outline. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  as  she  finished  her  nar- 
rative. Fearful  of  encountering  the  expression  of 
those  feelings  with  which,  she  could  not  but  ob- 
serve, I  was  affected  by  her  recital,  scarcely  had 
she  concluded  the  last  sentence,  when,  rising  ab- 
ruptly from  her  seat,  she  hurried  into  the  pavilion, 
leaving  me  with  the  words  fast  crowding  for  ut- 
terance to  my  lips. 

Oppressed  by  the  various  emotions  thus  sent  back 
upon  my  heart,  I  lay  down  on  the  deck  in  a  state 
of  agitation,  that  defied  even  the  most  distant  ap- 
proaches of  sleep.  While  every  word  she  had 
uttered,  every  feeling  she  expressed,  but  minis- 
tered new  fuel  to  that  flame  which  consumed  me, 
and  to  describe  which,  passion  is  far  too  weak  a 
word,  there  was  also  much  of  her  recital  that  dis- 
heartened and  alarmed  me.    To  find  a  Christian 
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tliM  DDiln  the  garb  at  It  Hcmpliian  PricMesi.  was 
ft  dlMover]'  that,  bad  mj'  bean  beva  l«s  deeply 
iatereatcd,  woald  but  hsTemorepairerfuIlT  tliiau- 
liiled  my  unnginntion  iind  pride.  But,  -wheo  I  re- 
co!lecl«d  the  austerity  or  (he  raith  abe  had  embraced 
—the  lender  and  sacred  tie,  aasocialed  vith  il  in 
her  memory,  and  the  deroiion  of  womaa'a  heart  to 
objects  thus  coniecraled— her  very  perfecti 
but  videoed  the  distunce  between  us,  and  nil  I 

It  kindled  my  passion  at  the  nune  time  chilled 
my  hopes. 

Were  we  to  he  led  to  each  other,  at 
ilUni  riTcr,  in  Euch  undinurbed 
thoogbta  and  feelings,  I  knew  too  well,  I  thought, 

1  her  acx'a  nittnre  and  my  own,  to  feel  a  doubt 
that   love  would   uJtimiUely  triumph.    Bu 
aererily  of  Ibe  guardiansbtp  to  which  I  mu: 
iign  her— tUalof  »ome  monk  of  the  desen, 

n  Solitary  —  (he  influence  aueh  a  mi 
wonld  gain  over  her  mind — and  the  horroi 
which,  ere  long,  he  might  teach  her  to  regurd  the 
reprobate  infidel  upon  whom  she  now  smiled 
oil  thie  prospect  I  sawDnthingbuldeipair.  After 
■  few  abort  hours,  my  drenm  of  happiness  wonld 
be  at  an  end,  and  such  a  dark  chasm  must  then 
open  between  our  fates,  as  wonld  dissever  them, 
wide  as  earth  from  heaven,  asunder. 

1  wu  rrar,  she  was  now  wholly  in  mj  power. 
t  fbarcd  no  witnesses  but  thoae  of  earth,  and  the 
soliludD  of  tlje  desert  was  at  hand.  Bnt  though  I 
acknowledged   not  a  heaTcn,  I  worshipped  her 

I  was,  to  me,  Itstypeandsabstitnte.  If.atany 
moment,  a  single  thought  of  wrong  or  deceit, 
towards  one  so  sacred  arose  in  my  mind,  one  look 
tyom  her  Innocent  ejcs  averted  the  sacrilege. 
Even  passion  itself  felt  n  holy  fear  in  her  presence 
—  like  the  flame  trembling  in  the  breeze  of  the 
sanctuary — and  Love,  pure  Love,  stood  in  place 
of  Religion. 

As  long  as  I  knew  not  her  story,  I  eouid  indnlge. 
It  least,  in  dreams  of  the  future.  But,  now  — 
what  expectation,  what  prospect  remained  ?  Hj 
single  chanee  of  happiness  lay  in  the  hope,  how- 
ever delusive,  of  being  able  to  divert  her  thoughts 
ttom  the  fabil  prigecl  she  meditated ;  of  weaning 
r.  by  persuasion  and  argument,  from  that  austere 
faith,  which  t  had  before  bated  and  now  feared  ;  ' 
und  of  attaching  her,  perhaps,  alone  and  unliuked  | 
as  she  was  in  the  world,  to  my  own  fortunes  for  I 

In  the  agitation  of  these  thoughts,  1  hsd  atarted 
from  my  resting  place,  and  continued  to  pace  np 
and  dowu.  under  a  bumingauu,  till,  exhausted  both  ! 
by  thought  and  &e1ing,  I  sunk  down,  amid  that 
hkic  of  light,  into  a  sleep,  which  to  my  fevered 
brain  seemed  a  sleep  of  fire. 


On  awaking,  I  found  the  veil  of  Akik  U  ^  ' 
carefully  over  my  brow  i  while  she.  hrraFlC  ■■  ' 
near  me,  under  tlie  shadow  of  ibv  tatL  luoUi^ 
anxioiialy  upon  that  leaf,  which  bd  uulhcT  ImI 
given  her,  and  empliiyed  appan.iilJy  tn  (aapanac  i 
its  outlines  with  the  course  of  the  titct,  m  vdlm  ' 
with  the  forms  of  the  rnck.y  hills  b;  whkh  wewti*  | 
passing.  She  looked  paJe  nud  tmiiUpd,  (nd  nm  ■ 
eagerly  to  meet  me,  as  if  ahe  had  long  ud  Mj»- 
ticnlly  waited  for  my  waking, 

Uer  heart,  itwas  pUia,  hnd  bovn  iLMBrfanI((w  ' 
its  security,  and  was  beginning  to  Islte  ali>a  « 
its  own  feelings.  But.  though  vagixly  eamaml 
of  the  peril  to  which  she  waAeKpowd,  hn  rtUnab 
■s  is  usual  in  such  eases,  jin  1 1  im  i1  ■itiihiil  ilMy. 
and  upon  roe,  lu  more  (ban  oo  h«*el(  dU  ^ 
seem  lo  depend  for  saving  ber.  To  tvsch.  aa  B>i« 
as  possible,  her  asylum  iu  the  desert,  vu  anw  iW 
argent  ol^eet  of  her  entreaties  and  wiahni  sbJ 
the  aelf-reproacb  which  she  cipreswl  at  hsviati 
for  a  tingle  moment,  mffiTred  hertluxiglitBMb*^ 
verted  ft^>m  this  sacred  purpow,  nos  only  maaM  1 
Ibe  truth,  that  she  had  forpttten  il,  biii  Ivmjfd  | 
even  a  glimmering  conacionmra*  of  ifae  ea^        | 

Her  sleep,  she  said,  had  twen  brnikn  by  ID-  < 
omened  dreams.  Every  mmuenl  ihr  stadc«fbr  I 
mother  had  stood  before  her,  rwtntkin^  ««t 
mournful  looks,  her  delay,  and  [minting,  MsbsU 
done  in  death,  to  the  eKslem  bilU.  Bnisnc  iwi 
tears  at  this  accusing  recoll'-ctinci,  she  hMtir 
placed  the  leaf,  which  shi?  had  boen  *: 
my  hands,  and  implored  that  I  WfiuU  a 
witbout  a  moment's  delay,  what  portioB  itf  oar  ' 
voyage  was  still  uuperforiiied,  and  in  what  s(«t  | 
of  time  we  might  hope  to  occampliih  it.  I 

I  had,  still  leas  than  hersrlT,  taken  nuUnf  (ithr 
place  or  distance  ;  and  could  we  ban  bc«B  Id)  ts  I 
glide  oa  in  tbia  drcara  of  happiness  shiroU  amt 
have  thougbtofpsusingtn  ask  when  il  wooldMti  < 
But  ench  confidence  was  far  I(k>  sxcml  h>  W  it-  | 
ccived  :  and,  reloctant  u  1  mmrally  frit,  m  tosr  | 
oa  an  inquiry,  which  might  «■» 
last  hope,  her  wish  was  aoficici 
the  selfishneaa  of  love,  and  on  llic  Inttaiil  I  pw- 
ceeded  to  obey  her  wUL 

stands  on  the  eastcra  baah  of  lb*  Sik,* 
the  north  of  Antinoe,  a  faigh  and  nevf  ntk.  m- 
pending  over  the  Hood,  which  has  bAno,  fu>  *!"' 
fraroa  prodigy  councctMl  with  il,  ibeaOBcrflb 
Mountain  of  the  Birds.  Yearly.  i(  is  tnL  fl  * 
certun  seiumn  und  Imur,  large  flock*  <il  lis* 
assemble  in  ihenviDc.  of  which  ihia  rocky  a«»- 
lain  fonns  one  of  the  sides,  and  >i  ~ 
to  go  through  the  uiysteriiHu  cerct 

each  its  beak  into  a  ponicnUr  ctefl  of  ib*  n 
the  cleft  cloaes  upon  n 
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the  rest  of  the  birds  tike  wing,  and  leave  the 
•elected  victim  to  die. 

Through  the  ravine,  rendered  famous  by  this 
charm  —  for  such  the  multitude  consider  it  — 
there  ran,  in  ancient  times,  a  canal  from  the  Nile, 
to  some  great  and  forgotten  city,  now  buried  in  the 
desert  To  a  short  distance  from  the  river  this 
canal  still  exists,  but,  after  having  passed  through 
the  defile,  its  scanty  waters  disappear,  and  are 
wholly  lost  under  the  sands. 

It  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  this  place,  as  I 
eoold  collect  from  the  delineations  on  the  leaf  — 
where  a  flight  of  birds  represented  the  name  of  the 
moontain — that  the  abode  of  the  Solitary,  to 
whom  Alethe  was  about  to  consign  herself,  was  si- 
tuated. Little  as  I  knew  of  the  geography  of  Egypt, 
it  at  once  struck  me,  that  we  had  long  since  left 
this  mountain  behind  i ;  and,  on  inquiring  of  our 
boatmen,  I  found  my  conjecture  confirmed.  We 
had,  indeed,  passed  it,  on  the  preceding  night ; 
and,  as  the  wind  had  been,  ever  since,  blowing 
strongly  from  the  north,  and  the  sun  was  already 
•inking  towards  the  horizon,  we  must  be  now,  at 
least,  a  day*s  sail  to  the  southward  of  the  spot 

This  discovery,  I  confess,  filled  my  heart  with  a 
fteling  of  joy  which  I  found  it  difficult  to  conceal. 
It  seemed  as  if  fortune  was  conspiring  with  love  in 
mj  behalf^  and,  by  thus  delaying  the  moment  of 
our  separation,  afforded  me  a  chance  at  least  of 
happiness.  Her  look  and  manner,  too,  when  in- 
formed of  oar  mistake,  rather  encouraged  than 
chilled  this  secret  hope.  In  the  first  moment  of 
■stonishment,  her  eyes  opened  upon  me  with  a 
•oddenness  of  splendour,  under  which  I  felt  my 
own  wink  as  though  lightning  had  crossed  them. 
Bat  she  again,  as  suddenly,  let  their  lids  fall,  and, 
afker  a  quiver  of  her  lip,  which  showed  the  conflict 
of  feeling  then  going  on  within,  crossed  her  arms 
npon  her  bosom,  and  looked  down  silently  upon 
the  deck  ;  her  whole  countenance  sinking  into  an 
expression,  sad,  but  resigned,  as  if  she  now  felt 
that  fate  was  on  the  side  of  wrong,  and  saw  Love 
already  stealing  between  her  soul  and  heaven. 

I  was  not  slow,  of  course,  in  availing  myself  of ' 
what  I  fancied  to  be  the  irresolution  of  her  mind. 
But,  still,  fearful  of  exciting  alarm  by  any  appeal  to 
Ibelings  of  regard  or  tenderness,  I  but  addressed 
myself  to  her  imagination,  and  to  that  love  of' 
novelty  and  wonders,  which  is  ever  ready  to  be 


*  The  Tojrafct  on  the  Nile  an»,  under  favourable  rircum- 
sUDcet,  performed  with  considerable  rapidity.  "  Kn  cinq  ou 
•Ix  Jours ,"  says  MaiUet^  "  on  pourroli  aixement  rcmontcr  de 
remboucbiire  du  Nil  k  «et  caUractet,  ou  dcscendre  dcs  cata- 
ractca  juiqu'4  la  mer."  The  great  uncertainty  of  the  navl. 
IpitioD  It  prored  bjr  what  Bcixoni  tellx  us :  —  "  Non.i  no  inlmrs 
oetle  foU  que  deux  Jourt  et  dcml  pour  faire  le  tr^jet  du  Cairc 


awakened  within  the  youthfhl  breast  We  were 
now  approaching  that  region  of  miracles,  Thebes. 
**  In  a  day  or  two,"  said  I,  **  we  shall  see,  towering 
above  the  waters,  the  colossal  Avenue  of  Sphinxes, 
and  the  bright  Obelisks  of  the  Sun.  We  shall  visit 
the  plain  of  Memnon,  and  behold  those  mighty 
statues  that  fling  their  shadows^  at  sunrise  over 
the  Libyan  hills.  We  shall  hear  the  image  of  the 
Son  of  the  Morning  responding  to  the  first  touch  of 
light  From  thence,  in  a  few  hours,  a  breeze  like 
this  will  transport  us  to  those  sunny  islands  near 
the  cataracts ;  there,  to  wander,  among  the  sacred 
palm-groves  of  Phi  Ice,  or  sit,  at  noontide  hour,  in 
those  cool  alcoves  >'*,  which  the  waterfall  of  Syene 
shadows  under  its  arch.  Oh,  who  is  there  that, 
with  scenes  of  such  loveliness  within  reach,  would 
turn  coldly  away  to  the  bleak  desert,  and  leave  this 
fair  world,  with  all  its  enchantments,  shining  unseen 
and  unenjoyed  ?  At  least" — I  added,  taking  ten- 
derly her  hand  in  mine  —  **let  a  few  more  days 
be  stolen  from  the  dreary  fate  to  which  thou  hast 
devoted  thyself,  and  then " 

She  had  heard  but  the  last  few  words — the  rest 
had  been  lost  upon  her.  Startled  by  the  tone  of 
tenderness  into  which,  in  despite  of  all  my  resolves, 
I  had  suffered  my  voice  to  soften,  she  looked  for 
an  instant  with  passionate  earnestness  into  my 
face  ;  —  then,  dropping  upon  her  knees  with  her 
clasped  hands  upraised,  exclaimed,  —  *'  Tempt  me 
not,  in  the  name  of  God  I  implore  thee,  tempt  me 
not  to  swerve  from  my  sacred  duty.  Oh!  take 
me  instantly  to  that  desert  mountain,  and  I  will 
bless  thee  for  ever." 

This  appeal,  I  felt,  could  not  be  resisted — even 
though  my  heart  were  to  break  for  it  Having 
silently  intimated  my  assent  to  her  prayer,  by  a 
slight  pressure  of  her  hand  as  I  raised  her  from 
the  deck,  I  proceeded  immediately,  as  we  were 
still  in  full  career,  for  the  south,  to  give  onlers 
that  our  sail  should  be  instxmtly  lowered,  and  not 
a  moment  lost  in  retracing  our  course. 

In  giving  these  directions,  however,  it,  for  the 
first  time,  occurred  to  me,  that,  as  I  had  hiri>d  this 
yacht  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Memphis,  where  it 
was  probable  the  flight  of  the  young  Priestess  would 
be  roost  vigilantly  tracked,  we  sliould  run  the  risk 
of  betraying  to  the  boatmen  the  place  of  her  n-treat; 
— and  there  was  now  a  most  favourable  opiwrtunity 
for  taking  precautions  against  this  danger.     IX*- 


^  Melawi.  auquci,  dans  notre  tecnod  voyage,  nou«  avions  fni- 
pbiyes  dix-huit  jourt.** 

*  *•  Kllea  ont  prd*  de  ringt  mdtres  (61  pledi)  d'elfration  ; 
et  au  lever  du  soleil,  leur*  onibret  lnini«>n8eB  k'^toiiUont  an 
loin  sur  la  rhaine  Libyenue."  Description  n^niraU:  dc 
Thfbrs,  par  MM.  Joiiois  et  DesfiHirn. 

3  Paul  Lucas. 
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tnring  rli<n^fbre,  that  ««  ihould  be  liiid«d  at  a 
small  vill»ge  on  the  shore,  nader  pretence  of  paj- 
mg  a  TiBil  In  some  sbrme  in  Ibe  neigh  bourhcxid.  I 
there  iliBinifsmi  our  hargt,  snd  was  relieved  from 
fcat  of  fiirlher  uhservalion,  by  seeing  it  again  set 
Mil.  and  resume  it>  conrae  fleetly  up  the  eutreut. 

From  the  boats  of  all  descriptions  that  lay  idle 
beiidi-  the  hank.  I  DOW  selected  one,  in  every  re- 
spBC%  sniled  to  my  purpose^ being,  in  iu  shape 
wd  aocommudations,  a  miniature  of  our  former 
vessel,  hilt,  u  (he  same  time,  so  light  and  Email  as 
to  be  manugcabh-  by  myself  alone,  and  requiring, 
with  ibe  adTBnlageoflhe  current,  little  more  than 
a  hand  to  steer  it.  This  boat  I  socceeded,  without 
mueh  difficulty,  ia  purchasing,  and,  al^r  a  short 
delay,  we  were  sgaio  afloat  down  the  current; — 
the  Sim  jost  then  sinking,  in  conscious  glory,  over 
his  own  golden  shrinQS  in  the  Libyan  waste. 

The  CTeiiiDg  was  calmer  and  more  lovely  than 
any  lliat  had  yet  smiled  upon  our  voyage  ;  and.  as 
we  led  (he  shore,  a  strain  of  sweet  melody  came 
soothingly  over  oor  cars.  It  was  (he  voice  of  a 
young  Nuhiaa  girl,  whom  we  saw  kneeling  before 
an  acacia,  upon  the  bank,  and  singing,  while  ber 
companions  stood  around,  the  wild  song  of  in' 

r  caanlry,  they  address  (o  that 


tioD,  which,  i 


"  (Ih  I  AlijrHlnlaa  (rre. 
J  thr  f  Iq*  of  thy  ^Mi'n 


In  Ibe  burden  of  this  song  the  compatiioni  of  the 
young  Nubian  joined  i  and  we  heard  the  words, 
"Oh!  Abyssinian  tree,"  dying  away  on  (he  brecie, 
long  after  the  whole  group  had  been  lost  to  onr 

^Vhcther,  in  the  new  arrangement  which  I  had 
made  for  our  voyage,  any  motive,  besides  (liosc 
which  I  professed,  bad  a  shore,  I  can  scarcely,  evi 
myself — so  bewildered  were  then  my  fee  lings - 
determine.    But  no  sooner  had  the  current  borne 
all  human  dwellings,  and  we  were 


wi(h  n. 


lult  how  closely  such  solitude  draws  hearts  (ogu. 


The  same  feeling,  but  without  the  ame  ii  mi  d 
its  danger,  was  manifest  in  every  look  ami  wotd  rf 
Aletbe.  The  cotucioDsneU  of  the  one  grrsi  eOvi 
whiuh  she  had  made  appcarpd  to  have  ralislifd  hir 
heart  on  the  seot«of  dn(y  —  white  the  deTiXdlMii 
wi(h  which  she  saw  I  attended  to  b«  cvrry  wisk. 
was  felt  with  all  that  trusting  gratitude  which,  in 
woman,  is  the  day-ipring  of  lave.  Slie  was,  Atrr- 
fore,  happy,  innocently  happj  ;  and  the  oonfiitiii^ 
and  even  afiectionale.  unresem;  of  hrr  nuunwt, 
while  it  rendered  my  trust  more  aacrad.  Bait  It 
also  far  more  difficult. 

It  was  only,  however,  upon  subjectc  uncommtrd 
wl(h  oar  situation  or  fkte,  that  she  yielded  id  soch 
interchange  of  thought,  or  that  her  voice  Ticnlnrol 
to  answer  mine.  The  moment  1  alliided  in  du 
destiny  that  awaited  ua,  all  her  cbeerfulnos  flnL 
and  she  became  saddened  and  silifnt.  Whm  1  de- 
scribed to  her  the  beauty  of  my  own  DaUtelaml — 
its  founts  of  inspiration  and  fielda  of  ghiry— b*r 
eyes  sparkled  with  sympathy,  a 
softened  into  rondness.  But  v 
whisper. that,  in  that  glorious  country.a 
love  and  liberty  awaited  her  1  when  I  p 
contrast  the  adoration  and blistsbemi^cn 
with  the  gloomy  aostcrilies  of  tbe  life  towUl 
was  hastening —  it  was  like  tlie  craning  tit  a  i 

listened  j  —  I  waited  in  Tain  < 
when,  half  playfully  reproaching  licr  far  lUr  ^ 
lence,  I  stooped  to  take  her  band,  I  oonld  ftij  th» 
warm  tears  fast  falling  over  it. 

But  even  this— feeble  as  waa  Que  bcFpe  it  Ml 
out —  was  still  a  glimpse  of  happines*.  Tbnogkll 
foreboded  (hat  I  should  lose  ber.  it  tint  whispeRd 
that  I  was  loved.  Like  that  lake,  in  Ibe  bod  •<< 
Roses',  whose  waters  are  half  swed,  halfhiwr'.  ' 
1  felt  my  fate  to  be  a  compound  of  hiiat  and  psin 
— hut  i(B  very  pain  well  wortb  all  onli&arv  lilin. 

And  thus  did  the  houra  of  that  night  paai  sUoft 
while  every  moment  shonened  our  bappy  di 
and  the  current  seemed  (o  flow  with  a  awiftir  ft 
than  any  that  ever  yel  hnrried  to  &•;  se*. 
feature  of  the  whole  scene  bul  lives,  al 
freshly  in  ray  memory; — the  broken  Mlrtigltl^ 
the  water;  —  the  rippling  sound  of  tlie  boa^^ 
without  oar  or  sail,  it  went,  like  a  thing  of  a 
menl. down  the  stream: — the  secntid  fir«,  h 
beside  ua  upon  the  deck,  and  then  Ihal  Rir^  <■  1 
which  its  light  fell,  revMling.  at  e 
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ew  charm — some  blush  or  look,  more  beau- 
an  the  last  I 

D,  while  I  sat  gaaing,  forgetful  of  all  else, 

world,  our  boat,  left  wholly  to  itself,  would 

rom  its  course,  and  bearing  us  away  to  the 

set  entangled  in  the  water  flowers,  or  be 

in  some  eddy,  ere  I  perceived  where  we 

Once,  too,  when  the  rustling  of  my  oar 

the  flowers  had  startled  away  from  the 

>me  wild  antelopes,  that  had  stolen,  at  that 

>ttr,  to  drink  of  the  Mile,  what  an  emblem 

link  it  of  the  young  heart  then  beside  me — 

,  for  the  first  time,  of  hope  and  love,  and  so 

las,  to  be  scared  from  their  sweetness  for 


CHAPTER  XV. 

ight  was  now  far  advanoed — the  bend  of 
irse  towards  the  left,  and  the  closing  in  of 
Item  hills  upon  the  river,  gave  warning  of 
proach  to  the  hermit's  dwelling.  Every 
now  appeared  like  the  last  of  existence ; 
ielt  a  sinking  of  despair  at  my  heart,  which 
bme  been  intolerable,  had  not  a  resolution 
ddenly,  and  ss  if  by  inspiration,  occurred  to 
isented  a  glimpse  of  hope,  which,  in  some 
,  calmed  my  feelings. 

h  as  I  had,  all  my  life,  despised  hypocrisy — 
7  sect  I  had  embraced  being  chiefly  recom- 
1  to  me  by  the  war  they  continued  to  wage 
le  cant  of  all  others — it  was,  nevertheless, 
3crisy  that  I  now  scrupled  not  to  take  refuge 
lat  calamity  which  to  me  was  far  worse  than 
»hame  or  death,  my  separation  from  Alethe. 
despair,  I  adopted  the  humiliating  plan  — 
humiliating  as  I  felt  it  to  be,  even  amid  the 
h  which  I  welcomed  it  —  of  offering  myself 
hermit,  as  a  convert  to  his  faith,  and  thus 
ng  the  fellow-disciple  of  Alethe  under  his 

1  the  moment  I  resolved  upon  this  plan  my 
sit  lightened.  Though  having  fully  before 
es  the  mean  labyrinth  of  imposture  into 
it  would  lead  me,  I  thought  of  nothing  but 
Mice  of  our  continuing  still  together.  In 
pe,  all  pride,  all  philosophy,  was  forgotten, 
iTj  thing  seemed  tolerable,  but  the  prospect 
ig  her. 

\  resolved,  it  was  with  somewhat  less  reluc- 
ilings  that  I  now  undertook,  at  the  anxious 
of  my  companion,  to  ascertain  the  site  of 
!ll-known  mountain  in  the  neighbourhood 


of  which  the  anchoret's  dwelling  lay.  We  had 
already  passed  one  or  two  stupendous  rocks,  which 
stood,  detached,  like  fortresses,  over  the  river's 
brink,  and  which  in  some  degree  corresponded  with 
the  description  on  the  leaf.  So  little  was  there  of 
life  now  stirring  along  the  shores,  that  I  had  begun 
ahnost  to  despair  of  any  assistance  from  inquiry, 
when,  on  looking  to  the  western  bank,  I  saw  a 
boatman  among  the  sedges,  towing  his  small  boat, 
with  some  difficulty,  up  the  current  Hailing  him 
as  we  passed,  I  asked, — **  Wbere  stands  the  Moun- 
tain of  the  Birds  ^  ?  " — and  he  had  hardly  time,  as 
he  pointed  above  us,  to  answer  **  There,"  when  we 
perceived  that  we  were  just  then  entering  into  the 
shadow,  which  this  mighty  rock  flings  across  the 
whole  of  the  flood. 

In  a  few  moments  we  had  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  ravine,  of  which  the  Mountain  of  the  Birds 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  through  which  the 
scanty  canal  firom  the  Nile  flows.  At  the  sight  of 
this  awfhl  chasm,  within  some  of  whose  dreary  re- 
cesses (if  we  had  rightly  interpreted  the  leaf)  the 
dwelling  of  the  Solitary  was  to  be  found,  our  voices 
sunk  at  once  into  a  low  whisper,  while  Alethe 
turned  round  to  me  with  a  look  of  awe  and  eager- 
ness, as  if  doubtful  whether  I  had  not  already  dis- 
appeared from  her  side.  A  quick  movement, 
however,  of  her  hand  towards  the  ravine,  told  too 
phunly  that  her  purpose  was  still  unchanged.  Im- 
mediately checking,  therefore,  with  my  oars,  the 
career  of  our  boat,  I  succeeded,  after  no  small 
exertion,  in  turning  it  out  of  the  current  of  the 
river,  and  steering  into  this  bleak  and  stagnant 
canal. 

Our  transition  from  life  and  bloom  to  the  very 
depth  of  desolation  was  immediate.  While  the 
water  on  one  side  of  the  ravine  lay  buried  in 
shadow,  the  white  skeleton-like  crags  of  the  other 
stood  aloft  in  the  pale  glare  of  moonlight  The 
sluggish  stream  through  which  we  moved  yielded 
sullenly  to  the  oar,  and  the  shriek  of  a  few  water- 
birds,  which  we  had  roused  from  their  fastnesses, 
was  succeeded  by  a  silence,  so  dead  and  awful,  that 
our  lips  seemed  afraid  to  disburb  it  by  a  breath  ; 
and  half-whispered  exclamations,  "How  dreary  !*' 
—  "  How  dismal  I" — were  almost  the  only  words 
exchanged  between  us. 

We  had  proceeded  for  some  time  through  this 
gloomy  defile,  when,  at  a  short  distance  before  us, 
among  the  rocks  upon  which  the  moonlight  fell, 
we  could  perceive,  on  a  ledge  elevated  but  a  little 
above  the  canal,  a  small  hut  or  cave,  which,  from 


>  There  has  been  much  controveriy  among  the  Arabian 
writers,  with  respect  to  the  site  of  this  mountain,  for  which 
see  Qmairemiret  torn.  i.  art.  Jwtomn. 
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a  tree  or  two  planted  around  it,  had  tome  appear- 
ance of  being  the  abode  of  a  human  being.  **  Thia, 
thvn,**  thought  U  **i»  the  home  to  which  the  ii 
destine«l!**  —  A  chill  of  despair  came  again  orer 
my  heart,  and  the  oar^,  as  I  sat  gaxing,  lay  mo- 
tion leu  in  mv  handn. 

I  found  Alethe,  ttx),  who«e  eye*  had  caught  the 
aame  object,  draw  ing  clofkT  to  my  side  than  she 
had  yet  Tentured.  leaving  her  hand  agitatedly 
upon  mine,  **  We  must  bore,**  said  she,  **  part  for 
ever.**  I  turned  to  her  slu  nhe  spoke  ;  there  was  a 
tenderness,  a  desfHrndoncy,  in  her  countenance, 
that  at  once  saddened  and  inflamed  my  souL 
••  Part  I  **  I  exclaimed,  passionately  — **  No !  —  the 
same  God  shall  receive  us  both.  Thy  faith,  > 
Alethe,  shall,  from  this  hour,  lie  mine  ;  and  I  will 
lire  and  die  in  this  dt>5i*rt  with  thee  !** 

Her  surprise,  her  delight,  at  these  words  was 
like  a  momentary  delirium.  The  wild,  anxious 
smile,  with  which  she  looked  into  my  face,  as  if  to 
ascertain  whether  she  had  indeed  heard  my  words 
aright,  bespoke  a  happiness  too  much  for  reason  to 
bear.  At  length,  the  fulness  of  her  heart  found 
r<.*lief  in  tears ;  and,  munnuring  forth  an  incoherent 
blessing  on  my  name,  she  let  her  head  fall  languidly 
and  powerlessly  on  my  arm.  The  light  from  our 
boat-fire  shone  upon  her  face.  I  saw  her  eyes, 
which  she  had  close<l  for  a  moment,  again  opening 
upon  me  with  the  same  tenderness,  and — merciful 
l*n»vidt'nce,  how  I  n-nu'iulHT  that  numu'iit  I  —  was 
on  tile  |K»int  of  iK'ndingdown  my  lips  towards  hers, 
^»hen,  huddenly.  in  the  air  above  us.  as  if  coming 
direct  from  heaven,  there  bur>t  forth  a  strain  of 
choral  music,  that  with  its  solemn  sweetness  filled 
the  whole  valley. 

Breaking  away  from  my  caress  at  these  super- 
natural sounds,  the  maiden  threw  herself  trenjbling 
upon  her  knees,  and,  not  daring  to  l(H)k  up,  ex- 
elainuMl  wildly.  *'  My  mother,  oh  my  mother  !" 

It  was  the  Christian's  morning  hymn  that  we 
heanl ; — the  same,  as  I  learned  afterwards,  that,  on 
their  high  terrace  at  Memphis,  she  had  l)een  taught  | 
by  her  mother  to  sing  to  the  rising  sun. 

SOarcely  less  startled  than  my  companion,  I 
looked  up,  and  saw,  at  the  very  summit  of  the 
n)ck  abovt  us,  a  light,  apiH*aring  to  come  from  a 
small  oi>ening  or  window,  through  which  those 
sounds  likewise,  that  had  appeared  to  me  so  su- 
|K'matural,  issued.  There  could  be  no  doubt,  that 
we  had  now  found — if  not  the  dwelling  of  the 
anchoret  —  at  least,  the  haunt  of  some  of  the 
Christian  brotherhood  of  these  rocks,  by  whose 
as«iistance  we  could  not  fail  to  find  the  place  of  his 
ri'treat. 

The  agitation,  into  which  Alethe  had  been 
thrown  by  the  first  bunt  of  that  potlmody,  toon 


yielded  to  1 
brongfat  bacl 
inch  as  it  h 
She  seemed 
destined  hai 
itselC  those : 
corned  to  it 

In  her  tra: 
yet  sympath 
that  awaited 
boat  close  to 
directly  and 
to  explore  n 
mediate  obji 
struct  ions  fn 
the  name  ol 
sprang  upon 
covering  a  i 
out  of  the  re 
windings,  up 

After  asc< 
level  space  o 
succeeded  in 
was  planted, 
palms.  Aro 
the  glimmert 
grottos,  into  i 
find  an  entn 
larger  dimeni 
IJinls  which  . 

I  was  still, 
nor  was  ther 
tinuing  my  c 
rose,  almost 
length,  howxM 
covered  bi'hii 
ladder  of  wo< 
and  affording 

Having  asc 
to  the  Iwat  fc 
already  at  her 
up  the  stairwa; 
there  securely 
sued  my  way  i 

At  the  top  c 
another  ledge 
the  first,  but  pi 
and,  as  I  coulc 
morning  and 
I  was  now  nea 
another  short 
rock  supplied. 


I  The  monks  « 
over  DOW  four  ac 
md  orchards. 


!< 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


653 


I  wtf  in  a  few  minutes  at  the  opening  from  which 
the  light  itsoed. 

I  had  ascended  gently,  as  well  from  a  feeling  of 
awe  at  the  whole  scene,  as  from  an  unwillingness 
to  disturb  rudely  the  rites  on  which  I  intruded. 
My  approach,  therefore,  being  unheard,  an  oppor- 
tunity was,  for  some  moments,  afforded  me  of  ob- 
•enring  the  group  within,  before  my  appearance  at 
tlie  window  was  discovered. 

In  the  middle  of  the  apartment,  which  seemed 
to  hare  been  once  a  Pagan  oratory,  there  was  col- 
lected an  assembly  of  about  seven  or  eight  persons, 
•ome  male,  some  female,  kneeling  in  silence  round 
a  ammll  altar ;  —  while,  among  them,  as  if  presiding 
over  their  solemn  ceremony,  stood  an  aged  man, 
who,  at  the  moment  of  my  arrival,  was  presenting 
to  one  of  the  female  worshippers  an  alabaster  cup, 
which  she  applied,  with  profound  reverence,  to 
her  lips.  The  venerable  countenance  of  the 
MmiflCer,  as  he  pronounced  a  short  prayer  over  her 
head,  wore  an  expression  of  profound  feeling  that 
•hofwed  bow  wholly  he  was  absorbed  in  that  rite ; 
ad  when  she  had  drank  of  the  cup  —  which  I  saw 
had  engraven  on  its  side  the  image  of  a  headi, 
with  a  glory  round  it  —  the  holy  man  bent  down 
and  kissed  her  forehead.^ 

Alter  this  parting  salutation,  the  whole  group 
roee  silently  from  their  knees ;  and  it  was  then,  for 
the  first  time,  that,  by  a  cry  of  terror  from  one  of 
the  women,  the  appearance  of  a  stranger  at  the 
window  was  discovered.  The  whole  assembly 
aeemed  startled  and  alarmed,  except  him,  that 
aoperior  person,  who,  advancing  from  the  altar, 
with  an  unmoved  look,  raised  the  latch  of  the  door 
a^Joinio?  to  ^^^  window,  and  admitted  me. 

There  wa?,  in  this  old  man's  features,  a  mixture 
o#elevation  and  sweetness,  of  simplicity  and  energy, 
which  commanded  at  once  attachment  and  homage ; 
and  half  hoping,  half  fearing,  to  find  in  him  the 
destined  guardian  of  Alethe,  I  looked  anxiously  in 
his  face,  as  I  entered,  and  pronounced  the  name 
**  Melanius ! "  —  **  Melanius  is  my  name,  young 
stranger,**  he  answered ;  "  and  whether  in  friend- 
ship or  in  enmity  thou  comest,  Melanius  blesses 
thee."  Thus  saying,  he  made  a  sign  with  his 
right  hand  above  my  head,  while,  with  involuntary 
respect,  I  bowed  beneath  the  benediction. 

**  Let  this  volume,"  I  replied,  "  answer  for  the 
peacefulness  of  my  mission**  —  at  the  same  time, 


1  There  was  usually,  TertuUian  tells  us,  the  Image  of  Christ 
on  the  coinmunlon.cup«. 

>  "*  Weare  rather  dbpoted  to  infer,'*  sajrs  the  late  BUkopqf 
Umeolm^  in  hit  very  sensible  work  on  TertuUian. "  that,  at 
tJM  conclusion  of  all  their  meetings  for  the  purpose  of  devo-  - 
Viaat  tb«  early  Chriatians  were  accustomed  to  give  the  kiss  ; 


placing  in  his  hands  the  copy  of  the  Scriptures 
which  had  been  his  own  gift  to  the  mother  of 
Alethe,  and  which  her  child  now  brought  as  the 
credential  of  her  claims  on  his  protection.  At  the 
sight  of  this  sacred  pledge,  which  he  instantly 
recognised,  the  solemnity  that  had  at  first  marked 
his  reception  of  me  softened  into  tenderness. 
Thoughts  of  other  times  appeared  to  pass  through 
his  mind ;  and  as,  with  a  sigh  of  recollection,  he 
took  the  book  from  my  hands,  some  words  on  the 
outer  leaf  caught  his  eye.  They  were  few  —  but 
contained,  most  probably,  the  last  wishes  of  the 
dying  Theora ;  for,  as  he  read  them  over  eagerly, 
I  saw  tears  in  his  aged  eyes.  "  The  trust,'*  he 
said,  with  a  faltering  voice,  **is  precious  and  sacred, 
and  God  will  enable,  I  hope,  his  servant  to  guard 
it  faithfuUy.** 

During  this  short  dialogue,  the  other  persons  of 
the  assembly  had  departed  -»  being,  as  I  afterwards 
learned,  brethren  firom  the  neighbouring  bank  of 
the  Nile,  who  came  thus  secretly  before  daybreak  ', 
to  join  in  worshipping  their  God.  Fearful  lest 
their  descent  down  the  rock  might  alarm  Alethe, 
I  hurried  briefly  over  the  few  words  of  explanation 
that  remained,  and  leaving  the  venerable  Christian 
to  follow  at  his  leisure,  hastened  anxiously  down 
to  rejoin  the  young  maiden. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Melanius  was  one  of  the  first  of  those  zealous 
Christians  of  Egypt,  who,  following  the  recent  ex- 
ample of  the  hermit,  Paul,  bade  farewell  to  all  the 
comforts  of  social  existence,  and  betook  themselves 
to  a  life  of  contemplation  in  the  desert  Less 
selfish,  however,  in  his  piety,  than  most  of  these 
ascetics,  Melanius  forgot  not  the  world  in  leaving 
it  He  knew  that  man  was  not  bom  to  live  wholly 
for  himself ;  that  his  relation  to  human  kind  was 
that  of  the  link  to  the  chain,  and  that  even  his 
solitude  should  be  turned  to  the  advantage  of  others. 
In  flying,  therefore,  from  the  din  and  disturbance 
of  life,  he  sought  not  to  place  himself  beyond  the 
reach  of  its  sympathies,  but  selected  a  retreat 
where  he  could  combine  all  the  advantages  of  soli- 
tude with  those  opportunities  of  being  useful  to  his 


of  peace,  in  token  of  the  brotherly  love  subsisting  between 
them." 

3  It  was  among  the  accusations  of  Cflsu*  against  the 
Christians,  that  they  held  their  assemblies  privately,  and  con- 
trary to  law  ;  and  one  of  the  speakers,  in  the  curicMU  work 
of  MimuciuM  Fciu,  calls  the  Christians  "  latebrosa  et  lucifugax 
naUo.** 
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fellow-men,  wUch  *  neighbonrhaod  to  tbeir  popn- 
loofl  hsnnta  vould  afford. 

That  tute  for  the  gloom  of  subterranean  ncema, 
which  the  race  of  Maraim  inherit  from  their  Eibi' 
opiaa  ancestors,  had,  bj  hollowing  out  all  Egypt 
cavemB  and  cryptg,  aupplied  tliesc  Christian 
anchorets  with  an  ample  choice  of  relreals.  Ac- 
corfinglj,  iome  found  a  shelter  in  the  grotloi  of 
Elelhja ;  —  others,  among  the  royal  tombs  of  the 
Thebaid.  In  the  middle  of  the  SeTen  Valleys', 
where  the  sun  rarely  ahinea,  a  few  have  fixed  their 
dim  aod  melancholy  retreat ;  while  others  have 
sought  the  neighbourhood  of  the  red  Lakes  of 
Nitria',  and  there,  like  tha«e  Pagan  solitaries  of 
old,  wbofiiedtheirdwetlinguiKnigthepBlm-trees 
near  the  Dead  Sea,  paaa  their  whole  lives  in  musing 
amidst  the  sterility  of  nature,  and  seem  to  find,  in 
her  desolation,  peace. 

1  was  on  one  of  the  moonlaius  of  the  Said,  to 
the  east  of  the  river,  that  Melanius,  as  we  have 
en,  chose  his  place  of  seclusion  —  having  all  the 
e  and  fertility  of  the  Nile  on  one  side,  and  the 
lone,  dismal  barrenness  of  the  desert  on  the  other. 
Halfway  down  this  moantaio,  where  it  impends 
over  the  ravine,  he  found  a  series  of  cave*  or  grot- 
tos dug  out  of  the  rock,  which  had,  b  other  times, 
ministered  to  some  purpose  of  mystery,  but  whose 
use  had  long  been  forgotten,  and  Iheir  recesses 
abandoned. 

To  this  place,  after  the  banishment  of  his  great 
master,  Origen,  Melanius,  with  a  few  faithful  fol- 
lowers, retired,  and  there,  by  the  example  of  hje 
innocent  life,  as  nell  as  by  hta  fervid  eloquence, 
succeeded  in  winning  crowds  of  converts  to  his 
faith.  Placed,  os  he  was,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  rich  city,  Antinoi'^,  though  he  mingled  not 
h  ilB  mullilnde.  his  name  and  his  fame  were 
T  among  them,  and,  to  all  who  sought  after  in- 
action or  consolation,  the  cell  of  the  hermit  «tts 
always  open. 

Notwithstanding  the  rigid  abstinence  of  his  own 
habils,  he  was  yet  caroful  to  provide  for  the  com- 
forts of  others.  Content  with  a  rude  pallet  of  straw, 
imself,  he  had  always  for  the  stranger  a  less 
homely  resling-place.  From  his  grotto,  the  way- 
faring and  the  indigent  never  went  unrefreshed  ; 
and,  with  the  aid  of  some  of  his  brethren,  he  had 
formi-d  gardens  along  the  ledges  of  (he  mountain, 
which  gave  an  air  of  life  and  clieerfulDesa  to  his 
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I  Kit  how  dcsrlf  thia  pruae  had  been  earned, 
ud  klmd;  ilmost  repented  of  having  deserved 
iL  There  wu  ■  aadnen  in  the  countenance  of 
Alethe,  u  I  took  leave  of  her,  to  irhicb  (he  fore- 
bodiugv  of  my  own  heart  but  too  faithful!;  re- 
■ponded  i  nor  could  I  help  fearing,  as  her  hand 
paited  lingeringiy  fhini  mine,  that  I  had,  bj  this 
■BertSce,  placed  her  beyond  my  reach  for  ever. 

Having  lighted  for  me  a  lamp,  which,  in  these 
recot*,  even  at  noon,  ii  neceisiir;,  the  holy  nan 
led  ne  to  the  entrance  of  the  grotto.  And  here,  I 
libub  to  saj,  my  career  of  hypocrisy  began. 
With  the  >ole  view  of  obtaining  anuthet  glance 
at  Alethe,  I  turned  bnmbly  to  Golicil  the  benedic- 

m  of  the  Chrittian,  and,  having  conveyed  to  her, 
while  bending  reverently  down,  as  ninch  of  the 
deep  feeling  of  my  soul  u  loolu  could  cxpreas,  I 
then,  with  a  desponding  apirit,  hurried  into  the 

A  abort  panageled  me  to  the  chamber  within  — 
the  walla  of  which  I  fband  covered,  like  thoae  of 
the  grottoa  of  Lycopolia,  with  paintings,  which, 
thoogh  executed  long  ages  ago,  looked  aa  fresh  as 
if  their  colonra  were  bat  laid  on  yesterday.  They 
w«re,  all  of  them,  representaliona  of  rural  sod 
donieatic  icenes ;  and,  in  the  greater  namber,  the 
■lelancboly  imaginalion  of  the  artist  had  called  in, 
as  a«aal,  the  pretence  of  Death,  to  throw  his 
■hadaw  over  the  pietnre. 

My  attention  was  particularly  drawn  to  one 
•eriea  of  lubjeda,  throughout  the  whole  of  which 
the  itme  group — consisting  of  a  youth,  a  maiden, 
and  two  aged  peraoaa,  who  appeared  to  be  the 
fttber  and  mother  of  the  girl — were  represented 
in  all  the  detaili  of  their  daily  life.  The  looks 
wid  atlitndes  of  the  yonng  people  denoted  that 
Ibey  were  loren ;  and,  sometimes,  they  were  seen 
■ittuig  imder  a  canopy  of  flowers,  with  their  eyes 
fixed  on  each  other'*  faces,  as  though  they  could 
nerer  look  away ;  aometimes.  they  appeared  walk- 
ing •long  the  bank*  of  the  Mile, — 


Wh«D  wmdBrlOf  rotitha  uid  maidro<  ituch  her  beam, 

ThroQgb  all  these  scenes  of  endearment  the 
two  elder  persons  stood  by; — their  calm  coun- 
tenancei  touched  with  a  share  of  that  blia&,  in 
whou  perfect  light  the  yonng  lovers  were  basking. 
Tboa  far,  all  was  happineas  ; — but  the  sad  lesson 
of  mortalit;  waa  jet  to  come.    In  the  last  picture 

'  VUt  Pluurct.  dr  Iifif. 


of  the  series,  one  of  the  figures  was  missing, 
was  that  of  the  young  maiden,  who  bad  disappeared 
from  among  them.  On  the  brink  of  a  dork  lake 
stood  the  three  who  remained  ;  while  a  boat,  just 
departing  for  the  City  of  the  Dead,  told  too  plainly 
the  end  of  their  dream  of  happiness. 

This  memorial  of  a  sorrow  of  other  limes — < 
sorrow,  aaeifnl  as  death  itself^ was  not  warn 
to  deepen  the  melancholy  of  my  mind,  or  to 
to  the  weight  of  the  many  bodings  that  pressed 

After  a  night,  as  it  seemed,  of  anEioDS  aod  im- 
sleeping  thought.  1  rose  from  my  bed  and  relumed 
to  the  garden.  I  fnuod  the  Chrialian  alone — 
sealed,  under  the  shade  of  one  of  his  trees,  at  a 
small  table,  on  which  there  lay  a  volume  nnrolled, 
while  a  beautifnl  antelope  wal  sleeping  nt  his  kei. 
Struck  by  the  contrast  which  he  presented  to  those 
haughty  priests,  whom  I  had  seen  surrounded  by 
the  pomp  and  gorgeousnesi  of  temples,  "  Is  this, 
then,"  thought  I,  "  the  fiuth  before  which  the 
world  now  trembles — its  temple  the  desert,  ] 
treasury  a  book,  and  its  High  Priest  the  solitary 
dweller  of  the  rock  ?" 

He  had  prepared  for  me  a  simple,  bnt  hospitable 
repast,  of  which  fruits  from  his  own  garden,  the 
while  bread  of  Olyra,  and  the  jaicc  of  the  honey- 
cane,  formed  the  most  costly  luxuries.  Ills  man- 
ner to  me  was  even  more  cordial  and  fatherly  than 
before ;  but  the  absence  of  Alelhe,  and,  still  more, 
the  ominous  reserve,  with  which  he  not  only,  him- 
self, refrained  from  all  mention  of  her  name,  but 
eluded  the  few  inquiries,  by  which  I  sought  to  lead 
to  it,  seemed  to  confirm  all  the  apprehensions  1 
had  felt  in  parting  from  her. 

She  had  acquainted  him.  it  was  evident,  wilb 
the  whole  history  of  our  fiighL  My  reputatioi 
a  philosopher  —  my  desire  to  become  a  Christian 
— all  was  already  known  to  the  lealous  anchc 
and  the  subject  of  my  conversion  was  the  very 
first  on  which  he  entered.  Oh,  pride  of  philoso- 
phy, how  wert  thou  then  bumbled,  and  with  what 
shame  did  I  stand  in  the  presence  of  that  vene- 
rable man,  not  daring  to  let  my  eyes  encounter 
his,  while,  with  unhesitating  trust  m  the  since 
of  my  intention,  he  welcomed  me  to  a  participation 
of  his  holy  hope,  and  imprinted  the  Kiss  of  Cha- 
rity on  my  iuGdd  brow  1 

EmbarTBSBed  as  I  could  not  bat  feel  by  the  hu- 
miliating conscionsness  of  hypocrisy,  t  was  even 
still  more  perplexed  by  my  almost  total  ignonmee 
of  the  real  tenets  of  the  faith  to  which  I  profesaed 
myself  a  convert.  Abashed  and  confused,  ant 
with  a  heart  sick  at  its  own  deceit.  I  listened  ti 
the  animated  and  eloquent  gratnljiions  of  the 
Christian,  as  though  they  were  words  in  a  dre 


without  any  link  or  meaning ;  dot  could  disguise 
bul  by  the  mockery  of  a  ri'*crent  bow,  at  every 
pause,  tlie  total  vant  of  Ei'lf-pnaseiaiuu,  and  even 
of  speecU,  under  nhich  I  laboured. 

A  few  minutiSB  more  of  »ucb  trial,  and  I  mutt 
havtt  BTOved  mj  impofilur^  Bnt  the  holy  maa 
perwived  my  embajmBBment ; — and,  whelhcr  mia- 
taking  it  for  ave.  or  knowing  it  lo  be  ignorance, 
relieved  me  from  my  perplexity  by,  at  once, 
changing  the  theme.  Maviog  gently  awakened 
hia  aulelOjH!  from  its  sleep,  "  You  have  doubtless," 
tald,  "  heard  of  my  brolher-enehoret,  Paul, 
who.  ftvni  Ilia  cave  in  Ibe  marble  monntains.  near 
(be  Red  Sea,  unda  bnurly  the  blessed  '  sacrifice 
of  thanksgiving'  to  heaven.  Of  hit  walks,  Ihey 
'  me,  a  lion  is  the  companion  ' ;  bnt,  for  me,"  be 
added  with  a  playful  and  significant  smile,  "  who 
7  my  powen  of  laming  but  on  the  gentler  ani- 
lals,  this  feeble  child  of  the  desert  is  a  far  fitter 
playmale."  Then,  taking  hii  Etas',  and  patting 
the  lime-wum  volume  which  be  had  been  peniaing 
I  a  large  goat-skin  pouch,  that  hung  by  his 
■, "  I  will  now,"  said  he,  "  conduct  thee  over 
my  rocky  kingdom,  that  thou  mayest  see  in  what 
drear  and  barren  places  that  '  sweet  l^t  of  the 
spirit,'  Peace,  may  be  gathered," 

To  speak  of  peace  to  a  heart  throbbing,  as  mine 
did,  at  that  moment,  was  like  talking  of  some  dis- 
it  harbour  to  Ibe  mariner  linking  at  sea.     In 
in  did  1  look  aronud  for  some  Mgn  of  AJelhe  ;— 
vain  make  an  effort  even  lo  utter  her  name. 
ConscioosnesH  of  my  awn  deceit,  as  well  as  a  fear 
of  awakening  in  the  mind  of  Mclanius  any  sus- 
picion that  might  tend  lo  frustrate  my  only  hope, 
threw  a  feller  over  my  spirit,  and  checked  my 
tongue.     In  humble  silence,  therefore,  I  followed ; 
while  the  eheerihl  old  man,  with  slow,  bul  firm 
step,  ascended  the  rock,  by  the  same  ladders  which 
1  had  mounted  on  the  preceding  night. 

During  the  time  when  the  Decian  Persecution 
was  raging,  many  Christians,  as  he  told  me,  of  the 
leighboorhood  had  tatcn  refagie  under  his  protee- 
iou,  in  these  grottosi  and  the  small  chapel  upon 
he  summit,  where  I  had  found  his  flock  at  prayer, 
ras.  in  those  awful  times  of  suffering,  their  usiuJ 
place  of  retreat,  where,  by  drawing  up  these  lad- 
ders, they  -were  enabled  to  secure  theniselve*  from 
pursuit 

The  view,  from  the  lop  of  the  rock,  c:ttenJiog 
on  cither  aide,  embraced  the  two  eitrcmes  of  fer- 
lility  and  desolation ;  nor  could  the  Kpicarean 
and  the  Anchoret,  who  now  stood  gazing  from 
that  height,  be  at  any  loss  lo  indulge  their  respec- 


een  die  Uiing  tiuunsDo*  (4  As 
norld  on  one  side,  and  tbe  doid,  p 
of  the  desert  on  ihe  othrr.     Wbm  w 
llie  river,  what  apicmrc  of  onimaitioD 
setfl     Near  ni  to  (he  sooth,  vrrc 
colonnade*  of  Antinoe.  its  pniuiL  ]>•  ; 


shore,  rich  plains,  all  teeming  witii  '  i   ' 
the  water's  edge,  seemMl  to  attrr  np,  m  fn; 
dani  altars,  their  fhiils  la  the  (un ;  whO*,) 
aa,  Ibe  Nile 


i 


From  this  scene,  on  one  side  oflllem 
but  to  turn  round  our  eyts  la  the  oUurr.  an4  H  ast 
as  if  Nature  herself  liad  berome  suddenly  eniat; 
— a  wide  wasle  of  ratids,  bleak  nnd  tntrr^saWt. 
wearying  out  Ihe  im  with  its  sunencsa  o(  iliili 
tioQi — block,  burnl-up  roclu.  that  Mood  as  hr> 
riers,  at  which  life  itopped  ;  —  *hil«  tbe  (■■; 


Kgnsr 


.  here  and  there,  of  an  antelope  or 
Ihe  bones  of  dead  cornels,  as  they  lay  wl 
a  distance,  marking  out  Ihe  track  uf  llie 
over  the  waste. 

After  listening,  while  he  conlnuird,  in  a 
eloquent  words,  the  two  rrgioni  of  life  sod  t 
on  whose  confines  we  alnml.  I   again  •Uaoa 
with  m;  guide  to  Ihe  garden   ihol  w«  lad 
From    thence,   turning  into  a    palb   aloa;  tW 
mountain-side,  he  led  mc  to  another  row  of 
fkcing  the  desert,  which  had  been  nnev,  hr  mU, 
Ihe  abode  of  those  brethren  in   Cbrst,  wLo  ha) 
fled  with  him  to  this  lolituile  from  tbe  ci 
world — but  which  death  had.  within  a  few  ri 
months,  rendered  lenanltcs*.     A  rroa  of  nd  m 
and  a  few  faded  mes,  wero  the  only  t: 
solitaries  hsd  left  behind, 

A  silence  of  some  minute*  mc 
descended  lo  Ibe  edge  of  Ihe  canal ;  and  I  sa  J 
the  rocks,  thai  lotilnry  a 


had  so  chilled  m 


with  it 


night.    Beside  the  honk  we  Rnind  a 

rustic  boats,   which    Ihe    Egyptiaoa  r 

planks  of  wild  thorn,  hound  rudely  together  wiA  ' 

bands  of  papyrus.      Placing  oursctvM  la  il 

and  ralber  impeUing  than  rowing  b 

made  our  way  through  ihe  foul  anil  shallow  HimI,  . 

and  landed  directly  under  Ihe  sile  of  ihr  ran. 

This  dwelling  wu  siioued,  ■ 
resdy  mentioned,  on  a  ledge  of  .ll 
being  provided  wilh  a  ion  of  w 
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to  admit  the  light  of  heayen,  was  accounted,  I 
iNmd,  hr  more  cheerAil  than  the  grottos  on  the 
cAer  side  of  the  ravine.  Bat  there  was  a  dreari- 
■CM  in  the  whole  region  around,  to  which  light 
obIj  lent  additional  horror.  The  dead  whiteness 
«f  the  rocks,  as  they  stood,  like  ghosts,  in  the  sun- 
fUne; — that  melancholy  pool,  half  lost  in  the 
Modt ; — all  gave  to  my  mind  the  idea  of  a  wasting 
world.  To  dwell  in  a  place  so  desolate  seemed 
to  me  a  liring  death;  and  when  the  Christian,  as 
we  entered  the  cave,  said,  **  Here  is  to  be  thy 
home,"  prepared  as  I  had  been  for  the  worst,  all 
»7  resolation  gare  way  ; — every  feeling  of  dis- 
appointed passion  and  humbled  pride,  which  had 
gathering  round  my  heart  for  the  last  few 
found  a  rent  at  once,  and  I  burst  into  tears. 
Aocnatomed  to  human  weakness,  and  perhaps 
gawsing  at  some  of  the  sources  of  mine,  the  good 
flcrmh,  without  appearing  to  take  any  notice  of 
tfdi  emotion,  proceeded  to  expatiate,  with  a  cheer- 
fld  air,  on,  what  he  called,  the  comforts  of  my 
^waDing.  Sheltered  tram  the  dry,  burning  wind 
«f  the  south,  my  porch  would  inhale,  he  said,  the 
ftcah  breeze  of  the  Dog-star.  Fruits  from  his 
own  mountain-garden  should  furnish  my  repast 
The  well  of  the  neighbouring  rock  would  supply 
ay  hererage ;  and  **  here,"  he  continued — lower- 
lag  hia  voice  into  a  more  solemn  tone,  as  he  placed 
iqwn  the  table  the  volume  which  he  had  brought 
-— **  here,  my  son,  is  that '  well  of  living  waters,' 
ia  which  alone  thou  wilt  find  lasting  ref^hment 
cr  peaee ! "  Thus  saying,  he  descended  the  rock 
to  hia  boot ;  and,  after  a  few  plashes  of  his  oar 
died  upon  my  ear,  the  solitude  and  silence 
ragned  around  me  was  complete. 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

What  a  fiite  was  mine! — but  a  few  weeks  since, 
presiding  over  that  gay  Festival  of  the  Garden, 
writh  all  the  luxuries  of  existence  tributary  in  my 
i;  and  now — self-humbled  into  a  solitary  out- 
; — the  hypocritical  pupil  of  a  Christian  an- 
Aant  —  without  even  the  excuse  of  religious 
ftaaticism,  or  any  other  madness,  but  that  of  love, 
-wild  love,  to  extenuate  my  &11!  Were  there  a 
hope  that,  by  this  humiliating  waste  of  existence. 


I  **  J«  Tit  dans  1«  ddert  d«f  hirondeHei  d*cin  gii«  clair 
Cf  ne  le  nble  tor  leqoel  ellea  yolent.**— Demoft. 

s  In  allodliif  to  WUfton's  idea  of  m  comet  having  cauaed 
Ikediliifs,  M.  Gerard,  hayiog  remarked  that  the  word  Typhon 
i  a  ddofe^  adda,  **  On  ne  peat  entendre  par  le  tema  da 
I  de  Tjf/hoa  qol  eahii  pendant  leqoei  le  dMogeinondala 


I  might  purchase  now  and  then  a  momentary 
glimpse  of  Alethe,  even  the  depths  of  the  desert, 
with  such  a  chance,  would  be  welcome.  But  to 
live — and  live  thus — without  her,  was  a  misery 
which  I  neither  foresaw  nor  could  endure. 

Hating  even  to  look  upon  the  den  to  which  I 
was  doomed,  I  hurried  out  into  the  air,  and  found 
my  way,  along  the  rocks,  to  the  desert  The  sun 
was  going  down,  with  that  blood-red  hue,  which 
he  so  often  wears,  in  this  climate,  at  his  setting. 
I  saw  the  sands,  stretching  out,  like  a  sea  to  the 
horizon,  as  if  their  waste  extended  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  world — and,  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
feelings,  rejoiced  to  see  so  large  a  portion  of  crea- 
tion rescued,  even  by  this  barren  liberty,  from  the 
encroaching  grasp  of  man.  The  thought  seemed 
to  relieve  my  wounded  pride,  and,  as  I  wandered 
over  the  dim  and  boundless  solitude,  to  be  thus 
free,  even  amidst  blight  and  desolation,  appeared 
to  me  a  blessing. 

The  only  living  thing  I  saw  was  a  restless  swal- 
low, whose  wings  were  of  the  same  hue  with  the 
grey  sands  over  which  he  fluttered. i  "  Why 
(thought  I)  may  not  the  mind,  like  this  bird, 
partake  of  the  colour  of  the  desert,  and  sympathise 
in  its  austerity,  its  fteedom,  and  its  calm?" — thus 
vainly  endeavouring,  between  despondence  and 
defiance,  to  encounter  with  some  degree  of  forti- 
tude what  yet  my  heart  sickened  to  contemplate. 
But  the  e£fort  was  unavailing.  Overcome  by  that 
vast  solitude,  whose  repose  was  not  the  slumber  of 
peace,  but  rather  the  sullen  and  burning  silence  of 
hate,  I  felt  my  spirit  give  way,  and  even  love 
itself  yielded  to  despair. 

Taking  my  seat  on  a  fhigment  of  a  rock,  and 
covering  my  eyes  with  my  hands,  I  made  an  e£fort 
to  shut  out  the  overwhelming  prospect  But  all 
in  vain — it  was  still  before  me,  with  every  ad- 
ditional horror  that  fancy  could  suggest;  and 
when,  again  looking  forth,  I  beheld  the  last  red 
ray  of  the  sun,  shooting  across  the  melancholy 
and  lifeless  waste,  it  appeared  to  me  like  the  light 
of  that  comet  which  once  desolated  this  world  S 
and  thus  luridly  shone  out  over  the  ruin  that  it 
had  made! 

Appalled  by  my  own  gloomy  imaginations,  I 
turned  towards  the  ravine ;  and,  notwithstanding 
the  disgust  with  which  I  had  fled  from  my  dwell- 
ing, was  not  ill  pleased  to  find  my  way,  over  the 
rocks,  to  it  again.    On  approaching  the  cave,  to 


terre,  temt  pendant  leqnel  on  dOt  oinenrer  la  com^e  qai 
I'ocauionna,  et  dont  I'apparltion  ftit,  non  aeulement  pour  let 
peoples  de  I'EgjrpCe,  et  de  I'Ethiople,  malt  encore  poor  tout 
peuplet  le  pr^tage  (imette  de  leur  dettruction  pretque 
totale.*''Dr«T^pM(m  die  la  ValUe  4e  PEgaremnU. 
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BIT  Mtooisliiiiaitt  I  nw  •  light  witliiii*  At  lodi 
a  mooicBt,  any  reetige  of  life  was  wdcome,  and  I 
hailed  the  nnexpeeted  appeannee  with  plcarore. 
On  entering,  bowerer,  I  foond  the  chamber  all  at 
lonely  at  I  had  left  it  The  light  I  had  wen  came 
fttm  a  lamp  that  boraed  brightly  on  the  table ; 
betide  it  wat  unfolded  the  Tohune  which  Mdanint 
had  brooght,  and  npon  the  open  leaTet-*oh,|oy 
and  tnrprite  —  lay  the  well-known  eroei  of 
Alethet 

What  hand,  bat  her  own,  eoold  have  prepared 
thit  reception  forme?  —  The  rery  thoogfat  tent  a 
hope  into  my  heart,  before  which  all  detpoodency 
fled.  Eren  the  gloom  of  the  deteit  wat  forgotten, 
and  my  mde  cave  at  once  brightened  into  a  bower. 
She  had  here  reminded  me,  by  thit  tacred  memo- 
rial, of  the  TOW  which  I  had  pledged  to  her  under 
the  Hermit*t  rock  ;  and  I  now  templed  not  to  re- 
iterate the  tame  daring  promite,  though  contcioot 
that  through  hypocrity  alone  I  could  ftilfil  it 

Eager  to  prepare  my  telf  for  my  tatk  of  impottore, 
I  tat  down  to  the  Tolume,  which  I  now  found  to  be 
the  Hebrew  Scripturet ;  and  the  firtt  tentence,  on 
which  my  eyet  fell,  wat — ^  The  Lord  hath  com- 
manded the  bletting,  cTen  Life  for  cTermore  I " 
Startled  by  thete  wordt,  in  which  it  i^ipeared  tome 
at  if  the  Spirit  of  my  dream  had  again  pronounced 
hit  amring  prediction  i,  I  raited  my  eyet  from  the 
page,  and  repeated  the  tentence  over  and  over,  at  if 
to  try  whether  in  these  soandB  there  lay  any  charm 
or  spell,  to  re-awaken  that  faded  illusion  in  my  souL 
But,  no  — the  rank  frauds  of  the  Memphian  priest- 
hood had  dispelled  all  my  trust  in  the  promises  of 
religion.  My  heart  had  again  relapsed  into  its 
gloom  of  scepticism,  and,  to  the  word  of  "  Life,*' 
the  only  answer  it  sent  back  was, "  Death  ! " 

Being  impatient,  however,  to  possess  myself  ofthe 
elements  of  a  faith,  upon  which — whatever  it  might 
promise  for  hereafter  —  I  felt  that  all  my  happiness 
here  depended,  I  turned  over  the  pages  with  an 
earnestness  and  avidity,  such  as  never  even  the 
most  favourite  of  my  studies  had  awakened  in 
me.  Though,  like  all  who  seek  but  the  surfiice  of 
learning,  I  flew  desultorily  over  the  leaves,  lighting 
only  on  the  more  prominent  and  shining  points, 
I  yet  found  myself,  even  in  this  undisciplined 
career,  arrested,  at  every  page,  by  the  awful,  the 
supernatural  sublimity,  the  alternate  melancholy 
and  grandeur  of  the  images  that  crowded  upon 
me. 

I  had,  till  now,  known  the  Hebrew  theology  but 
through  the  platonising  refinement  of  Philo; — as, 

I  '*  Many  people/*  said  Origm^  "  have  been  brought  over 
to  Chrif tianity  by  the  Spirit  of  God  girlng  a  sudden  turn  to 
their  mlndt^and  ofTering  Tiilona  to  them  either  by  day  or 
night*'     On  thii  Jortm  remarks :  —  "  Why  should  it  be 
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from  which  he  drew  nightly  his  most  precions 
beverage.  While  he  spoke,  I  observed  in  his  hand 
one  of  those  earthen  cups',  in  which  it  is  the 
eostom  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  wilderness  to  col- 
toct  the  fresh  dew  among  the  rocks.  Having  pro- 
potcd  that  I  shoold  accompany  him  in  his  walk, 
ke  proceeded  to  lead  me,  in  the  direction  of  the 
tofrt,  up  the  side  of  the  mountain  that  rose  above 
mj  dwelling,  and  which  formed  the  southern  wall 
or  lereen  of  the  defile. 

Near  the  summit  we  found  a  seat,  where  the  old 
man  paused  to  rest  It  commanded  a  full  view 
over  the  desert,  and  was  by  the  side  of  one  of  those 
hollows  in  the  rock,  those  natural  reservoirs,  in 
which  are  treasured  the  dews  of  night  for  the 
refreshment  of  the  dwellers  in  the  wilderness. 
Having  learned  from  me  how  far  I  had  advanced 
in  my  study — **  In  yonder  light,'*  said  he,  pointing 
to  a  amall  cloud  in  the  east,  which  had  been  formed 
on  the  horizon  by  the  haze  of  the  desert,  and  was 
now  frintly  reflecting  the  splendours  of  sunset — 
**  in  the  midst  of  that  light  stands  Mount  Sinai,  of 

glory  thou  hast  read ;  upon  whose  summit 
the  scene  of  one  of  those  awful  revelations,  in 
which  the  Almighty  has  renewed  from  time  to 
time  his  communication  with  Man,  and  kept  alive 
the  lemembrance  of  his  own  Providence  in  this 
worid." 

After  a  pause,  as  if  absorbed  in  the  immensity  of 
the  satject,  the  holy  man  continued  his  sublime 
theme.  Looking  back  to  the  earliest  annals  of  time, 
he  showed  how  constantly  every  relapse  of  the 
human  race  into  idolatry  has  been  followed  by 
■ome  manifestation  of  Divine  power,  chastening 
the  strong  and  proud  by  punishment,  and  winning 
heck  the  humble  by  love.  It  was  to  preserve,  he 
nid,  mieztinguished  upon  earth,  that  great  and 
Tital  trtith— the  Creation  of  the  world  by  one 
Sapreme  Being — that  God  chose,  from  among  the 
nations,  an  humble  and  enslaved  race — that  he 
brought  them  out  of  their  captivity  **  on  eagles' 
wings,**  and,  still  surrounding  every  step  of  their 

with  miracles,  has  placed  them  before  the 
of  all  succeeding  generations,  as  the  depo- 

of  his  will  and  the  ever-during  memorials 
of  his  power.  * 


>  FmOmdhu^  who  lived  tofne  time  in  Egypt,  de«cribe«  the 
Ptoleiiunif,  who  Inhabited  the  deiert  of  Scete,  ai  col- 
in  earthen  cnpe  the  abundant  dew  (hnn  the  rocks." 
7.  Pai,  torn.  xiiL 

*  The  brief  sketch  here  gi? en  of  the  Jewish  dispensation 
frcae  very  much  with  the  Tiew  taken  of  it  by  Dr.  Sumner, 
la  iIm  ftrst  cb^>(ers  of  bis  eloquent  work,  the  "  Records  of  the 
Ctaatloii.*' 

*  !■  the  original,  the  disoourscs  of  the  Hennlt  are  given 
■MMh  more  at  length. 

4  *■  It  is  impoisibU  to  deny,**  says  Dr.  Bunaflr,  **  that  the 


Passing,  then,  in  review  the  long  train  of  inspired 
interpreters,  whose  pens  and  whose  tongues  were 
made  the  echoes  of  the  Divine  voice',  he  traced 
throughout  the  events  of  successive  ages,  the  gra- 
dual unfolding  of  the  dark  scheme  of  Providence 
— darkness  without,  but  all  light  and  glory  within. 
The  glimpses  of  a  coming  redemption,  visible  even 
through  the  wrath  of  Heaven ; — the  long  series  of 
prophecy  through  which  this  hope  runs,  burning 
and  alive,  like  a  spark  along  a  chain ; — the  slow 
and  mercifbl  preparation  of  the  hearts  of  mankind 
for  the  great  trial  of  their  faith  and  obedience  that 
was  at  hand,  not  only  by  miracles  that  appealed  to 
the  living,  but  by  prophecies  launched  into  the 
fbture  to  carry  conviction  to  the  yet  unborn ; — 
**  through  all  these  glorious  and  beneficent  grada- 
tions we  may  track,*'  said  he,  "  the  manifest  foot- 
steps of  a  Creator,  advancing  to  his  grand,  ultimate 
end,  the  salvation  of  his  creatures.** 

After  some  hours  devoted  to  these  holy  in- 
structions, we  returned  to  the  ravine,  and  Melaniua 
left  me  at  my  cave ;  praying,  as  he  parted  from 
me — with  a  benevolence  which  I  but  ill,  alas  I  de- 
served— that  my  soul  might,  under  these  lessons, 
be  **  as  a  watered  garden,**  and,  ere  long,  **  bear 
fruit  unto  life  eternal." 

Next  morning,  I  was  again  at  my  study,  and  even 
more  eager  in  the  awakening  task  than  before. 
With  the  commentary  of  the  Hermit  freshly  in  my 
memory,  I  again  read  through,  with  attention,  the 
Book  of  the  Law.  But  in  vain  did  I  seek  the 
promise  of  immortality  in  its  pages.  ^  **  It  tells 
me,"  said  I,  **  of  a  God  coming  down  to  earth,  but 
of  the  ascent  of  Man  to  heaven  it  speaks  not  The 
rewards,  the  punishments  it  announces,  lie  all  on 
this  side  of  the  grave ;  nor  did  even  the  Omnipotent 
ofier  to  his  own  chosen  servants  a  hope  beyond 
the  impassable  limits  of  this  world.  Where,  then, 
is  the  salvation  of  which  the  Christian  spoke  ?  or, 
if  Death  be  at  the  root  of  the  faith,  can  Life  spring 
out  of  it?" 

Again,  in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment,  did  I 
mock  at  my  own  willing  self-delusion — again  rail 
at  the  arts  of  that  traitress.  Fancy,  ever  ready,  like 
the  Delilah  of  this  wondrous  book,  to  steal  upon  the 
slumbers  of  Reason,  and  deliver  him  up,  shorn  and 


sanctions  of  the  Mosaic  Law  are  altogether  temporal 

It  is,  indeed,  one  of  the  (acts  that  can  only  be  explained  by 
acknowledging  that  he  really  acted  under  a  Divine  commis- 
sion, promulgating  a  temporary  law  for  a  peculiar  purpose  ** 
—  a  much  more  candid  and  sensible  way  of  treating  ttds  very 
difficult  point,  than  by  either  endeayouring,  like  Warbnrton, 
to  escape  from  it  into  a  paradox,  or.  still  worse,  contrlvinf , 
like  Dr.  GraTcs.  to  increase  Its  diflculty  by  explanation.  — 
Vide  "Ontke  PemUOnuA:*  9m  also  Honsr's  Utroimttm, 
Ike.,  Tol.  t.  p. : 
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poirerlcss,  ti>  bis  foes,  It  decepdon,  thoaght  1, 
be  necesBlTf.  U  leul  Ifl  me  nol  pracllse  it  on  mj- 
lelTj  — iathe  dMpenUe  aJlernalive  b«fare  me,  let 
mc  rather  be  even  hypocrilt  (baii  dupe. 

Tlieae  BcK-BCCiiaing  rcfleclions,  cheerless  asljiey 
rendertd  my  lasli,  did  not  abate,  for  a  single  mo- 
il, taj  induttr?  in  pumiliig  iL  I  read  on  and  on, 
I  n  lort  of  cullen  apmhy.  oeilhtr  chnnned  bj 
My]e,Dor  tnuuported  by  imager? — Ihe  &Cal  bhght 
in  my  heart  having  commniiicated  iUelf  tomy  ima- 
gination and  taste.  Tbe  corses  and  the  blessings. 
Ihe  glory  andtheTuiii,  vhlch  the  historiiui  recorded 
i  the  prophet  bad  predicted,  teemed  all  of  ihia 
■world — all  temporal  and  earthly.  That  mortality, 
of  irhich  the  fountain-head  had  lasted,  tinged  the 
whole  stream  ;  and  when  I  read  the  words,  "  all 
■e  of  the  dust,  and  all  turn  to  dtut  again ',"  a  feel- 
ing, like  the  wind  of  the  deaert,  came  withoringly 
r  me.  Love,  Beauty,  Glory,  every  thing  most 
bright  and  worshipped  upon  earth,  appeared  lo  be 
linking  before  my  eyes,  nnder  this  dreadful  doom, 
jito  one  genertd  mass  of  corraption  and  silence. 

Possessed  by  the  image  of  dewlslinn  1  had  thos 
called  up,  1  laid  my  hexd  upon  (be  book,  in  a 
paroiysm  of  despair.  Death,  in  all  bis  most 
ghastly  varieties,  passed  before  me  ;  and  I  had 
continued  thus  for  some  linie,  as  under  the  influence 
a  fearful  vition,  when  Ihe  touch  of  a  band  upon 
mjr  shonlder  ranged  me.  Looking  up,  I  saw  the 
Anehorel  etanding  by  my  side ; — his  countenance 
beaming  wiUi  that  sablime  Irnnquillily,  which  a 
hope,  beyond  this  earlli,  alone  can  beslow.  How  I 
did  envy  him  1 

We  again  took  our  way  lo  the  seat  npon  the 
mountain — the  gloom  within  my  own  mind  making 
every  thing  aronnd  me  more  gloomy.  Forgetting 
my  hypocrisy  in  my  feelings,  1  proceeded  at  once 
to  make  an  avowal  to  bim  of  all  the  donbts  and  fears 
which  my  stody  of  the  morning  had  awakened. 

"  Thon  art  yel,  my  son,"  he  answered,  "  bnt  on 
the  threshold  of  our  faith.  Thou  bast  seen  hut  the 
first  rudiments  of  the  Divine  plan  ;  —  its  full  and 

I  While  Vsllaln.  VolatT,  Ac,  mrr  id  ibe  EnleiUuui.u 


mouth  Af  4  toolUh  mfoner  _  ippHn  (otvad 


i  _ 


perfeelioti  bmtb  Dot  fct  opened  DpoB 
thy  mind.  However  glorioua  titst  manifntnioi 
of  Divinity  on  Mount  Sinai,  it  «u  bat  the  tan-  I 
runner  of  another.  Rill  more  gtorioau,  vbieh,  ia  I 
the  fulness  of  time,  was  to  burti  upnn  tbe  wwU  i  i 
wheo  all.  that  before  had  seemed  dim  and  >acea>- 
plete,  WIS  lo  be  perfected,  and  tbe  immiiK  { 
shadowed  out  by  the '  spirit  of  pmphei-y.'  nalisd  -.  i 
— when  the  teal  of  silence,  under  whKJi  the  FoiBfi  . 
had  so  long  lain,  was  lo  be  brakes,  and  tiie  gtal 
tidings  of  life  and  immortality  praelainwd  to  ihe 
world  r  I 

Obserring  my  features  brigblcD  at  these  •ncdL  ' 
tbe  pious  man  continoed.  Anticipating  Man  rf  i 
the  holy  knowledge  that  was  in  (tore  fur  tne,  iit  I 
traced,  through  oil  its  wanders  and  mcrciet,  Ihr  . 
great  work  of  Redemption,  dwelling  in  dnail  opM  I 
evcrymiraculons  circumstance  cDDoecteil  wiibit—  i 


—  the  1 


tbe  exalted  nature  of  the  Being,  by  whose  mioaaj 
it  was  accomplished,  ihe  noblest  and  tint  maHd 
of  the  Sons  of  God  >,  inferior  only,  tn  the  ou^  kIT- 
existfnt  Father 
this  heavenly  m 
ihenticated  his  divine  mission  ; — the  eomfli  tl 
obedience  to  God  and  love  U)  man.  which  be  Kd  •• 
B  shining  light,  betbre  the  world  for  rxtf. — lot. 
lastly  ai;d  chiefly,  his  deatli  and  resurreitkia,  h< 
which  thecoreiumt  of  mercy  was  sealed,  toi  'iA 
and  immortality  brought  to  light." 

"  Such."  continued  the  Hermit,  "  was  the  Jl*- 
diator,  promised  through  all  time,  lo  *  make  rMW- 
ciliation  for  iniquity.'  to  change  death  inia  lib. 
and  bring  'healing  on  his  winga  '  to  a  daitnfd 
world.  Such  was  the  last  crowning 
of  Ibal  God  of  benevolence,  in  wboH'  I 
and  death  are  but  inatmmeats  of  ei  <  r 
and  who,  through  apparcDI  evil  a;, 
retribution,  bringing  all  things  'oijc 
into  his  marvellous  light,'  procev^l^ 
and  unchangingly  lo  the  great,  final  obji 
providence — the  restoratiiin  of  the  whol 
race  to  purity  and  happinesa  I  "  > 
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With  a  mind  astoniBhed,  if  not  touched,  by 
thete  discoanes,  I  returned  to  my  caye,  and  found 
the  kmp,  as  before,  ready  lighted  to  receive  me. 
The  Tolume  which  I  had  been  hitherto  studying, 
was  replaced  by  another,  which  lay  open  upon 
the  table,  with  a  branch  of  fresh  palm  between 
its  leares.  Though  I  could  not  doubt  to  whose 
gentle  and  guardian  hand  I  was  indebted  for  this 
inTisible  watchfulness  over  my  studies,  there  was 
jH  a  something  in  it,  so  like  spiritual  interposition, 
that  it  struck  me  with  awe; — and  never  more 
than  at  this  moment,  when,  on  approaching  the 
Tdfaune,  I  saw,  as  the  light  glistened  over  its 
tStrer  letters',  that  it  was  the  very  hook  of  Life 
of  which  the  Hermit  had  spoken ! 

The  midnight  hymn  of  the  Christians  had 
floimded  through  the  valley,  before  I  had  yet 
nised  my  eyes  from  that  sacred  volume ;  and  the 
Mcond  hcmr  of  the  son  found  me  again  over  its 


CHAPTER  XVHL 

In  this  mode  of  existence  I  had  now  passed  some 
days; — my  mornings  devoted  to  reading,  my 
nights  to  listening,  under  the  wide  canopy  of 
lioiven,  to  the  holy  eloquence  of  Melanius.  The 
perseverance  with  which  I  inquirec^  and  the 
quickness  with  which  I  learned,  soon  succeeded 
in  deceiving  my  benevolent  instructor,  who  mis- 
took curiosity  for  zeal,  and  knowledge  for  belief 
Alas  I  cold,  and  barren,  and  earthly  was  that 
knowledge — the  word  without  the  spirit,  the  shape 
without  the  life.  Even  when,  as  a  relief  from 
bypocrisy,  I  persuaded  myself  that  I  believed,  it 
was  hut  a  brief  delusion,  a  fidth,  whose  hope 
emmbled  at  the  touch — like  the  fruit  of  the 
deeert-shrub>,  shining  and  empty  I 

But,  though  my  soul  was  still  dark,  the  good 


wooM,  if  reotifed  more  generally,  tend  to  toften  the  spirit  of 
ucbarltableoeM,  to  buMj  i>revalent  among  Christian  sects 
—  was  maintained  bj  tlut  great  light  of  the  early  Church, 
Origan,  and  has  not  wanted  supporters  among  more  modem 
Tbedlocians.  That  TiUotsou  was  inclined  to  the  opinion 
appears  ihmi  his  sermon  preached  before  the  queen.  Paley 
la  aappoted  to  hare  held  the  same  amiable  doctrine ;  and 
NewtoD  (the  author  of  the  work  on  the  Prophecies)  Is  also 
amoog  the  supporters  of  it.  For  a  ftill  account  of  the  argu- 
nents  in  favour  of  tliis  opinion,  derived  both  from  reason  and 
tha  ezpreu  language  of  Scripture,  see  Dr.  SoutMwood  SmitM*$ 
very  Interesting  work,  "  On  the  Divine  Government.'*  See 
•too  Mt^eetm  Atonememit  where  the  doctrine  of  the  advocates 
of  Universal  Restoration  is  thus  brieily,  and,  I  believe,  fairly 
«X|rialiMd:— **  Bcflmiing  with  the  existence  of  an  infinitely 


Hermit  saw  not  into  its  depths.  The  very  facility 
of  my  belief,  which  might  have  suggested  some 
doubt  of  its  sincerity,  was  but  regarded,  by  his 
innocent  zeal,  as  a  more  signal  triumph  of  the 
truth.  His  own  ingenuousness  led  him  to  a  ready 
trust  in  others ;  and  the  examples  of  such  conver- 
sion as  that  of  the  philosopher,  Justin,  who,  during 
a  walk  by  the  sea-shore,  received  the  light  into 
his  soul,  had  prepared  him  for  illuminations  of 
the  spirit,  even  more  rapid  than  mine. 

During  all  this  time,  I  neither  saw  nor  heard 
of  Alethe  ;^nor  could  my  patience  have  endured 
through  so  long  a  privation,  had  not  those  mute 
vestiges  of  her  presence,  that  welcomed  me  every 
night  on  my  return,  made  me  feel  that  I  was  still 
living  under  her  gentle  influence,  and  that  her 
sympathy  hung  round  every  step  of  my  progress. 
Once,  too,  when  I  ventured  to  speak  her  name  to 
Melanius,  though  he  answered  not  my  inquiry, 
there  was  a  smile,  I  thought,  of  promise  upon 
his  countenance,  which  love,  far  more  alive  than 
faith,  was  ready  to  interpret  as  it  desired. 

At  length — it  was  on  the  sixth  or  seventh 
evening  of  my  solitude,  when  I  lay  resting  at  the 
door  of  my  cave,  after  the  study  of  the  day — I 
was  startled  by  hearing  my  name  called  loudly 
from  the  opposite  rocks ;  and  looking  up,  saw, 
upon  the  cliff  near  the  deserted  grottos,  Melanius 
and — oh  I  I  cou!d  not  doubt — my  Alethe  by  his 
side  I 

Though  I  had  never,  since  the  first  night  of 
my  return  fh)m  the  desert,  ceased  to  flatter  myself 
with  the  fancy  that  I  was  still  living  in  her  pre- 
sence, the  actual  sight  of  her  once  more  made  me 
feel  for  what  a  long  age  we  had  been  separated. 
She  was  clothed  all  in  white,  and,  as  she  stood  in 
the  last  remains  of  the  sunshine,  appeared  to  my 
too  prophetic  fancy  like  a  parting  spirit,  whose 
last  footsteps  on  earth  that  pure  glory  encircled. 

With  a  delight  only  to  be  imagmed,  I  saw  them 
descend  the  rocks,  and,  placing  themselves  in  the 
boat,  proceed  directly  towards  my  cave.  To  dis- 
guise from  Melanius  the  mutual  delight  with  which 


powerful,  wise,  and  good  Being,  as  the  first  and  fundamental 
principle  of  rational  religion,  they  pronounce  the  essence  of 
this  Being  to  be  love,  and  nrom  this  Infer,  as  a  demonstrable 
consequence,  that  none  of  the  creatures  formed  by  such  a 

Being  will  ever  be  made  eternally  miserable Since 

God  (they  say)  would  act  unjustly  in  inflicting  eternal  misery 
for  temporary  crimes,  the  sufferings  of  the  wicked  can  be  iHit 
remedial,  and  will  terminate  in  a  complete  purification  from 
moral  disorder,  and  in  their  ultimate  restoration  to  virtue  and 
happiness." 

>  The  Codex  Cottonlanus  of  the  New  Testament  Is  written 
in  silver  letters  on  a  purple  ground.  The  Codex  Cottonlanus 
of  the  Septuaglnt  version  of  the  Old  Testament  is  supposed 
to  be  the  Identical  copy  that  belonged  to  Orlgen. 

s  Vide  Hamiltom**  Xgyptiaca. 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


I  we  sguin  met  i>M  impossible; — oof  did  Alelhe 
(■Ten  Mtemjil  to  mnke  a  secret  of  her  joy.  Thougli 
bliuIuDg  iit  ber  OTD  happiness,  ss  little  could  her 
frank  nntnre  cnoceot  it,  ba  the  clear  irnlcrs  of 
Ethiopia  eim  hide  their  gold.  Everj'  look,  erery 
vord,  bespoke  a  fulneia  of  affeciioo.  to  vhich. 
doubtful  al  I  *a»  of  our  tenure  of  happboSB,  I 
knew  not  how  to  respond, 

wu  not  long,  however,  left  ignormit  of  (he 
bright  fate  ^t  awaited  me ;  but,  as  we  wandered 
ir  rested  atnong  the  rocks,  learned  every  thing  (hat 
lad  been  uranged  lincc  our  psning.  She  had 
made  the  Hennit,  [  found,  acquainted  with  all  (hat 
passed  between  us ;  had  told  him,  without  re- 
e,  every  incident  of  our  voyage— the  avowals, 
the  demoEutratioai  of  affeclion  on  one  tide,  and  ihe 
deep  sentiment  tbat  gratitude  had  awakened  on  the 
other.  Too  wise  to  regard  affections  so  imlural 
with  severity — knowing  that  they  were  of  heaven, 
lad  bul  made  evil  by  man — the  good  Hermit  had 
heard  of  our  itiachmeai  with  pleasure ;  and.  fully 
"  fied  as  lo  the  honour  and  purity  of  my  views, 
by  the  fidelity  wilh  which  I  had  delivered  mj  trust 

0  his  hands,  saw,  in  my  affection  for  (he  young 
orphan,  but  a  providential  resource  against  tbat 
friendless  solitude  in  which  his  death  most  soou 

Al,  listening  eogcrly.lcollcctcd  these  piinieulars 
from  their  discourse,  I  could  hardly  trust  my  ears. 
It  seemed  a  happmess  too  great  (o  be  true,  (o  be 
real ;  nor  can  words  convey  any  idea  of  (he  joy, 
the  shame,  the  wonder  with  which  I  listened,  while 
Ibe  holy  man  himself  declared  that  he  awaited  bnl 
nomenl,  when  he  should  6nd  me  worthy  of  be- 
coming a  member  of  the  Christian  Church,  to  give 
me  also  Ihe  hand  of  Alethe  in  tbat  sacred  onion, 
which  alone  sanctifies  love,  and  makes  the  bith, 
which  it  pledgee,  holy.  It  was  but  yesterday,  he 
added,  that  his  young  charge,  hereelt  after  a  pre- 
paration of  prayer  and  repentance,  such  as  even 
her  pure  spirit  required,  had  been  admitted,  by  the 
acred  ordinanee  of  baptism,  into  the  bosom  of  the 
iiith  ; — and  the  white  garment  she  wore,  and  the 
ing  of  gold  on  her  finger  ',  '■  were  symbols."  he 
added,  "  of  that  New  Life  into  which  she  bad  been 
initialed." 

1  raised  my  eye*  to  hers  as  he  spoke,  but  with- 
drew them  Bgaiu.daiiledandconfused.  Evenher 
beauty,  to  my  imagination,  seemed  to  have  nnder- 

'  some  brightening  change ;  and  the  contrast 


[a««l.1(.to 
I       Ihb^tlsrdi 


between  that  open  and  happy 
anblest  brow  of  the  iofidd  that  stood  befun  htt. 
abashed  me  into  a  sense  of  nnwonhinecfc  ad 
almost  checked  my  rapture. 

To  that  night,  however,  I  look  back,  M  in  (poet 
in  my  eiistenee.  It  proved  that  tamrw  ii  not  Ihe 
only  awakener  of  devotion,  but  that  joy  ma  J  BiHir* 
times  quicken  the  holy  ipark  into  life. 
to  my  cave,  with  a  heart  full,  even  to 
of  its  happiness,  I  could  find  no  Mhn-  reUcf  M  ej 
overcharged  feelings,  than  that  of  thTQwing  npdt 
on  my  knees,  and  uttering,  for  th«  6tM  Ubic  ■■  Wf 
life,  a  heati-fell  prayer,  that  ii;  bdeed.  tbenw*!* 
a  Being  who  watched  over  nunlrityi,  tig  wMiU 
send  down  one  ray  of  his  trulli  into  toy  ■<'^— -* 
soul,  and  make  it  worthy  of  the  Ueaain|«,  iMtk 
here  and  hereafter,  proffered  to  it  t 

My  days  now  rolled  on  in  a  perfeel  dtcMB  «( 
happiness.  Every  hour  of  the  morning  was  nl- 
comed  as  bring^g  nearer  and  nearer  the  bleat  tin) 
of  sunset,  when  the  Hermit  and  Alethe  nevrf&iM 
to  visit  my  now  channed  cave,  where  her  auk 
left,  at  each  parting,  a  light  that  lasted  till  in 
return.  Then,  our  rambles,  together,  by  storllgh. 
over  the  mount^n  :  our  pauses,  fnitn  lime  to  liiiK. 
to  contemplate  the  wonders  of  the  bright  batsi 
above  us  ;  our  repose  by  the  ciMem  of  Ihe  mi  i 
and  our  silent  listening,  thrttugh  hours  Uiai  teemed 
minutes,  lo  the  holy  eloquence  of  our  Imclwr : — 
all.  all  wna  happinem  of  the  moat  heaitlUi  kiaL 
and  such  as  even  the  doabts,  the  cold  Uoftnif 
doubts,  that  still  hnog,  like  a  miit.  aPBimd  ay 
heart,  could  neither  cloud  nor  chill. 

As  soon  as  the  moonlight  nights  rtfanaj,  w« 
used  to  venture  Into  the  desert ;  nod  thaw  ^>ih 
which  bod  lately  looked  so  desolate,  in  mj  <j<l> 
now  assumed  even  a  cheerful  and  uDiling  WjKt. 
To  the  light,  innocent  heart  of  AJetbe,  ei«r;  (bag 
was  a  source  of  enjoyment  For  her,  rra  tW 
desert  had  its  jewels  and  flowen  ;  and,  aiaailiimi. 
ber  delight  was  to  search  arouD^  the  imuli  fm 
those  beautiful  pebble*  of  jasper  ■  that  abon^Ja 
them  ; — sometimes  her  eyes  wonld  s|wU*  wilk 
pleasure  on  finding,  perhapc.  a  atuated  nangaU. 
or  one  of  those  tntter.  scarlet  dowcci ',  tkii  Inl 
their  dry  mockery  of  omuneDt  to  the  daaen.  la 
all  these  pursuits  and  pleasores  th*  goat  Bnmil 
look  a  share — mingling  occasionally  with  iWm 
the  reflections  of  a  benevolent  piety,  that  laa  'm 
own  cheerful  hue  to  all  Ihe  worha  oTcrealioo,  aid 
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flBw  the  consoling  trath,  **  God  U  Love,**  written 
legibly  erery  where. 

Snch  was,  for  a  few  weeks,  my  blissftd  life. 
Ob,  mornings  of  hope  I  oh,  nights  of  happiness ! 
with  what  melancholy  pleasnre  do  I  retrace  your 
fliglit,  and  how  reluctantly  pass  to  the  sad  events 
that  followed ! 

Daring  this  time,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes 
of  Melanins,  who  seemed  unwilling  that  I  should 
become  wholly  estranged  from  the  world,  I  used 
oocaskmany  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  neighbouring 
citjv  Antinoe ',  which,  being  the  capital  of  the 
Thebaid,  is  the  centre  of  all  the  luxury  of  Upper 
But  here,  so  changed  was  my  every  feel- 
by  the  all-absorbing  passion  which  now  pos- 
me,  that  I  sauntered  along,  wholly  unin- 
terested by  either  the  scenes  or  the  people  that 
eorroonded  me,  and,  sighing  for  that  rocky  soli- 
tnde  where  my  Aletbe  breathed,  felt  this  to  be  the 
irildeniesB,  and  that  the  world. 

Eren  the  thoughts  of  my  own  native  Athens, 
that  at  every  step  were  called  up,  by  the  light 
Orecian  architecture  of  this  imperial  city,  did  not 
awaken  one  single  regret  in  my  heart — one  wish 
to  exchange  even  an  hour  of  my  desert  for  the 
best  luxuries  and  honours  that  awaited  me  in  the 
Garden.  I  saw  the  arches  of  triumph ; — I  walked 
under  the  superb  portico,  which  encircles  the 
^rhole  city  with  its  marble  shade ; — I  stood  in  the 
Cireni  of  the  Sun,  by  whose  rose-coloured  pillars 
the  mysterious  movements  of  the  Nile  are  mea- 
sured;— on  all  these  proud  monuments  of  glory 
and  art,  as  well  as  on  the  gay  multitude  that 
enlivened  them,  I  looked  with  an  unheeding  eye. 
If  they  awakened  in  me  any  thought,  it  was  the 
Booumfhl  idea,  that,  one  day,  like  Thebes  and 
Heliopolis,  this  pageant  would  pass  away,  leaving 
nothing  behind  but  a  few  mouldering  ruins — like 
seft-ehells  found  where  the  ocean  has  been — to 
tell  that  the  great  tide  of  Life  was  once  there  ! 

But,  though  indifferent  thus  to  all  that  had  for- 
merly attracted  me,  there  were  subjects,  once  alien 
to  my  heart,  on  which  it  was  now  most  tremblingly 
nlive  $  and  some  rumours  which  had  reached  me, 
in  one  of  my  visits  to  the  city,  of  an  expected 
change  in  the  policy  of  the  Emperor  towards  the 
Christians,  filled  my  mind  with  apprehensions  as 
new  as  they  were  dreadful  to  me. 

The  toleration  and  even  favour  which  the  Chris- 
tiana ei^oyed,  during  the  first  four  years  of  the 
reign  of  Valerian,  had  removed  from  them  all  fear 
of  a  renewal  of  those  horrors,  which  they  had 
experienced  under  the  rule  of  his  predecessor, 
Deeios.    Of  late,  however,  some  less  friendly  dis- 

1  vide  Sttwnrjf  and  Qpatremire. 


positions  had  manifested  themselves.  The  bigots 
of  the  court,  taking  alarm  at  the  rapid  spread  of 
the  new  faith,  had  succeeded  in  filling  the  mind  of 
the  monarch  with  that  religious  jealousy,  which 
is  the  ever-ready  parent  of  cruelty  and  injustice. 
Among  these  counsellors  of  evil  was  Macrianus, 
the  Praetorian  Prefect,  who  was,  by  birth,  an 
Egyptian,  and  had  long  made  himself  notorious — 
so  akin  is  superstition  to  intolerance — by  his 
addiction  to  the  dark  practices  of  demon-worship 
and  magic. 

From  this  minister,  who  was  now  high  in  the 
fevour  of  Valerian,  the  new  measures  of  severity 
against  the  Christians  were  expected  to  emanate. 
All  tongues,  in  all  quarters,  were  busy  with  the 
news.  In  the  streets,  in  the  public  gardens,  on 
the  steps  of  the  temples,  I  saw,  every  where, 
groups  of  inquirers  collected,  and  heard  the  name 
of  Macrianus  upon  every  tongue.  It  was  dread- 
ful, too,  to  observe,  in  tiie  countenances  of  those 
who  spoke,  the  variety  of  feeling  with  which  the 
rumour  was  discussed,  according  as  they  feared  or 
desired  its  truth— according  as  they  were  likely 
to  be  among  the  torturers  or  the  victims. 

Alarmed,  though  still  ignorant  of  the  whole  ex- 
tent of  the  danger,  I  hurried  back  to  the  ravine, 
and,  going  at  once  to  the  grotto  of  Melanius,  de- 
tailed to  him  every  particular  of  the  intelligence  I 
had  collected.  He  listened  to  me  with  a  composure, 
which  I  mistook,  alas !  for  confidence  in  his  own 
security;  and,  naming  the  hour  for  our  evening 
walk,  retired  into  his  grotto. 

At  the  accustomed  time,  accompanied  by  Alethe, 
he  came  to  my  cave.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
not  communicated  to  her  the  intelligence  which  I 
had  brought,  for  never  hath  brow  worn  such  hap- 
piness as  that  which  now  played  around  hers  :  — 
it  was,  alas  !  not  of  this  earth.  Melanius,  him- 
self, though  composed,  was  thoughtful ;  and  the  so- 
lemnity, almost  approaching  to  melancholy,  with 
which  he  placed  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  mine — in 
the  performance,  too,  of  a  ceremony  that  ought  to 
have  filled  my  heart  with  joy — saddened  and 
alarmed  me.  This  ceremony  was  our  betrothment, 
the  act  of  plighting  our  faith  to  each  other,  which 
we  now  solemnijsed  on  the  rock  before  the  door  of 
my  cave,  in  the  face  of  that  calm,  sunset  heaven, 
whose  one  star  stood  as  our  witness.  After  a  bless* 
ing  from  the  Hermit  upon  our  spousal  pledge,  I 
placed  the  ring — the  earnest  of  our  future  union 
— on  her  finger ;  and,  in  the  blush,  with  which 
she  surrendered  to  me  her  whole  heart  at  that 
instant,  forgot  every  thing  but  my  happiness,  and 
felt  secure  even  against  fate ! 

We  took  our  accustomed  walk,  that  evening,  over 
the  rocks  and  on  the  desert    So  bright  was  the 
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m — more  like  the  daylight,  indfed,  or  other 
cliroeg — that  we  conid  plain);  tee  the  tracks  of 
the  wild  antelopes  in  the  Mod ;  and  it  was  not 
witboat  a  alight  tremble  of  feeling  !□  bis  voice,  ai 
if  some  melancholy  aaalogy  occurred  to  him  as 
he  apoke,  that  (be  good  Hermit  said,  "  I  have  ob- 
serred,  in  the  course  of  niy  walks ',  that  wherever 
e  track  of  that  gentle  animal  appeare,  there  is, 
almost  always,  fbund  the  fool-print  of  a  beait  of  I 
prey  near  it."  He  regained,  however,  bis  usual 
choerfidneaa  before  we  parted,  and  fixed  the  I 
foUowiog  evening  for  aa  excursion,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  ravme,  to  ■  point  looking,  he  nid, 
"  towards  thai  northern  region  of  the  desert,  where 
the  hosts  of  the  Lord  encamped  in  their  departure 
out  of  bondage."  I 

ThoQgh,  when  Alcthe  was  present,  alt  my  fears 
even  for  herself  were  forgotten  in  that  perpetual  | 
clement  of  happiness,  which  encircled  her  like  the  I 
air  that  she  breathed,  do  sooner  was  I  alone,  than 
vague  terrors  and  bodings  crowded  upon  me.  In 
vain  did  I  endeavour  to  reason  away  my  fears,  by  | 
il veiling  only  on  the  moat  cheering  cireumstances 

n  the  reverence  with  which  Melanius  was  re- 
garded, even  by  the  Pagans,  and  the  inviolate 

irity  with  wbicb  he  had  lived  through  the  most 
perilous  periods,  not  only  safe  bimselt  but  afford- 
ing ganctuury  in  the  depths  of  hii  grotio*  to  others. 
Though  somewhat  oalmed  by  these  considerations,  ' 
yet,  when  at  length  1  annk  off  to  sleep,  dark, 
horrible  dreams  took  possenion  of  my  mind- 
ScvDes  of  death  and  of  torment  passed  confusedly  , 
before  nie  -  and,  when  1  awoke,  it  was  with  the 
fearAil  impresuon  that  all  these  horrors  were  reaL 


CDAPTER  SIX. 

At  length,  the  day  dawned  —  thai  dreadfiil  day  ! 
Impatient  to  be  relieved  from  my  suspense,  I  threw 
m}-self  into  my  boat  —  (he  same  in  which  we  had 
perliinned  oar  happy  voyage  —  and,  as  (hstasoars 
luld  speed  me,  harried  away  to  the  city.  1  found 
the  suburbs  silent  and  solitary,  but,  as  I  approached 
Formn,  loud  yells,  like  those  of  barbarians  in 
combat,  struck  on  my  ear,  and,  when  I  eulcredit  — 
great  God,  what  a  spectacle  presented  itself  1  The 
imperial  edict  against  the  Christians  had  arrived 


during  the  night,  and  alresdj'  thr  *M  bij  rf 

btgolry  was  let  loose. 

Under  a  canopy,  in  the  ratdiSe  of  the  Fo^ 
was  the  tribunal  of  the  Governor-  Two  MaUM— 
one  of  Apollo,  ibe  other  of  Osiria — Mood  H  At 
bouom  of  the  steps  that  led  up  to  hii  Jiiilfiw  tm 
Before  these  idols  were  shrines.  t«  which  ihe  t» 
voted  Cbristiaiis  were  dragged  from  all  jiiini 
by  Ibe  soldien  and  mob,  and  there  comptlkd  W 
recant,  by  throwing  incense  inlo  the  Bame,  or,  M 
their  refusal,  hurried  away  to  torlare  and  SmA 
It  was  an  appalling  scene  ;  —  the  conilamldKtl* 
cricB  of  some  of  the  victim! — (he  jiih  .  lilm  fi  I 
lutiou  of  others!  —  the  fierce  sboU*  of  la^H 
that  broke  from  the  multitude,  when  the  diii0ia|  i 
of  the  frankincense  on  (he  altar  pmclaiaed  tme 
denier  of  Christ °i  and  the  fieod-liketriamphwiA 
wbich  the  courageous  Confesson,  who  ivutd 
their  fsith,  were  led  away  to  ^e  flu&e*4—Bmt 
could  1  have  conceived  such  an  assembly  cf 
horrore ! 

Though  I  gazed  but  for  a  few  miDuirs.  in  tbot 
minutes  I  felt  sod  fancied  enough  for  years.  Al- 
ready did  the  form  of  Alethe  appear  to  Sii  bcfin 
me  through  that  tumult; — I  heard  IbemshuUkt 
name  I'—ber  shriek  fell  on  my  ear  ;  and  tlw  vstj 
thought  so  palsied  me  with  terror,  that  I  stood  £i(d 
and  [tntur-like  dd  the  spot. 

Recollecting,  however,  the  fearfiil  [iii  i  imiinn 
of  every  moment,  sod  that  —  perhaps,  si  this  verj 
instant — some  emissaries  of  blood  mi^t  be  tc 
their  way  to  the  Gruttoc,  I  rushed  wLidlj  tM  tf 
the  Forum,  and  made  mj  way  to  the  qosy. 

The  streets  were  now  crowded  j  hut  1  ran  bnl- 
long  through  the  multitude,  and  vasalRadv  oado 
the  portico  leading  dawn  to  the  river  ^aJnaty 
saw  the  boat  that  was  to  bear  me  to  Alethe— whiB 
a  Centurion  stood  sternly  in  my  pith,  and  1  n> 
surrounded  and  arrested  by  soldien!  Ii  vti  ia 
vain  (hat  I  implored,  that  1  struggled  with  tbm 
as  for  lift,  asBuriug  them  that  I  was  a  iitraagvT  — 
that  t  was  an  Athenian  —  that  I  was  —  h(  i  I 
Christian.  The  preripitation  of  uij  flight  ■»  | 
sufficient  evidence  against  me,  and  unrwl^uioclv, 
and  by  force,  they  bore  me  away  to  the  qualtm 
uf  their  Chief. 

It  was  enough  to  drive  me  at  once  to  aMdooal 
Two  boors,  two  frigblfiil  hours,  was  t  kefl  wiiiiaf 

the  arrival  of  the  Tribune  of  their  L^^jian' Bf 

brain  burning  with  a  thousand  fears  and  iiBtgiB- 
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atiflof,  which  erery  passing  minate  made  but  more 
likely  to  be  realised.  All  I  could  collect,  too,  from 
the  oonrersations  of  those  aromid  me,  but  added 
to  the  agonising  apprehensions  with  which  I  was 
Tacked.  Troops,  it  was  said,  had  been  sent  in  all 
directions  through  the  neighbourhood,  to  bring  in 
the  rebellions  Christians,  and  make  them  bow  be- 
fim  the  Gods  of  the  Empire.  With  horror,  too, 
I  heard  of  Orcus — Orcus,  the  High  Priest  of 
Memphis — as  one  of  the  principal  instigators  of 
tfiis  nngninary  edict,  and  as  here  present  in  An- 
tinoSt  animating  and  directing  its  execution. 

In  this  state  of  torture  I  remained  till  the  arrival 
of  the  Tribune.  Absorbed  in  my  own  thoughts,  I 
had  not  perceived  his  entrance ; —  till,  hearing  a 
woioe,  in  a  tone  of  friendly  surprise,  exclaim, 
**  Alcipbron !"  I  looked  up,  and  in  this  legionary 
Oiief  recognised  a  young  Roman  of  rank,  who  had 
iMld  a  military  command,  the  year  before,  at  Athens, 
and  was  one  of  the  most  distinguished  visiters  of 
lihc  Garden.  It  was  no  time,  however,  for  cour- 
tflnet : — he  was  proceeding  with  all  cordiality  to 
me,  but,  having  heard  him  order  my  instant 
I  could  wait  for  no  more.  Acknowledging 
liit  kindness  but  by  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  I  flew  off, 
like  one  frantic,  through  the  streets,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes,  was  on  the  river. 

My  sole  hope  had  been  to  reach  the  Grottos 
befbre  any  of  the  detached  parties  should  arrive, 
and,  by  a  timely  flight  across  the  desert,  rescue,  at 
least,  Alethe  from  their  fury.  The  ill-fated  delay 
that  had  occurred  rendered  this  hope  almost  des- 
perate ;  but  the  tranquillity  I  found  every  where  as 
I  proceeded  down  the  river,  and  my  fond  confidence 
in  the  sacredness  of  the  Hermit's  retreat,  kept  my 
lieart  from  sinking  altogether  under  its  terrors. 

Between  the  current  and  my  oars,  the  boat  flew, 
with  the  speed  of  wind,  along  the  waters,  and  I 
thready  near  the  rocks  of  the  ravine,  when  I 
%  turning  out  of  the  canal  into  the  river,  a  barge 
crowded  with  people,  and  glittering  with  arms! 
How  did  I  ever  survive  the  shock  of  that  sight  ? 
The  oars  dropped,  as  if  struck  out  of  my  hands, 
into  the  water,  and  I  sat,  helplessly  gazing,  as  that 
terrific  vision  approached.  In  a  few  minutes,  the 
carrent  brought  us  together  ;  —  and  I  saw,  on  the 
deck  of  the  barge,  Alethe  herself  and  the  Hermit 
nuTOunded  by  soldiers  I 

We  were  already  passing  each  other,  when,  with 
a  desperate  effort,  I  sprang  from  my  boat  and 
lighted  upon  the  edge  of  their  vessel.   I  knew  not  ^ 
what  I  did,  for  despair  was  my  only  prompter.  ■ 
Snatching  at  the  sword  of  one  of  the  soldiers,  as  I 
•Cood  tottering  on  the  edge,  I  had  succeeded  in 
wresting  it  out  of  his  hands,  when,  at  the  same  ; 
moment,  I  received  a  thrust  of  a  lance  from  one  of 


his  comrades,  and  fell  backward  into  the  river.  I 
can  just  remember  rising  again  and  making  a 
grasp  at  the  side  of  the  vessel ;  —  but  the  shock, 
and  the  faintness  from  my  wound,  deprived  me  of 
all  consciousness,  and  a  shriek  from  Alethe,  as  I 
sank,  is  all  I  can  recollect  of  what  followed. 

Would  I  had  then  died  I  —  Yet,  no.  Almighty 
Being  —  I  should  have  died  in  darkness,  and  I 
have  lived  to  know  Thee  I 

On  returning  to  my  senses,  I  found  myself  re- 
clined on  a  couch,  in  a  splendid  apartment,  the 
whole  appearance  of  which  being  Grecian,  I,  for  a 
moment,  forgot  all  that  had  passed,  and  imagined 
myself  in  my  own  home  at  Athens.  But  too  soon 
the  whole  dreadful  certainty  flashed  upon  me ;  and, 
starting  wildly  —  disabled  as  I  was  —  from  my 
couch,  I  called  loudly,  and  with  the  shriek  of  a 
maniac,  upon  Alethe. 

I  was  in  the  house,  I  then  found,  of  my  friend 
and  disciple,  the  young  Tribune,  who  had  made  the 
Governor  acquainted  with  my  name  and  condition, 
and  had  received  me  under  his  roof^  when  brought, 
bleeding  and  insensible,  to  Antinoe.  From  him 
I  now  learned  at  once  —  for  I  could  not  wait 
for  details  —  the  sum  of  all  that  had  happened  in 
that  dreadful  interval.  Melanius  was  no  more  — 
Alethe  still  alive,  but  in  prison  ! 

"  Take  me  to  her  **  —  I  had  but  time  to  say  — 
**  take  me  to  her  instantly,  and  let  me  die  by  her 
side"  —  when,  nature  again  fiuling  under  such 
shocks,  I  relapsed  into  insensibility.  In  this  state 
I  continued  for  near  an  hour,  and,  on  recovering, 
found  the  Tribune  by  my  side.  The  horrors,  he 
said,  of  the  Forum  were,  for  that  day,  over, —  but 
what  the  morrow  might  bring,  he  shuddered  to 
contemplate.  His  nature,  it  was  plain,  revolted 
from  the  inhuman  duties  in  which  he  was  engaged. 
Touched  by  the  agonies  he  saw  me  suffer,  he,  in 
some  degree,  relieved  them,  by  promising  that  I 
should,  at  nightfall,  be  conveyed  to  the  prison, 
and,  if  possible,  through  his  influence,  gain  access 
to  Alethe.  She  might  yet,  he  added,  be  saved, 
could  I  succeed  in  persuading  her  to  comply  with 
the  terms  of  the  edict,  and  make  sacrifice  to  the 
Gods.  —  **  Otherwise,**  said  he,  "  there  is  no  hope ; 
—  the  vindictive  Orcus,  who  has  resisted  even  this 
short  respite  of  mercy,  will,  to-morrow,  inexorably 
demand  his  prey.'* 

He  then  related  to  me,  at  my  own  request  — 
though  every  word  was  torture  —  all  the  harrowing 
details  of  the  proceeding  before  the  Tribunal.  **  I 
have  seen  courage,**  said  he,  "  in  its  noblest  forms, 
in  the  field ;  but  the  calm  intrepidity  with  which 
that  aged  hermit  endured  torments  —  which  it  was 
hardly  less  torment  to  witness  —  surpassed  all  that 
I  could  have  conceived  of  human  fortitude !  ** 
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My  iMv»r  Alrtht*.  t«>o —  in  il««crihinp  to  mc  her 
ciiDtluct,  tho  hnir«'  ni:iii  wept  like  a  child.  Owr- 
wholniinl,  ho  MJil,  at  Ur^x  by  her  apprchrnsions  for 
my  «affty,  nhv  had  ^'i\i'ii  mu)  to  a  full  hurst  of 
wiiiii:inly  weakness.  Hui  mi  s«Mtiier  ^  as  she  )>r<iiipht 
U-fi're  the  Trihiinal.  and  the  deeLiralmn  of  her 
faith  was  demaii'h-il  of  hi-r.  than  a  spirit  aliutKt 
supernatural  s<'eined  to  aiiiniate  hrr  «!inle  fnni). 
"She  rai*iil  her  eve>."  saiil  he.  "  eahivlv.  hut  with 
fervour,  ti>  heaven,  while  a  ]»lush  was  tlie  i»iilv 
»ipn  of  mortal  ft'eliuff  on  lu-r  features;  —  ami  tlie 
clear.  »we*t.  and  uiMreni>ilin)r  voire,  with  i»hieli 
hhv  proTiiiuivred  hrr  own  doom,  in  tlie  w()rds,  *  [ 
am  a  Chrisiian  !*  '  M-nt  a  thrill  of  atlmiration  and 
pity  throughout  the  niulritude.  Iler  \ftuth.  her 
hividinoM.  affeeted  all  hearts,  and  a  ery  <if  *  Save 
the  ronnp  maiilen  I '  was  hear  I  in  all  directitms." 

The  implaeahle  <)rens,  however,  would  not  hear 
of  merry.  Re-sentin^,  as  it  apiH-anni.  with  all  his 
deadlient  rancour,  not  only  her  own  escape  from  his 
toils,  but  the  aid  with  which  she  had.  so  fatal  I  v  to 
his  views,  assisted  mine,  he  demanded  loudly  and 
in  the  name  of  the  insulted  sanctuary  of  I  sis.  her 
instant  cleath.  It  was  hut  hv  the  firm  hitervention 
of  the  <iovenior.  wh«>  shared  the  frenenil  sympathy 
in  her  fate,  that  the  di-hiy  of  another  day  was 
granted  ti»  give  a  elianee  to  the  younp  maiden  of 
yet  ri'calling  her  eoiifessinn.  anil  thus  atri>rdinp^ 
s*ymv  pretext  ft»r  saviiiu  her. 

r.ven  iii  }  i-l'liiiL*.  ^*  ith  e\i  U-iit  rflni'tanc*\  to  this 
resp-tj',  till-  in^iMM.m  Priest  wmiM  \et  accompany 
it  M  Ith  siiMw  mark  ft' hi"  \  iHL'eanee.  ^Vln'th^■r  tor 
the  pleaMM"!-  (ii^NiTve-l  tlie  'I'vihnne')  »if  niiiiL'lin.L'" 
miH-kery  witli  h\<  eniilt\.  <ir  as  a  wnrniiiL''  to  her 
c»f  ihc  dtioni  slie  uMi»-t  iiltiniately  exj»eet.  he  •:a\e 
orrlers  that  there  sliniiM  he  tied  rmind  her  liro\? 
on<'  of  thi»<e  ch:i|  lr!s  tif  ciirar".  wiili  vhjeh  it  is 
the  eustoni  nf  \11j1112  t'lirisTJan  maidens  to  arra\ 
thenj'selves  on  tin*  day  of  their  niarty  rihun  ; 
"and.  thus  feart'iilly  jd->nud."'  ^:\'u\  he.  "slie  was 
led  awav.  amidst  tlie  -.'aze  of  the  I'itx  ii!-^  multitude. 
to  prison." 

With  these  harr«»winir  details  the  short  interval 
till  nightfall — every  minute  of  «hieh  s<?emed  an 
aire  —  was  occupied.  As  sotm  as  it  «:rew  ilark.  I 
wa.s  placi^i  U|K>n  a  litter  — my  wonn-l,  thou^'h  not 
danpennis,  requiring:  sueh  a  conveyance  —  and. 
under  the  fruidancc  of  my  friend.  I  m  as  conducted 
to  the  prison.  Throuu'h  liis  interest  with  the 
puanl,  we  were  without  difficulty  admitted,  and  I 


was  borne  in' 
immured.  K 
seemed  toucl 
and  supposii 
placed  p.*ntl} 

She  was  hi 
her  hands,  i 
stood  an  idid 
of  naphtha,  t 
and  ghastly 
was  a  censi-r 
it — one  gra' 
the  tiame,  w 
life.  So  stra 
that  T  almost 
happy  Aleth 
look  upon? 

She  now  s 
hc*ad  fn)m  th 
Tribune  witl 
was  a  palene: 
those  eves  w 

• 

t<x>  bright,  to. 
simken.     In 
as  if  fn^m  pa 
hut  appean'<i 
that  lay  so  i\y 

AttvT  wane 
at  leivgth  rest 
terror,  half  j 
>\ink  upon  he 
me  deU'l ;  and, 
"  Mv  hushau' 
if  tli<Mi  come 
liold  I  am  n 
wiMly  to  that 
her  head  dow 
pierced  it. 

"  Methc:" 
that  mysterioi 
voice  hail  re- 
faint  smile,  in 
evidently  Im'OTI 
in  her  joy  at  m 
she  forgot  entii 
self.     Love,  iii 
thoughts ;  and 
votedncss.  witl 
other  moment, 
up<in  every  wo 


■  The  mrrlt  of  tho.  «mfo<«ion   "  Christ i.inu*    mm."  or  "      -  tTn«' "ilcii'^ci 
"  ('hn<ii.-)n.t  sum,"*  waft  miihiilrr.ibly  enhain'iHl  l«r  the  ele.ir-  '  martyri'S  ort)i>ioiit 


ni'i««  anil  ili^tinrtiirM  with  »hicli  it  ua*  iiri»ni-»nnr«nL     /.'»- 
»>hitis  nirntiniis  Ihr  martyr  Votiu*  n*  mnkin^  it  7.icuT««r«TT 


^K- 


Martyrs. 
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tlie  time  flew  fkft — that  dreadftd  morroir 
i  lypreaching.  Already  I  saw  her  writhing  in 
r  iMmids  of  the  torturer — the  flames,  the  racks, 
i  wheela,  were  before  my  eyes  I  Half  frantic 
&  the  fear  that  her  resolution  was  fixed,  I  flong 
veif  from  the  litter  in  an  agony  of  weeping,  and 
ylicited  her,  by  the  lore  she  bore  me,  by  the 
;»piiieM  that  awaited  na,  by  her  own  merciful 
d»  who  was  too  good  to  require  such  a  sacrifice — 
■U  that  the  most  passionate  anxiety  could  die- 
1^  I  implored  that  she  would  avert  fhnn  us  the 
m  that  was  coming,  and — but  for  once — com- 
'  with  the  Tain  ceremony  demanded  of  her. 
ftrinking  fitnn  me,  as  I  spoke — but  with  a 
k  more  of  sorrow  than  reproach  —  "What, 
lO,  tool"  she  said  mournfully — "thou,  into 
occ  inmost  spirit  I  had  fondly  hoped  the  same 
bt  had  entered  as  into  my  own  I  No,  never  be 
ii  leagued  with  them  who  would  tempt  me  to 
■ke  shipwreck  of  my  £uthl'  Thou,  who 
lUat  alone  bind  me  to  life,  use  not,  I  entreat 
%  thy  power;  but  let  me  die,  as  He  I  serve 
h  commanded — die  for  the  Truth.  Remember 
holy  lessons  we  heard  together  on  those  nights, 
m  happy  nights,  when  both  the  present  and 
■re  smiled  upon  us — when  even  the  gift  of 
mtl  life  came  more  welcome  to  my  soul,  from 
glad  conviction  that  thou  wert  to  be  a  sharer 
its  blessings ; — shall  I  forfeit  now  that  divine 
rilege?  shall  I  deny  the  true  God,  whom  we 
n  learned  to  love  ? 

•  No^  my  own  betrothed,"  she  continued  — 
DtiDg  to  the  two  rings  on  her  finger —  "  behold 
■e  pledges — they  are  both  sacred.  I  should 
re  been  as  true  to  thee  as  I  am  now  to  heaven, 
lor  in  that  life  to  which  I  am  hastening  shall 
'  kxve  be  forgotten.  Should  the  baptism  of  fire, 
oo^  which  I  shall  pass  to-morrow,  make  me 
rthy  to  be  heard  before  the  throne  of  Grace,  I 
1  intercede  for  thy  soul — I  will  pray  that  it 
y  yet  share  with  mine  that  *  inheritance,  im- 
rt^  and  undefiled,'  which  Mercy  offers,  and 

t  thoa — and  my  dear  mother — and  I " 

She  here  dropped  her  voice;  the  momentary 
mation,  with  which  devotion  and  affection  had 
piled  her,  vanished ; — and  there  came  a  dark- 
■  over  all  her  features,  a  livid  darkness — like 
t  ^yproach  of  death — that  made  me  shudder 
tmgh  every  limb.  Seizing  my  hand  convul- 
ely,  and  looking  at  me  with  a  fearful  eagerness, 


W«  find  poiMmouf  crownt  mentioned  by  PUnp,  onder  the 
Ignatioa  of  "ooronc  feralet."  Ptudialius,  too,  giret  the 
owliig  acooant  of  these  "deadly  garlandt,"  ai  he  calls 
n : — **  Sed  miram  est  tarn  salutare  Inyentum  humanam 
idtlsm  reperisie,  qooroodo  ad  nefkriot  usos  traducent. 


as  if  anxious  to  hear  some  consoling  assurance 
from  my  own  lips — "  Believe  me,"  she  continued, 
"  not  all  the  torments  they  are  preparing  for  me— 
not  even  this  deep,  burning  pain  in  my  brow,  to 
which  they  will  hardly  find  an  equal — could  be 
half  so  dreadfbl  to  me  as  the  thought  that  I  leave 
thee,  without " 

Here  her  voice  again  failed;  her  head  sunk 
upon  my  arm,  and  — merciful  God,  let  me  forget 
what  I  then  felt — I  saw  that  she  was  dying! 
Whether  I  uttered  any  cry,  I  know  not  ;^  but  the 
Tribune  came  rushing  into  the  chamber,  and, 
looking  on  the  maiden,  said,  with  a  face  f^  of 
horror,  "  It  is  but  too  true  I " 

He  then  told  me  in  a  low  voice,  what  he  had 
just  learned  from  the  guardian  of  the  prison,  that 
the  band  round  the  young  Christian's  browi 
was  —  oh  horrible!  —  a  compound  of  the  most 
deadly  poison — the  hellish  invention  of  Orcus,  to 
satiate  his  vengeance,  and  make  the  fiUe  of  his 
poor  victim  secure.  My  first  movement  was  to 
untie  that  fatal  wreath — but  it  would  not  come 
away — it  would  not  come  away! 

Roused  by  the  pain,  she  again  looked  in  my 
face ;  but,  unable  to  speak,  took  hastily  from  her 
bosom  the  small  silver  cross  which  she  had 
brought  with  her  from  my  cave.  Having  pressed 
it  to  her  own  lips,  she  held  it  anxiously  to  mine, 
and,  seeing  me  kiss  the  holy  symbol  with  fervour, 
looked  happy,  and  smiled.  The  agony  of  death 
seemed  to  have  passed  away  ; — there  came  sud- 
denly over  her  features  a  heavenly  light,  some 
share  of  which  I  felt  descending  into  my  own 
soul,  and,  in  a  few  minutes  more,  she  expired  in 
my  arms. 


Here  ends  the  Mamtacript ;  but,  on  the  outer  cover 
is  found,  in  the  handwriting  of  a  much  later 
period,  the  foUowing  Notice,  extracted,  as  it 
appears,  from  some  Egyptian  martyrology:  — 

"  AxciPHBON  —  an  Epicurean  philosopher,  con- 
verted to  Christianity,  a.d.  257,  by  a  young  Egyp- 
tian maiden,  who  suffered  martyrdom  in  that  year. 
Immediately  upon  her  death  he  betook  himself  to 
the  desert,  and  lived  a  life,  it  is  said,  of  much 


Nempe,  repertc  sunt  nefaoda  corons  banin,  quas  dixl,  tam 
salubrium  per  nomen  quldem  et  speciem  Imitatrloet,  at  re  et 
efltectu  ferales,  atque  adeo  capitis,  cui  tmponnntur,  Interfec- 
trices."— De  Coromii. 
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holiness  and  penitence.  During  the  persecution 
under  Diodesian,  his  sufferings  for  the  faith  were 
most  exemplary ;  and  being  at  length,  at  an  ad- 
vanced age,  condemned  to  hard  labour,  for  refhsing 
to  comply  with  an  Imperial  edict,  he  died  at  the 
Brass  Mines  of  Palestine,  a.d.  297. — 

**  As  Alciphron  held  the  opinions  maintained 
since  by  Anus,  his  memory  has  not  been  spared 


by  Athanasian  writers,  who,  among  other  di 
accuse  him  of  having  been  addicted  to  the  i 
stitions  of  Egypt.  For  this  calumny,  her 
there  appears  to  be  no  better  fbnndatioD  t 
circumstance,  recorded  by  one  of  his  b 
monks,  that  there  was  found,  after  his  de 
small  metal  mirror,  like  those  used  in  the 
monies  of  Isis,  suspended  around  his  neck." 


ALCIPHRON 


A  FRAGMENT. 


LETTER  L 

FBOM  ALCIPHRON  AT  ALEXAKDBIA  TO  CLEON  AT 

ATHENS. 

Well  may  you  wonder  at  my  flight 

From  those  fedr  Gardens,  in  whose  bowers 
Lingers  whatever  of  wise  and  bright. 
Of  Beauty's  smile  or  Wisdom's  light. 

Is  left  to  grace  this  world  of  ours. 
Well  may  my  comrades,  as  they  roam. 

On  such  sweet  eves  as  this,  inquire 
Why  I  have  left  that  happy  home 

Where  all  is  found  that  all  desire. 

And  Time  hath  win^  that  never  tire ; 
Where  bliss,  in  all  the  countless  shapes. 

That  Fancy's  self  to  bliss  bath  given, 
Comes  clustering  round,  like  road-side  grapes 

That  woo  the  traveller's  lip,  at  even  ; 
Where  Wisdom  flings  not  joy  away  — 
As  Pallas  in  the  stream,  they  say, 
Once  flung  her  flute — but  smiling  owns 
That  woman's  lip  can  send  forth  tones 
Worth  all  the  music  of  those  spheres 
So  many  dream  of,  but  none  hears ; 
Where  Virtue's  self  puts  on  so  well 

Her  sister  Pleasure's  smile,  that,  loth 
From  either  nymph  apart  to  dwell. 

We  finish  by  embracing  both. 

Yes,  such  the  place  of  bliss,  I  own. 
From  all  whose  charms  I  just  have  flown ; 
And  even  while  thus  to  thee  I  write, 
And  by  the  Nile's  dark  flood  recline. 


Fondly,  in  thought,  I  wing  my  fli^ 
Back  to  those  groves  and  gardens  brig^ 
And  often  think,  by  this  sweet  light. 

How  lovelily  they  all  must  shine ; 
Can  see  that  graceftd  temple  throw 

Down  the  green  slope  its  lengthen'd  shi 
While,  on  the  marble  steps  below. 

There  sits  some  fair  Athenian  maid. 
Over  some  favourite  volume  bending; 

And,  by  her  side,  a  youthful  sage 
Holds  back  the  ringlets  that,  descendiog. 

Would  else  o'ershadow  all  the  page. 
But  hence  such  thoughts  ! — nor  let  me  gi 
O'er  scenes  of  joy  that  I  but  leave. 
As  the  bird  quits  awhile  its  nest 
To  come  again  with  livelier  zest 

And  now  to  tell  thee — what  I  fear 
Thou'lt  gravely  smile  at — why  I'm  here. 
Though  through  my  life's  short,  sunny  dr 

I've  floated  without  pain  or  care. 
Like  a  light  leaf,  down  pleasure's  stream. 

Caught  in  each  sparkling  eddy  there ; 
Though  never  Mirth  awaked  a  stndn 
That  my  heart  echoed  not  again  ; 
Yet  have  I  felt,  when  even  most  gay. 

Sad  thoughts — I  knew  not  whence  or  w 

Suddenly  o'er  my  spirit  fly. 
Like  clouds,  that,  ere  we've  time  to  say 

^*  How  bright  the  sky  is !  "  shade  the  sk 
Sometimes  so  vague,  so  undefined. 
Were  these  strange  dark'nings  of  my  mini 
While  nought  but  joy  around  me  beam'd  - 

So  causelessly  they've  come  and  flown. 
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nit  not  of  life  or  earth  they  seem'd. 
But  thadows  from  some  world  unknown. 

More  oft,  however,  'twas  the  thought 
How  soon  that  scene,  with  all  its  play 
Of  life  and  gladness,  must  decay — 

TIkmo  lips  I  prest,  the  hands  I  caught — 

Myaelf — the  crowd  that  mirth  had  brought 
Aromid  me — swept  like  weeds  away  I 


lis  thought  it  was  that  came  to  shed 

0*er  rapture's  hour  its  worst  alloys ; 
Aad,  dose  as  shade  with  sunshine,  wed 

Itf  sadness  with  my  happiest  jo3rs. 
Oh,  bat  for  this  disheartening  Yoioe, 

Stealing  amid  our  mirth  to  say 
That  all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice, 

Ere  night  may  be  the  earth-worm's  prey ; 
Bmi  for  this  bitter — only  this — 
fUl  as  the  world  is  brinmi'd  with  bliss. 
And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 
Of  draining  to  its  dregs  the  whole, 
I  aboold  turn  earth  to  heay'n,  and  be, 
If  bliss  made  Gods,  a  Deity ! 

Thou  know'st  that  night — the  very  last 
That  *maag  my  Garden  friends  I  pass'd — 
When  the  School  held  its  feast  of  mirth 
To  celebrate  our  founder's  birth. 
And  all  that  He  in  dreams  but  saw 

When  he  set  Pleasure  on  the  throne 
Of  this  Inight  world,  and  wrote  her  law 

In  human  hearts,  was  felt  and  known — 
Nci  in  unreal  dreams,  but  true 
Bobsfmtial  Joy  as  pulse  e'er  knew — 
By  hearts  and  bosoms,  that  each  felt 
iitajf  the  realm  where  Pleasure  dwelt 

That  night,  when  all  our  mirth  was  o'er. 

The  minstrels  silent,  and  the  feet 
Of  the  yoong  maidens  heard  no  more — 

80  stilly  was  the  time,  so  sweet, 
Aad  snch  a  calm  came  o'er  that  scene, 
"Where  life  and  reyel  late  had  been — 
Lone  as  the  quiet  of  some  bay, 
Wnm  which  the  sea  hath  ebb'd  away — 
nat  still  I  linger'd,  lost  in  thought, 

Oaiing  upon  the  stars  of  night, 
Sid  and  intent,  as  if  I  sought 

moumfhl  secret  in  their  light ; 
ask'd  them,  'mid  that  silence,  why 
rioos  man,  alone  must  die, 
WUlt  they,  less  wonderful  than  he, 
on  through  all  eternity. 


night— thon  haply  may'st  forget 
Ito  kvttliness — bat  'twas  a  night 


To  make  earth's  meanest  slaye  regret 

Leaving  a  world  so  soft  and  bright 
On  one  side,  in  the  dark  blue  sky. 
Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 
Of  Jove  himself^  while,  on  the  other, 

'Mong  stars  that  came  out  one  by  one. 
The  young  moon — like  the  Roman  mother 

Among  her  living  jewels — shone. 
**  Oh  that  from  yonder  orbs,"  I  thought, 

'*  Pure  and  eternal  as  they  are, 
**  There  could  to  earth  some  power  be  brought, 
**  Some  charm,  with  their  own  essence  fraught, 

"  To  make  man  deathless  as  a  star ; 
**  And  open  to  his  vast  desires 

**  A  course,  as  boundless  and  sublime 
**  As  that  which  waits  those  comet-fires, 

**  That  bum  and  roam  throughout  all  time  I  ** 

While  thoughts  like  these  absorb'd  my  mind. 

That  weariness  which  earthly  bliss. 
However  sweet,  still  leaves  behind. 

As  if  to  show  how  earthly  'tis. 
Came  lulling  o'er  me,  and  I  laid 

My  limbs  at  that  £ur  statue's  base— 
That  miracle,  which  Art  hath  made 

Of  all  the  choice  of  Nature's  grace — 
To  which  so  oft  Fve  knelt  and  sworn. 

That,  could  a  living  maid  like  her 
Unto  this  wondering  world  be  bom, 

I  would,  myself  tum  worshipper. 

Sleep  came  then  o'er  me — and  I  seem'd 

To  be  transported  far  away 
To  a  bleak  desert  plain,  where  gleam'd 

One  single,  melancholy  ray. 
Throughout  that  darkness  dimly  shed 

From  a  small  taper  in  the  hand 
Of  one,  who,  pale  as  are  the  dead. 

Before  me  took  his  spectral  stand. 
And  said,  while,  awMly,  a  smile 

Came  o'er  the  wanness  of  his  cheek  — 
**  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  Nile 

**  You'll  find  the'  Eternal  Life  you  seek." 

Soon  as  he  spoke  these  words,  the  hue 
Of  death  o'er  all  his  features  grew, 
Like  the  pale  morning,  when  o'er  night 
She  gains  the  victory,  full  of  light; 
While  the  small  torch  he  held  became 
A  glory  in  his  hand,  whose  flame 
Brighten'd  the  desert  suddenly. 

Even  to  the  ftr  horixon's  line — 
Along  whose  level  I  could  see 

Gardens  and  groves,  that  seem'd  to  shine, 
As  if  then  o'er  them  freshly  play'd 
A  vernal  rainbow's  rich  cascade; 
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And  music  floated  every  where, 
Circling,  as  'twere  itself  the  air, 
And  spirits,  on  whose  wings  the  hue 
Of  heaven  still  lingered,  round  me  flew. 
Till  from  all  sides  such  splendours  broke. 
That,  with  the  excess  of  light,  I  woke! 

Such  was  my  dream; — and,  I  confess, 

Though  none  of  all  our  creedless  School 
E*er  conn'd,  believed,  or  reverenc'd  less 

The  &ble8  of  the  priest-led  fool. 
Who  tells  us  of  a  soul,  a  mind. 
Separate  and  pure,  within  us  shrin'd, 
"Which  is  to  live — ah,  hope  too  bright! — 
For  ever  in  yon  fields  of  light ; 
Who  fondly  thinks  the  guardian  eyes 

Of  Grods  are  on  him — as  if,  blest 
And  blooming  in  their  own  blue  skies. 
The*  eternal  Gods  were  not  too  wise 

To  let  weak  man  disturb  their  rest ! — 
Though  thinking  of  such  creeds  as  thou 

And  all  our  Garden  sages  think, 
Tet  is  there  something,  I  allow. 

In  dreams  like  this— a  sort  of  link 
With  worlds  unseen,  which,  from  the  hour 

I  first  could  lisp  my  thoughts  till  now. 
Hath  master'd  me  with  spell-like  power. 

And  who  can  tell,  as  we're  combin'd 
Of  various  atoms — some  refin'd, 
Like  those  that  scintillate  and  play 
In  the  fix*d  stars — some,  gross  as  they 
That  frown  in  clouds  or  sleep  in  clay — 
Who  can  be  sure,  but  'tis  the  best 

And  brightest  atoms  of  our  frame. 

Those  most  akin  to  stellar  flame, 
That  shine  out  thus,  when  we're  at  rest; — 
Ev'n  as  the  stars  themselves,  whose  light 
Comes  out  but  in  the  silent  night 
Or  is  it  that  there  lurks,  indeed. 
Some  truth  in  Man's  prevailing  creed. 
And  that  our  Guardians,  from  on  high, 

Come,  in  that  pause  from  toil  and  sin. 
To  put  the  senses'  curtain  by. 

And  on  the  wakeful  soul  look  in  I 

Vain  thought! — but  yet,  howe'er  it  be. 

Dreams,  more  than  once,  hath  prov'd  to  me 

Oracles,  truer  far  than  Oak, 

Or  Dove,  or  Tripod,  ever  spoke. 

And  'twas  the  words — thou'lt  hear  and  smile— 

The  words  that  phantom  seem'd  to  speak — 
"  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  Nile 

"  You'll  find  the  Eternal  Life  you  seek—" 
That,  haunting  me  by  night,  by  day. 

At  length,  as  with  the  unseen  hand 


Of  Fate  itself;  urg'd  me  ftwaj 
From  Athens  to  this  Holy  Land ; 

Where,  *mong  the  secrets,  i^  mitai 
The  myst'ries  that,  as  yet,  nor  sui 

Nor  eye  hath  reach'd — oh,  blessed  1 
May  sleep  this  everlasting  one. 

Farewell — when  to  our  Garden  fiie 
Thou  talk'st  of  the  wild  dream  that  i 
The  gayest  of  their  school  thus  ftr. 
Wandering  beneath  Canopus*  star. 
Tell  them  that,  wander  where  he  wi 

Or,  howsoe'er  they  now  condemn 
His  vague  and  vain  pursuit,  he  still 

Is  worthy  of  the  School  and  them 
Still,  all  their  own — nor  e'er  forgeti 

Ev'n  while  his  heart  and  soul  pun 
Th'  Eternal  Light  which  never  sets, 

The  many  meteor  joys  that  db, 
But  seeks  them,  hails  them  with  deli 
Where'er  they  meet  his  longing  sigl 
And,  if  his  life  must  wane  away. 
Like  other  lives,  at  least  the  day. 
The  hour  it  lasts  shall,  like  a  fire 
With  incense  fed,  in  sweets  expire. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAX 

'Tis  true,  alas — the  mystVies  and  the 
I  came  to  study  on  this  wondrous  shor 
Are  all  forgotten  in  the  new  delights. 
The  strange,  wild  joys  that  fill  my  days 
Instead  of  dark,  dull  oracles  that  speak 
From  subterranean  temples,  those  /  se 
Come  from  the  breathing  shrines  wh 

lives. 
And  Love,  her  priest,  the  soft  response 
Instead  of  honouring  Isis  in  those  rites 
At  Coptos  held,  I  hail  her,  when  she  11 
Her  first  young  crescent  on  the  holy  si 
When  wandering  youths  and  maidens 

beam. 
And  number  o'er  the  nights  she  hath  t 
Ere  she  again  embrace  her  bridegroom 
While  o'er  some  mystic  leaf,  that  diml; 
A  clue  into  past  times,  the  student  ben 
And  by  its  glimmering  guidance  learm 
Back  through  the  shadowy  knowledge  o: 
The  only  skill,  alas,  /  yet  can  claim 
Lies  in  deciphering  some  new  lov'd-on 
Some  gentle  missive,  hinting  time  and 
In  language,  soft  as  Memphian  reed  ca 
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rhere — oh  where's  the  heart  that  could  with- 
stand 

umnmber'd  witcheries  of  this  sun-bom  land, 
i  first  young  Pleasure's  banner  was  unfurl'd, 
«ove  hath  temples  ancient  as  the  world  t 
i  mystery,  like  the  veil  by  Beauty  worn, 
but  to  win,  and  shades  but  to  adorn ; 
i  that  luxurious  melancholy,  bom 
sion  and  of  genius,  sheds  a  gloom 
ig  joy  holy ; — where  the  bower  and  tomb 
side  by  side,  and  Pleasure  learns  from  Death 
istant  Talue  of  each  moment's  breath. 

tt  thou  but  see  how  like  a  poet's  dream 
3yely  land  now  looks  I — the  glorious  stream, 
ate,  between  its  banks,  was  seen  to  glide 

shrines  and  marble  cities,  on  each  side 
ing  like  jewels  strung  along  a  chain, 
low  sent  forth  its  waters,  and  o'er  plain 
alley,  like  a  giant  from  his  bed 
;  with  outstretch'd  limbs,  hath  grandly  spread ; 

far  as  sight  can  reach,  beneath  as  clear 
lue  a  heayen  as  ever  bless'd  our  sphere, 
08,  and  pillar'd  streets,  and  porphyry  domes, 
igh-built  temples,  fit  to  be  the  homes 
;hty  Gods,  and  pyramids,  whose  hour 
ts  all  time,  above  the  waters  tower  1 

too,  the  scenes  of  pomp  and  joy,  that  make 
leatre  of  this  vast,  peopled  lake, 
I  all  that  Love,  Religion,  Commerce  gives 
!  and  motion,  ever  moves  and  lives, 
up  the  steps  of  temples  from  the  wave 
ding,  in  procession  slow  and  grave, 
I  in  white  garments  go,  with  sacred  wands 
ilver  cymbals  gleaming  in  their  hands ; 
there,  rich  barks — fresh  from  those  sunny 
tracts 

r,  beyond  the  sounding  cataracts — 
with  their  precious  lading  to  the  sea, 
s  of  bright  birds,  rhinoceros  ivory, 
from  the  Isle  of  Meroe,  and  those  grains 
d,  wash'd  down  by  Abyssinian  rains, 
where  the  waters  wind  into  a  bay 
wy  and  cool,  some  pilgrims,  on  Uieir  way 
is  or  Bubastus,  among  beds 
lis  flowers,  that  close  above  their  heads, 
their  light  barks,  and  there,  as  in  a  bower, 
talk,  or  sleep  away  the  sultry  hour ; 
pping  in  the  Kile,  when  faint  with  heat, 
eaf^  from  which  its  waters  drink  most  sweet^- 
t  haply,  not  fkr  off,  beneath  a  bank 
issoming  acacias,  many  a  prank 
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Is  i^ayed  in  the  cool  current  by  a  train 
Of  laughing  nymphs,  lovely  as  she  >,  whose  chain 
Around  two  conquerors  of  the  world  was  cast, 
But,  for  a  third  too  feeble,  broke  at  last 

For  oh,  believe  not  them,  who  dare  to  brand. 
As  poor  in  charms,  the  women  of  this  land« 
Though  darkened  by  that  sun,  whose  spirit  flows 
Through  every  vein,  and  tinges  as  it  goes, 
'Tis  but  the'  embrowning  of  the  fruit  that  tells 
How  rich  within  the  soul  of  ripeness  dwells  — 
The  hue  their  own  dark  sanctuaries  wear. 
Announcing  heaven  in  half-caught  glimpses  there. 
And  never  yet  did  tell-tale  looks  set  free 
The  secret  of  young  hearts  more  tenderly. 
Such  eyes !  — long,  shadowy,  with  that  limguid  fall 
Of  the  fring'd  lids,  which  may  be  seen  in  all 
Who  live  beneath  the  sun's  too  ardent  rays— 
Lending  such  looks  as,  on  their  marriage  days. 
Young  maids  cast  down  before  a  bridegroom's  gaze  I 
Then  for  their  grace — mark  but  the  nymph-like 

shapes 
Of  the  young  village  girls,  when  carrying  grapes 
From  green  Anthylla,  or  light  urns  of  flowers — 
Not  our  own  Sculpture,  in  her  happiest  hours. 
E'er  imag'd  forth,  even  at  the  touch  of  him  > 
Whose  touch  was  life,  more  luxury  of  limb ; 
Then,  canst  thou  wonder  if,  'mid  scenes  like  these, 
I  should  forget  all  graver  mysteries. 
All  lore  but  Love's,  all  secrets  but  that  best 
In  heaven  or  earth,  the  art  of  being  blest  I 
Yet  are  there  times — though  brief,  I  own,  their 

stay. 

Like  Summer  clouds  that  shine  themselves  away 

Moments  of  gloom,  when  even  these  pleasures  pall 
Upon  my  sadd'ning  heart,  and  I  recall 
That  Garden  dream — that  promise  of  a  power  — 
Oh,  were  there  such ! — to  lengthen  out  life's  hour. 
On,  on,  as  through  a  vista,  fkr  away 
Opening  before  us  into  endless  day  I 
And  chiefly  o'er  my  spirit  did  this  thought 
Come  on  that  evening — bright  as  ever  brought 
Light's  golden  farewell  to  the  world — when  first 
The'  eternal  pyramids  of  Memphis  burst 
Awfully  on  my  sight — standing  sublime 
'Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  the  watch-towers  of  Time, 
From  whose  lone  summit,  when  his  reign  hath  past 
From  earth  for  ever,  he  will  look  his  last  I 

There  hung  a  cahn  and  solemn  sunshine  round 
Those  mighty  monuments,  a  hushing  sound 
In  the  still  air  that  circled  them,  which  stole 
Like  music  of  past  times  into  my  souL 
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I  tbougbt  what  myriads  of  the  viae,  and  brare, 

And  lieontiTul,  hod  sunk  ialo  Ihe  grave, 

Sioue  GHrth  linl  wn  tiu^it  vouien  —  and  I  said, 

■'  Are  ibing*  eternal  onlj  forthe  Dend? 

"  Uatb  mux  no  lofti^hopc  Ihim  this,  nhjch  dooms 

"  His  only  lasting  trophies  to  be  loniba  ? 

"  But  'tu  DOl  so  —  earth,  heuTen,  all  nature  sho 

"  He  Bioy  become  inuoorlal  —  may  nnclose 

"  The  wiogs  within  him  Hmpl,  and  proudly  rts 

"  Rcdccm'd  from  earth,  a  creuluru  of  [li«  Ekica  1 

"  And  who  con  aay,  among  the  written  spells 
"  From  Hermes'  hand,  thai,  in  these  sUrines  a 

cells 
"  Have,  from  the  Flood,  laj  hid,  there  mnj  not 
"  Some  aecrel  clue  to  jmmurtalit]'. — 
"  Some  amulet,  whose  spell  can  keep  life's  lire 
"  Awake  within  ns,  never  lo  expire  ! 
"  'Tis  known  that,  ou  the  Emerald  Table ',  bid 
"  For  ages  in  yon  lofdesl  pyramid, 
"  The  Thrice-Orcat '  did  himself,  engraTe,  of  old, 
"  The  chymic  mystery  that  gives  endless  gold. 
"  And  why  may  not  this  miglitier  secret  dwell 
"  Within  the  mme  dark  chambers  7  who  caa  icll 
"  But  that  those  kings,  who,  by  the  written  skill 
"  Of  the'  Emerald  Table,  call'd  forth  gold  at  will, 
"  And  quarries  upon  ijuarries  heap'd  and  hurl'  d, 
"  To  build  them  domes  that  might  oatftaad  Ihe 

world  — 
"  ^Vho  knows  bat  that  the  beavmlier  arl.  which 

"  The  life  of  Gods  with  man,  was  also  theirs  — 
"That  Ibey  tbemselvea,  triumphant  o'er  the  power 
"  Of  late  and  death,  ace  living  at  this  bour; 
"  And  these,  the  giant  homes  they  >till  possesa, 
"  Not  tombs,  but  everUsling  palaces, 
"  Wlthm  whose  depths,  hid  from  the  world  above, 
"  Even  now  they  wander,  with  the  few  Ibey  love, 
"  Throngh  sublcrraneBa  gardens,  by  a  light 
"  Unknown  on  earth,  which  hath  nor  dawn  nor 

"Else,  why  those  deathleu  stmclureGi  why  the 

"  And  hidden  halls,  that  rnidermine  this  land  ? 
"  Why  else  hath  none  of  earth  e'er  dorcd  to  go 
"  Through  the  dark  windings  of  that  realm  below, 
"  Nor  angbt  from  heav'n  itself,  cxce|>t  the  God 
"Of   Silence,  through  those  endless   labyrinlba 

trod?" 

Tbnsdidldream — wild,  wandering  dreams,  lovn, 
But  aucb  as  bauot  me  ever,  if  alone, 

u  that  pause,  "twiit  joy  and  joy  I  be. 
Like  a  ship  hnsb'd  between  two  waves  at  tea- 


Then  do  these  ipiril  whisperlDgs,  like 
Of  the  Dark  Future,  come  appalling  rnm 
Nor  can  t  break  the  trance  that  bolda  a 
Till  high  o'er  Pleasure'c  surge  I  mount 

Even  now  for  new  adventnre,  new  deligl 
My  heart  is  on  the  wing ;  —  thii  vety  nj| 
The  Temple  on  that  Island,  half-way  o'a 
From  Memphis'  gardens  to  tlic  exlers  si 
Sends  up  ill  onnoal  rite  '  to  her,  vhoac 
Bring  the  iweettime  of  night-flowers  andi 
The  nymph,  who  dips  her  nm  in  ijti 
And  lame  to  silvery  dtrw  each  drop  '. 
Ob,  not  oar  Dian  of  the  North,  who 
In  vestal  ice  the  current  of  ycnmg  vcim. 
But  she  who  haunu  Ihe  gay  Bubaalmi ' 
And  nwni  ihe  sees,  (him  her  bright  ho 
Nothing  on  earth  to  maleh  that  h«T«n 
Think,  then,  wbal  bliss  will  be  abroad  In 
Beafdet  Ibose  sparkling  nym  phi,  who  me«t  I 
Day  after  day,  familiar  as  Ihe  sno. 
L'oy  buds  of  b«anty,  yet  unbrralh'd  apa 
And  all  the  bidden  loveUness,  that  lie^ 
Sbul  up,  aa  are  the  beams  of  alerpio^  cyi 
Within  ihcae  twilight  shrines  — ln-cigh|.i 
Let  loose,  like  birds,  for  this  fesiivily 

And  mark,  'tis  nigh ;  already  the  snn 
His  evening  farewell  to  the  Pyrvnida 
As  he  bath  done,  age  after  age.  till  they 
Alone  on  earth  seem  oncivnt  as  his  ray : 
While  their  greal  shadows,  Btrflchingl 
Look  like  the  £rst  colossal  steps  of  Ki 
Stretching  acrou  the  vaUrj,  to  invada 
The  distant  hilla  of  porphyry  «iUi  tfcdr  i 
Around,  as  signals  of  the  setling  btoto. 
Gay,  gilded  flags  od  every  houac-Kqi  gie 
While,  harkl  —  fh>m  all  the  temples  ■  ri 
Of  musio  to  the  Moou  —  Qirewell  —  tut 


TsEBEissomeatar  — or  limy  I 
That  moon  we  taw  n  new  lui 

Which  comes  athwart  my  destiny 
For  ever,  with  miitcading  light. 

'  The  fnal  FnHiil  at  the  Moon. 

•  Buhuui.  at  KU.  «u  Dm  Dlua  of  lk*  I 
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If  for  a  moment,  pore  and  wise 

And  calm  I  feel,  there  quick  doth  fall 
A  spark  from  some  disturbing  eyes, 
That  through  my  heart,  soul,  being  flies. 

And  makes  a  wildfire  of  it  all. 
Fve  seen — oh,  Cleon,  that  this  earth 
Should  e'er  have  giT*n  such  beauty  birth !  *- 
That  man  —  but,  hold — hear  all  that  pass*d 
Sinee  yester-night,  from  first  to  last 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  calm,  slow. 

And  beautiful,  as  if  she  came 
Fresh  firom  the  Elysian  bowers  below. 

Was,  with  a  loud  and  sweet  acclaim, 
Weloom'd  from  every  breezy  height. 
Where  crowds  stood  waiting  for  her  light 
And  well  might  they  who  view'd  the  scene 

Then  lit  up  all  around  them,  say. 
That  never  yet  had  Nature  been 

Caught  sleeping  in  a  lovelier  ray. 
Or  rivall'd  her  own  noon-tide  face, 
With  purer  show  of  moonlight  grace. 

Memphis — still  grand,  though  not  the  same 

Unrivall'd  Memphis,  that  could  seize 
From  ancient  Thebes  the  crown  of  Fame, 

And  wear  it  bright  through  centuries — 
Now,  in  the  moonshine,  that  came  down 
Like  a  last  smile  upon  that  crown,  — 
Memphis,  still  grand,  among  her  lakes. 

Her  pyramids  and  shrinks  of  fire, 
Bose,  like  a  vision,  that  half  breaks 
On  one  who,  dreaming  still,  awakes. 

To  music  firom  some  midnight  choir  : 
While  to  the  west— where  gradual  sinks 

In  the  red  sands,  firom  Libya  roU'd, 
Scxne  mighty  column,  or  fair  sphynx. 

That  stood  in  kingly  courts,  of  old — 
It  seem'd  as,  'mid  the  pomps  that  shone 
Thus  gaily  round  him.  Time  look'd  on. 
Watting  till  all,  now  bright  and  blest. 
Should  sink  beneath  him  like  the  rest 

No  sooner  had  the  setting  sun 
Proclaimed  the  festal  rite  begun. 
And,  'mid  their  idol's  fullest  beams. 

The  Egyptian  world  was  all  afloat. 
Than  I,  who  live  upon  these  streams. 

Like  a  young  Nile-bird,  tum'd  my  boat 
To  the  fkur  isUmd,  on  whose  shores. 
Through  leafy  palms  and  sycamores. 
Already  shone  the  moving  lights 
Of  pilgrims  hastening  to  the  rites. 
While,  hr  around,  like  ruby  sparks 
Upon  the  water,  lighted  barks. 


Of  every  form  and  kind — from  those 

That  down  Syene's  cataract  shoots. 
To  the  grand,  gilded  barge,  that  rows 

To  tambour's  beat  and  breath  of  flutes, 
And  wears  at  night,  in  words  of  flame. 
On  the  rich  prow,  its  master's  name  ;  — 
All  were  alive,  and  made  this  sea 

Of  cities  busy  as  a  hill 
Of  summer  ants,  caught  suddenly 

In  the  overflowing  of  a  rilL 

Landed  upon  the  isle,  I  soon 

Through  marble  alleys  and  small  groves 

Of  that  mysterious  palm  she  loves, 
Reach'd  the  frir  Temple  of  the  Moon ; 
And  there — as  slowly  through  the  last 
Dim-lighted  vestibule  I  pass'd — 
Between  the  porphyry  pillars,  twin*d 

With  palm  and  ivy,  I  could  see 
A  band  of  youthful  maidens  wind. 

In  measur*d  walk,  half  dancingly. 
Round  a  small  shrine,  on  which  was  plac'd 

That  bird  >,  whose  plumes  of  black  and  white 
Wear  in  their  hue,  by  Nature  trac'd, 

A  type  of  the  moon's  shadow'd  light 

In  drapery,  like  woven  snow. 

These  nymphs  were  clad;  and  each,  below 

The  rounded  bosom,  loosely  wore 

A  dark  blue  zone,  or  bandelet. 
With  little  silver  stars  all  o'er, 

As  are  the  skies  at  midnight,  set. 
While  in  their  tresses,  braided  through. 

Sparkled  that  flower  of  Egypt's  lakes. 
The  silvery  lotus,  in  whose  hue 

As  much  delight  the  young  Moon  takes. 
As  doth  the  Day-God  to  behold 
The  lofty  bean-flower's  buds  of  gold. 
And,  as  they  gracefully  went  round 

The  worshipp'd  bird,  some  to  the  beat 
Of  castanets,  some  to  the  sound 

Of  the  shrill  sistrum  tim'd  their  feet ; 
While  others,  at  each  step  they  took, 
A  tinkling  chain  of  silver  shook. 

They  seem'd  all  fair — but  there  was  one 
On  whom  the  light  had  not  yet  shone. 
Or  shone  but  partly — so  downcast 
She  held  her  brow  as  slow  she  past 
And  yet  to  me,  there  seem'd  to  dwell 

A  charm  about  that  unseen  face — 
A  something  in  the  shade  that  fell 

Over  that  brow's  imagin'd  grace, 

1  The  Ibtt. 
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Which  won  me  more  than  all  the  best 

Oatshining  beauties  of  the  rest 

And  her  alone  my  eyes  could  see, 

Enchain'd  by  this  sweet  mystery ; 

And  her  alone  I  watch*d,  as  round 

She  glided  o'er  that  marble  ground. 

Stirring  not  more  the'  unconscious  air 

Than  if  a  Spirit  were  moving  there. 

Till  suddenly,  wide  open  flew 

The  Templets  folding  gates,  and  threw 

A  splendour  from  within,  a  flood 

Of  glory,  where  these  maidens  stood. 

While,  with  that  light— as  if  the  same 

Rich  source  gave  birth  to  both — there  came 

A  swell  of  harmony,  as  grand 

As  e*er  was  bom  of  voice  and  hand. 

Filling  the  gorgeous  aisles  around 

With  luxury  of  light  and  sound. 

Then  was  it,  by  the  flash  that  blaz*d 

Full  o*er  her  features — oh  'twas  then. 
As  startingly  her  eyes  she  rais'd. 

But  quick  let  fall  their  lids  again, 
I  saw — not  Psyche's  self^  when  first 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies 
She  paus'd,  while  heaven's  glory  burst 

Newly  upon  her  downcast  eyes. 
Could  look  more  beautiful,  or  blush 

With  holier  shame,  than  did  this  maid, 
Whom  now  I  saw,  in  all  that  gush 

Of  splendour  from  the  aisles,  display'd. 
Never — though  well  thou  know'st  how  much 

I've  felt  the  sway  of  Beauty's  star — 
Never  did  her  bright  influence  touch 

My  soul  into  its  depths  so  far ; 
And  had  that  vision  linger'd  there 

One  minute  more,  I  should  have  flown, 
Forgetful  who  I  was  and  where, 

And,  at  her  fc^t  in  worship  thrown, 

Proffer'd  my  soul  through  life  her  own. 

But,  scarcely  had  that  burst  of  light 
And  music  broke  on  ear  and  sight. 
Than  up  the  aisle  the  bird  took  wing, 

As  if  on  heavenly  mission  sent. 
While  after  him,  with  graceful  spring, 

Like  some  unearthly  creatures,  meant 

To  live  in  that  mix*d  element 

Of  light  and  song,  the  young  maids  went ; 
And  she,  who  in  my  heart  had  thrown 
A  spark  to  burn  for  life,  was  flown. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  follow; — bands 
Of  reverend  chanters  fill'd  the  aisle: 


Where'er  I  sooght  to  pan,  their  wands 
Motion'd  me  back,  while  many  ft  file 
Of  sacred  nymphs — bat  ah,  not  they 
Whom  my  eyes  look'd  for — throng'd  the  y 
Perplex'd,  impatient,  'mid  this  crowd 
Of  £BU!es,  lights — the  o'erwhelming  doad 
Of  incense  round  me,  and  my  blood 
Full  of  its  new-bom  fire —  I  stood. 
Nor  mov'd,  nor  breath'd,  but  when  I  can^ 
A  glimpse  of  some  blue,  spangled  sooe, 
Or  wreath  of  lotus,  which,  I  thought. 
Like  those  she  wore  at  distance  shooe. 

But  no,  'twas  viun — hour  after  hour. 

Till  my  heart's  throbbing  tom'd  to  pain, 
And  my  strain'd  eyesight  lost  its  power, 

I  sought  her  thus,  but  all  in  rain. 
At  length,  hot— wilder'd — in  despair, 
I  rush'd  into  the  cool  night-air. 
And,  hurrying  (though  with  many  a  k)ok 
Back  to  the  busy  Temple),  to(^ 
My  way  along  the  moonlight  shove. 
And  sprung  into  my  boat  onoe  mofe. 

There  is  a  Lake,  that  to  the  north 
Of  Memphis  stretches  grandly  forth. 
Upon  whose  silent  shore  the  Dead 

Have  a  proud  City  of  their  own  ^ 
With  shrines  and  pyramids  o'erspread — 
Where  many  an  ancient  kingly  head 

Slumbers,  immortalis'd  in  stone  ; 
And  where,  through  marble  grots  beneatb, 

The  lifeless,  rang'd  like  sacred  things. 
Nor  wanting  aught  of  life  but  breath. 

Lie  in  their  painted  coverings. 
And  on  each  new  successive  race. 

That  visit  their  dim  haunts  below. 
Look  with  the  same  unwithering  fatce. 

They  wore  three  thousand  years  ago. 
There,  Silence,  thoughtful  God,  who  lores 
The  neighbourhood  of  death,  in  groves 
Of  asphodel  lies  hid,  and  weaves 
His  hushing  spell  among  the  leaves — 
Nor  ever  noise  disturbs  the  air, 

Save  the  low,  hmnming,  mournful  sound 
Of  priests,  within  their  shrines,  at  prayer 

For  the  fresh  Dead  entomb'd  around. 

'Twas  toward  this  place  of  death — in  mood 
Made  up  of  thoughts,  half  bright,  half  da 

I  now  across  the  shining  flood 
Unconscious  tum'd  my  light-wing*d  bark 
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The  form  of  that  young  maid,  in  all 

Its  beauty,  was  before  me  still ; 
And  oft  I  thought,  if  thus  to  call 

Her  image  to  my  mind  at  will. 
It  bat  the  memory  of  that  one 
Bright  look  of  hers,  for  ever  gone, 
Was  to  my  heart  worth  all  the  rest 
Of  woman-kind,  beheld,  possest — 
What  would  it  be,  if  wholly  mine. 
Within  these  arms,  as  in  a  shrine. 
Hallowed  by  Love,  I  saw  her  shine — 
An  idol,  worshipped  by  the  light 
Of  her  own  beauties,  day  and  night — 
If  *twas  a  blessing  but  to  see 
And  lose  again,  what  would  this  be  ? 

In  thoughts  like  these — but  often  crost 
By  darker  threads  — my  mind  was  lost. 
Till,  near  that  City  of  the  Dead, 
Wak'd  fh>m  my  trance,  I  saw  o*erhead — 
As  if  by  some  enchanter  bid 

Suddenly  firom  the  wave  to  rise — 
Pyramid  over  pyramid 

Tower  in  succession  to  the  skies ; 
While  one,  aspiring,  as  if  soon 

'Twould  touch  the  heayens,  rose  o'er  all ; 
And,  on  its  summit,  the  white  moon 

Rested,  as  on  a  pedestal  I 

The  silence  of  the  lonely  tombs 

And  temples  round,  where  nought  was  heard 
But  the  high  palm-tree*s  tufted  plumes. 

Shaken,  at  times,  by  breeze  or  bird, 
Form*d  a  deep  contrast  to  the  scene 
Of  revel,  where  I  late  had  been ; 
To  those  gay  sounds,  that  still  came  o'er. 
Faintly,  fh>m  many  a  distant  shore. 
And  the*  unnumbered  lights,  that  shone 
Far  o'er  the  flood,  from  Memphis  on 
To  the  Moon*s  Isle  and  Babylon. 

My  oars  were  lifted,  and  my  boat 

Lay  rock'd  upon  the  rippling  stream  ; 
While  my  vague  thoughts,  alike  afloat. 
Drifted  through  many  an  idle  dream. 
With  all  of  which,  wild  and  unfix'd 
As  was  their  aim,  that  yision  mix'd, 
That  bright  nymph  of  the  Temple — now, 
With  the  same  innocence  of  brow 
She  wore  within  the  lighted  fane — 
Now  kindling,  through  each  pulse  and  vein. 
With  passion  of  such  deep-felt  fire 
As  Gods  might  glory  to  inspire ; — 
And  now — oh  Darkness  of  the  tomb. 
That  must  eclipse  even  light  like  hers ! 


Cold,  dead,  and  blackening,  *mid  the  gloom 
Of  those  eternal  sepulchres. 

Scarce  had  I  tum'd  my  eyes  away 

From  that  dark  death-place,  at  the  thought. 
When  by  the  sound  of  dashing  spray 

From  a  light  oar  my  ear  was  caught. 
While  past  me,  through  the  moonlight,  sail'd 

A  little  gilded  bark  that  bore 
Two  female  figures,  closely  yeil*d 

And  mantled,  towards  that  funeral  shore. 
They  landed — and  the  boat  again 
Put  off  across  the  watery  plain. 

Shall  I  confess — to  thee  I  may — 

That  never  yet  hath  come  ihe  chance 
Of  a  new  music,  a  new  ray 

From  woman's  voice,  from  woman's  glance. 
Which — let  it  find  me  how  it  might. 

In  joy  or  grief —  I  did  not  bless, 
And  wander  after,  as  a  light 

Leading  to  undreamt  happiness. 
And  chiefly  now,  when  hopes  so  vain 
Were  stirring  in  my  heart  and  brain. 
When  Fancy  had  allur'd  my  soul 

Into  a  chase,  as  vague  and  fkr 
As  would  be  his,  who  fiz'd  his  goal 

In  the  horizon,  or  some  star — 
Any  bewilderment,  that  brought 
More  near  to  earth  my  high-flown  thought — 
The  faintest  glimpse  of  joy,  less  pure. 
Less  high  and  heavenly,  but  more  sure. 
Came  welcome — and  was  then  to  me 
What  the  first  flowery  isle  must  be 
To  vagrant  birds  blown  out  to  sea. 

Quick  to  the  shore  I  urg'd  my  bark. 

And,  by  the  bursts  of  moonlight,  shed 
Between  the  lofty  tombs,  could  mark 

Those  figures,  as  with  hasty  tread 
They  glided  on — till  in  the  shade 

Of  a  small  pyramid,  which  through 
Some  boughs  of  palm  its  peak  display'd. 

They  vanish'd  instant  from  my  view. 

I  hurried  to  the  spot — no  trace 
Of  life  was  in  that  lonely  place ; 
And,  had  the  creed  I  hold  by  taught 
Of  other  worlds,  I  might  have  thought 
Some  mocking  spirits  had  from  thence 
Come  in  this  guise  to  cheat  my  sense. 

At  length,  exploring  darkly  round 
The  Pyramid's  smooth  sides,  I  found 
An  iron  portal — opening  high 
'Twixt  peak  and  base — and,  with  a  prayer 

— _ 
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To  the  blisB-loying  Moon,  whose  eye 
Alone  beheld  me,  sprung  in  there. 
Downward  the  narrow  stairway  led 
Throogh  many  a  duct  obscure  and  dread, 

A  labyrinth  for  mystery  made, 
With  wanderings  onward,  backward,  round. 
And  gathering  still,  where'er  it  wound. 
But  deeper  density  of  shade. 

Scarce  had  I  ask'd  myself,  *'  Can  aught 

"  That  man  delights  in  sojourn  here?** — 
When,  suddenly,  far  off,  I  caught 

A  glimpse  of  light,  remote,  but  clear — 
Whose  welcome  glimmer  seem'd  to  pour 

From  some  alcove  or  cell,  that  ended 
The  long,  steep,  marble  corridor. 

Through  which  I  now,  all  hope,  descended. 
Never  did  Spartan  to  his  bride 
With  warier  foot  at  midnight  glide. 
It  seem*d  as  echo's  self  were  dead 
In  this  dark  place,  so  mute  my  tread. 
Reaching,  at  length,  that  light,  I  saw  — 

Oh  listen  to  the  scene,  now  rais'd 
Before  my  eyes — then  guess  the  awe. 

The  still,  rapt  awe  with  which  I  gaz*d. 
'Twas  a  small  chapel,  lin'd  around 
With  the  fair,  spangling  marble,  found 
In  many  a  ruin'd  shrine  that  stands 
Half  seen  above  the  Libyan  sands. 
The  walls  were  richly  sculptured  o*er, 
And  charactered  with  that  dark  lore. 
Of  times  before  the  Flood,  whose  key 
Was  lost  in  the'  "  Universal  Sea." — 
While  on  the  roof  was  pictur'd  bright 

The  Theban  beetle,  as  he  shines, 

When  the  Nile's  mighty  flow  declines. 
And  forth  the  creature  springs  to  light. 
With  life  regenerate  in  his  wings  : — 
Emblem  of  vain  imaginings ! 
Of  a  new  world,  when  this  is  gone, 
In  which  the  spirit  still  lives  on  ! 

Direct  beneath  this  type,  reclin'd 

On  a  black  granite  altar,  lay 
A  female  form,  in  crystal  shrin'd. 

And  looking  fresh  as  if  the  ray 

Of  soul  had  fled  but  yesterday. 
While  in  relief,  of  silv'ry  hue, 

Grav'd  on  the  altar's  front  were  seen 
A  branch  of  lotus,  broken  in  two, 

As  that  fair  creature's  life  had  been, 
And  a  small  bird  that  from  its  spray 
Was  winging,  like  her  soul,  away. 

But  brief  the  glimpse  I  now  could  spare, 
To  the  wild,  mystic  wonders  round ; 


For  there  was  yet  ame  wonder  there. 

That  held  me  as  by  witch'ry  boond. 
The  lamp,  that  through  the  chamber  shed 
Its  vivid  beam,  was  at  the  head 
Of  her  who  on  that  altar  slept ; 

And  near  it  stood,  when  first  I  came— 
Bending  her  brow,  as  if  she  kept 

Sad  watch  upon  its  silent  flame— 
A  female  form,  as  yet  so  plac'd 

Between  the  lamp's  strong  glow  and  me, 
That  I  but  saw,  in  outline  trac'd. 

The  shadow  of  her  symmetry. 
Tet  did  my  heart — I  scarce  knew  why— 
Even  at  that  shadow*d  shi^  beat  high. 
Nor  was  it  loug,  ere  full  in  si^t 
The  figure  tum'd ;  and  by  the  light 
That  touch'd  her  features,  as  she  bent 
Over  the  crystal  monument, 
I  saw  'twas  she — the  same — the  same — 

That  lately  stood  before  me,  bright'oiDg 
The  holy  spot,  where  she  but  came 

And  went  again,  like  sommer  lightning 

Upon  the  crystal,  o'er  the  breast 
Of  her  who  took  that  silent  rest, 
There  was  a  cross  of  silver  lying  — 

Another  type  of  that  blest  home. 
Which  hope,  and  pride,  and  fear  of  dying 

Build  for  us  in  a  world  to  come  :—- 
This  silver  cross  the  maiden  rais'd 
To  her  pure  lips  : — then,  having  gax'd 
Some  minutes  on  that  tranquil  face. 
Sleeping  in  all  death's  mournful  grace. 
Upward  she  tum'd  her  brow  serene. 

As  if,  intent  on  heaven,  those  eyes 
Saw  then  nor  roof  nor  cloud  between 

Their  own  pure  orbits  and  the  skies ; 
And,  though  her  lips  no  motion  made. 

And  that  flx'd  look  was  all  her  speech, 
I  saw  that  the  rapt  spirit  pray'd 

Deeper  within  than  words  could  reach. 

Strange  power  of  Innocence,  to  turn 

To  its  own  hue  whate'er  comes  near, 
And  make  even  vagrant  Passion  bum 

With  purer  warmth  within  its  sphere  I 
She  who,  but  one  short  hour  before. 
Had  come,  like  sudden  wild-fire,  o'er 
My  heart  and  brain  —  whom  gladly,  even 

From  that  bright  Temple,  in  the  face 
Of  those  proud  ministers  of  heaven, 

I  would  have  borne,  in  wild  embrace. 
And  risk'd  all  punishment,  divine 
And  human,  but  to  make  her  mine  ; — 
She,  she  was  now  before  me,  thrown 

By  fate  itself  into  my  arms — 
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standing,  beaatifiiU  alone, 

I  nought  to  guard  her,  but  her  charms. 

.  I,  then — did  even  a  breath 

1  my  parch*d  lips,  too  parched  to  move, 

»  a  scene  where  thus,  beneath 

silent  covering,  Touth  and  Death 

converse  through  undying  love  ? 
nile  and  taunt  me  as  thou  wilt— 
igh  but  to  gaze  thus  was  delight, 
m'd  it  like  a  wrong,  a  guilt, 
rin  by  stealth  so  pure  a  sight : 
ther  than  a  look  profane 
Id  then  have  met  those  thoughtful  eyes, 
;e  or  whisper  broke  the  chain 

linked  her  spirit  with  the  skies, 
1  have  gladly,  in  that  place, 
vhich  I  watch*d  her  heavenward  face, 

heart  break,  without  one  beat 
)uld  disturb  a  prayer  so  sweet 
,  as  if  on  every  tread, 
ife,  my  more  than  life,  depended, 
irough  the  corridor  that  led 
bis  blest  scene  I  now  ascended, 
ith  slow  seeking,  and  some  pain, 
any  a  winding  tried  in  vain, 
d  to  upper  air  again. 

n  had  freshly  risen,  and  down 
marble  hills  of  Araby, 
'd,  as  from  a  conqueror*s  crown, 
)eams  into  that  living  sea. 
seem'd  a  glory  in  his  light, 
ly  put  on— as  if  for  pride 
high  homage  paid  this  night 
is  own  Isis,  his  young  l^ride, 
ding  feminine  away 
proud  Lord's  superior  ray. 

ad's  first  impulse  was  to  fly 

Dce  from  this  entangling  net — 

enes  to  range,  new  loves  to  try, 

nirth,  wine,  and  luxury 

rery  sense,  that  night  forget 

n  the  effort — spell-bound  still, 

•*d,  without  power  or  will 

im  my  eyes  from  that  dark  door, 

now  enclosed  her  *mong  the  dead ; 

iemcying,  through  the  boughs,  that  o*er 

any  pile  their  flickering  shed, 

ler  light  form  again  I  saw 

ing  to  earth — still  pure  and  bright, 

kening,  as  I  hop'd,  less  awe, 

(  seen  by  morning's  natural  light, 

1  in  that  strange,  dim  cell  at  night 

alas — she  ne*er  retum'd : 
yet — though  still  I  watch — nor  yet, 


Though  the  red  sun  for  hours  hath  bum*d. 

And  now,  in  his  mid  course,  hath  met 
The  peak  of  that  eternal  pile 

He  pauses  still  at  noon  to  bless. 
Standing  beneath  his  downward  smile. 

Like  a  great  Spirit,  shadowless ! — 
Nor  yet  she  comes — while  here,  alone, 

Saunfring  through  this  death-peopled  place, 
Where  no  heart  beats  except  my  own. 
Or  *neath  a  palm-tree's  shelter  thrown. 

By  turns  I  watch,  and  rest,  and  trace 
These  lines,  that  are  to  waft  to  thee 
My  last  night's  wondrous  history. 

Dost  thou  remember,  in  that  Isle 

Of  our  own  Sea,  where  thou  and  I 
Lingered  so  long,  so  happy  a  while, 

'Till  all  the  summer  flowers  went  by — 
How  gay  it  was,  when  sunset  brought 

To  the  cool  Well  our  favourite  maids — 
Some  we  had  won,  and  some  we  sought  — 

To  dance  within  the  fragrant  shades. 
And,  till  the  stars  went  down  attune 
Their  Fountain  Hymns  ^  to  the  young  moon  ? 

That  time,  too — oh,  'tis  like  a  dream  — 

When  from  Scamander's  holy  tide 
I  sprung  as  Genius  of  the  Stream, 

And  bore  away  that  blooming  bride. 
Who  thither  came,  to  yield  her  charms 

(As  Phrygian  maids  are  wont,  ere  wed) 
Into  the  cold  Scamander's  arms. 

But  met,  and  welcom'd  mine,  instead — 
Wondering,  as  on  my  neck  she  fell, 
How  river-gods  could  love  so  well ! 
Who  would  have  thought  that  he,  who  rov'd 

Like  the  first  bees  of  summer  then, 
Rifling  each  sweet,  nor  ever  lov'd 

But  the  free  hearts,  that  lov'd  again. 
Readily  as  the  reed  replies 
To  the  least  breath  that  round  it  sighs  — 
Is  the  same  dreamer  who,  last  night. 
Stood  aw'd  and  breathless  at  the  sight 
Of  one  Egyptian  girl ;  and  now 
Wanders  among  these  tombs,  with  brow 
Pale,  watchful,  sad,  as  though  he  just. 
Himself,  had  risen  from  out  their  dust ! 

Tet  so  it  is — and  the  same  thirst 
For  something  high  and  pure,  above 

This  withering  world,  which,  from  the  first. 
Blade  me  drink  deep  of  woman's  love— 


1  Then  songi  of  the  Well,  ■>  they  were  called  bj  the 
ancient*,  are  still  common  in  the  Greek  Ulet. 
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As  the  one  joy,  to  heaven  most  near 
Of  all  our  hearts  can  meet  with  here — 
Still  bums  me  up,  still  keeps  awake 
A  fever  nooght  but  death  can  slake. 

Farewell ;  whatever  may  be&ll — 

Or  bright,  or  dark — thou*lt  know  it  alL 


LETTER  IV 

FROM  ORCU8,    HIGH   PRIEST  OF  MEMPHIS,  TO 
DECIU8,  THE  PRSTORIAN  PREFECT. 

Rejoice,  my  friend,  rejoice: — the  youthful  Chief 
Of  that  light  Sect  which  mocks  at  all  belief, 
And,  gay  and  godless,  makes  the  present  hour 
Its  only  heaven,  is  now  within  our  power. 
Smooth,  impious  school  I — notall  the  weapons  um'd 
At  priestly  creeds,  since  first  a  creed  was  fram'd, 
E'er  struck  so  deep  as  that  sly  dart  they  wield. 
The  Bacchant's  pointed  spear  in  laughing  flowers 

concealed. 
And  oh,  'twere  victory  to  this  heart,  as  sweet 
As  any  thou  canst  boast — even  when  the  feet 
Of  thy  proud  war-steed  wade  through  Christian 

blood. 
To  wrap  this  scoffer  in  Faith's  blinding  hood. 
And  bring  him,  tam'd  and  prostrate,  to  implore 
The  vilest  gods  even  Egypt's  saints  adore. 
What! — do  these  sages  think,  to  them  alone 
The  key  of  this  world's  happiness  is  known  ? 
That  none  but  they,  who  make  such  proud  parade 
Of  Pleasure's  smiling  favours,  win  the  maid, 
Or  that  Religion  keeps  no  secret  place, 
No  niche,  in  her  dark  fanes,  for  Love  to  grace  ? 
Fools! — did  they  know  how  keen  the  zest  that's 

given 
To  earthly  joy,  when  season'd  well  with  heaven  ; 
How  Piety's  grave  mask  improves  the  hue 
Of  Pleasure's  laughing  features,  half  seen  through, 
And  how  the  Priest,  set  aptly  within  reach 
Of  two  rich  worlds,  traffics  for  bliss  with  each. 
Would  they  not,  Decius — thou,  whom  the'  ancient 

tie 
Twixt  Sword  and  Altar  makes  our  best  ally — 
Would  they  not  change  their  creed,  their  craft,  for 

ours? 
Leave  the  gross  daylight  joys  that,  in  their  bowers, 
Languish   with  too   much    sun,    like    overblown 

flowers. 
For  the  veil'd  loves,  the  blisses  undisplay'd 
That  slily  lurk  within  the  Temple's  shade  ? 


And,  'stead  of  haunting  the  trim  Garden's 
Where  cold  Philosophy  usurps  ft  rule. 
Like  the  pale  moon's,  o'er  passion's  hear 
Till  Pleasure's  self  is  chill*d  by  Wiidom'i 
Be  taught  by  «*,  quit  shadows  for  the  tn 
Substantial  joys  we  sager  Priests  pnrsoe, 
Who,  fiir  too  wise  to  theorise  on  bli«, 
Or  Pleasure's  substance  for  its  shiide  to  i 
Preach  other  worlds,  but  live  for  only  At 
Thanks  to  the  well-paid  Mystery  roond 
Which,  like  its  type,  the  golden  cload  th 
O'er  Jupiter's  love-couch  its  shade  benigi 
Round  human  tnaity  wraps  ft  veil  drrine 

Still  less  should  they  presume,  weak  i 

they 
Alone  despise  the  craft  of  ns  who  pnj  ;• 
Still  less  their  creedless  vanity  deceive 
With  the  fond  thought,  that  we  who  pra; 
Believe !  —  Apis  forbid — forbid  it,  all 
Te  monster  Qods,  before  whose  shiinet  i 
Deities,  fram'd  in  jest,  as  if  to  try 
How  far  gross  Man  can  vulgarise  the  sk; 
How  fiir  the  same  low  fancy  that  combii 
Into  a  drove  of  brutes  yon  zodiac's  signa 
And  turns  that  Heaven  itself  into  ft  plan 
Of  sainted  sin  and  deified  disgrace. 
Can  bring  Olympus  even  to  shame  more 
Stock  it  with  things  that  earth  itself  hold 
Fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  the  kitchen's  sacr« 
Which  Egypt  keeps  for  worship,  not  for 
All,  worthy  idols  of  a  Faith  that  sees 
In  dogs,  cats,  owls,  and  apes,  divinities ! 

Believe  I — oh,  Decius,  thou,  who  feel'st 
For  things  divine,  beyond  the  soldier's  si 
Who  takes  on  trust  the  faith  for  which  fa 
A  good,  fierce  God  to  swear  by,  all  he  n 
Little  canst  thou,  whose  creed  around  th 
Loose  as  thy  summer  war-cloak,  guess  tl 
Of  loathing  and  self-scom  with  which  a 
Stubborn  as  mine  is,  acts  the  zealot's  par 
The  deep  and  dire  disgust  with  which  I 
Through  the  foul  juggling  of  this  holy  ti 
This  mud  profound  of  mystery,  where  tl 
At  every  step,  sink  deeper  in  deceit. 
Oh !  many  a  time,  when,  'mid  the  Temp 
O'er  prostrate  fools  the  sacred  cist  I  rai* 
Did  I  not  keep  still  proudly  in  my  mind 
The  power  this  priestcraft  gives  me  o'er  m 
A  lever,  of  more  might,  in  skilftil  hand. 
To  move  this  world,  than  Archimede  e'er 
I  should,  in  vengeance  of  the  shame  I  fe 
At  my  own  mockery,  crush  the  slaves  tt 
Besotted  round ;  and — like  that  kindred 
Of  reverend,  well-drest  crocodiles  they  f 
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i*d  Arsinoe  ^ — make  my  keepers  bless, 
heir  last  throb»  my  sharp-fang'd  Holiness. 

it  to  be  borne,  that  scoffers.  Tain 
r  own  freedom  from  the  altar's  chain, 
mock  thns  all  that  thon  thy  blood  hast  sold, 
my  truth,  pride,  freedom,  to  uphold  ? 
;not  be : — think'st  thou  that  Christian  sect, 
followers,  quick  as  broken  waves,  erect 
crests  anew  and  swell  into  a  tide, 
tireats  to  sweep  away  our  shrines  of  pride — 
St  thou,  with  all  their  wondrous  spells,  even 
they 

triumph  thus,  had  not  the  constant  play 
t's  resistless  archery  cleared  their  way  ? — 
locking  spirit,  worst  of  all  the  foes, 
lemn  fraud,  our  mystic  mummery  knows, 
wounding  flash  thus  ever  'mong  the  signs 
st-£illing  creed,  prelosiye  shines, 
,'ning  such  change  as  do  the  awfrd  freaks 
uner  lightning,  ere  the  tempest  breaks. 

•  my  point — a  youth  of  this  yain  school, 
e,  whom  Doubt  itself  hath  fail'd  to  cool 
to  that  freezing  point  where  Priests  despair 

spark  from  the*  altar  catching  there — 
ome  nights  since — it  was,  methinks,  the  night 
3llow*d  the  fUll  Moon*s  great  annual  rite — 
^h  the  dark,  winding  ducts,  that  downward 
stray 
se  earth-hidden  temples,  track'd  his  way, 

that  hour  when,  round  the  Shrine,  and  me, 
loir  of  blooming  nymphs  thou  longest  to  see, 
leir  last  night-hjrmn  in  the  Sanctuary, 
angour  of  the  maryelloas  Gate,  that  stands 
Well's  lowest  depth — which  none  but  hands 
r,  untaught  adventurers,  from  above, 
now  not  the  safe  path,  e'er  dare  to  move — 
ignal  that  a  foot  profane  was  nigh  :  — 
the  Greek  youth,  who,  by  that  morning's  sky, 
!en  observ'd,  curiously  wand'ring  round 
ighty  fanes  of  our  sepulchral  ground. 

,  the'  Initiate's  Trials  were  prepar'd, — 
Ire,  Air,  Water ;  all  that  Orpheus  dar'd, 
^lato,  that  the  bright-hair'd  Samian^  pass'd, 
rembling  hope,  to  come  to — what,  at  last  ? 
L  the  dupes  of  Priestcraft  I  question  him 
mid  terrific  sounds  and  spectres  dim, 
at  Eleusis ;  ask  of  those,  who  brave 
izzling  miracles  of  Mithra's  Cave, 
ts  seven  starry  gates ;  ask  all  who  keep 
terrible  night-mysteries,  where  they  weep 

the  trinkets  with  wlilcli  the  sacred  Crocodiles  were 
ted,  see  the  Epicurean,  chap.  z. 


And  howl  sad  dirges  to  the  answering  breeze. 
O'er  their  dead  Gods,  their  mortal  Deities — 
Amphibious,  hybrid  things,  that  died  as  men, 
Drown'd,  hang'd,  empal'd,  to  rise,  as  gods,  again ; — 
Ask  them,  what  mighty  secret  lurks  below 
This  seven-fold  mystery — can  they  tell  thee  ?  No ; 
Gravely  they  keep  that  only  secret,  well 
And  fairly  kept — that  they  have  none  to  tell; 
And,  dnp'd  themselves,  console  their  humbled  pride 
By  duping  thenceforth  all  mankind  beside. 

And  such  the*  advance  in  fraud  since  Orpheus' 

time — 
That  earliest  master  of  our  craft  sublime — 
So  many  minor  Mysteries,  imps  of  fraud. 
From  the  great  Orphic  Egg  have  wing'd  abroad. 
That,  still  to'  uphold  our  Temple's  ancient  boast. 
And  seem  most  holy,  we  must  cheat  the  most ; 
Work  the  best  miracles,  wrap  nonsense  round 
In  pomp  and  darkness,  till  it  seems  profound; 
Play  on  the  hopes,  the  terrors  of  mankind. 
With  changeful  skill ;  and  make  the  human  mind 
Like  our  own  Sanctuary,  where  no  ray. 
But  by  the  Priest's  permission,  wins  its  ray — 
Where  through  the  gloom  as  wave  our  wizard-rods. 
Monsters,  at  will,  are  coigur'd  into  Gods ; 
While  Reason,  like  a  grave-fac'd  mummy,  stands. 
With  her  arms  swath'd  in  hieroglyphic  bands. 
But  chiefly  in  that  skill  with  which  we  use 
Man's  wildest  passions  for  Religion's  views. 
Yoking  them  to  her  car  like  fiery  steeds. 
Lies  the  main  art  in  which  our  craft  succeeds. 
And  oh  !  be  blest,  ye  men  of  yore,  whose  toil 
Hath,  for  her  use,  scoop*d  out  from  Egypt's  soil 
This  hidden  Paradise,  this  mine  of  fanes. 
Gardens,  and  palaces,  where  Pleasure  reigns 
In  a  rich,  sunless  empire  of  her  own. 
With  all  earth's  luxuries  lighting  up  her  throne ;  — 
A  realm  for  mystery  made,  which  undermines 
The  Nile  itself^  and,  'neath  the  Twelve  Great  Shrines 
That  keep  Initiation's  holy  rite. 
Spreads  its  long  labyrinths  of  unearthly  light, 
A  light  that  knows  no  change — its  brooks  that  run 
Too  deep  for  day,  its  gardens  without  sun. 
Where  soul  and  sense,  by  turns,  are  charm'd,  sur- 

pris'd. 
And  all  that  bard  or  prophet  e*er  dcvis'd 
For  man's  Elysium,  priests  have  realised. 

Here,  at  this  moment — all  his  trials  past. 
And  heart  and  nerve  unshrinking  to  the  last — 
Our  new  Initiate  roves — as  yet  left  free 
To  wander  through  this  realm  of  mystery ; 

*  Pythagoras. 
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MOORE'S  WOBB 


FccdiBf  on  neh  iUwioiif  as  prepare 
The  tool,  like  mifC  o*er  wmteiikUi,  to  wear 
All  ihapet  and  hoei,  at  Fancy*!  Tarjing  will, 
Thrcmgb  entry  ihifting  aspect,  Tapoor  still ; — 
Vague  gUmpiea  of  the  Fatnre,  vistas  shown. 
By  scenic  skill,  into  that  worid  unknown. 
Which  saints  and  sinners  claim  alike  their  own ; 
And  all  those  other  witching,  wildering  arts, 
niaskms,  terrors,  that  make  homan  hearts, 
Ay,  CTcn  the  wisest  and  the  hardiest,  quail 
To  amjf  gohlin  thron*d  behind  a  veiL 

Yes — snch  the  spells  shall  hannt  his  eye,  his  ear. 
Mix  with  his  night-dreams,  form  his  atmosphere ; 


TilUifoi 
Hiswit»] 
Like  Phi 
If  he  bee 
Bodyaaj 
Which  w 
Draw  001 
Tothedi 
AndgiT^ 
Ifleffeo 
Theanei 
Gone  wit 
To  hiss  ii 
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INDEX. 


A. 
AaoALLA,  King  of  the  Leuer  Bucha- 

ria.317.ftc.    &e  Lalla  Rookh. 
Abdallah,  IM.  Hb  Gaxel,  15ft. 
Abdul  Fasil,  »7.  n. 
A  beam  of  tnnquaiity  imil'd  in  the 

wait,  106. 
A  brokflo  cake,  with  honey  sweet.  (Ode 

tax.  Anacreoo),  44. 
Ofeia  Sea,  the,  286, 969. 
Afnew,  Sir  Andrew,  838,  S34.  690.  et 


Ah  ]  where  are  thej  who  heard  in  former 


ADiennarle,  Lord,  anecdote  of,  477. 

AttNnn,the,76.  491. 

Aldphroo,  Athenian  phfloiopher,  an 
initiate  ia  EfTptian  MTsteries,  646. 
fiSs  recognition  by  the  Roman  tribune, 
66B.  Hi«  daring,  666.  HewltnesMtthe 
death  of  the  Christian  martyr  Alethe, 
667.  Account  of  this  Epicurean  philo- 
iopher  667. 668. 

Akiphron,  a  Fragment  of  '  The  Epicu- 
rean,* as  originally  commenced  in 
▼erse,  668—680.  Epistle  I.  From 
Akiphron  at  Alexandria  to  Cleon  at 
Athens,  668.  II.  From  Alcipbron  to 
Cleon,  670.  III.  From  Alchipron  to 
Qeon,  672.  IV.  From  Orcus,  high 
jirleft  of  Memphis,  to  Decius,  the  Pre- 
torian  prefect,  678. 

Alethe,  Story  of  the  Martyr,  643—647. 
€t$eq. 

Alexander,  Right  Hon.  H.,  166. 

AUris,  King,  317.  885. 398.  His  nuptials 
with  Lalla  Rookh,  398. 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,  224. 

Alia,  name  of  God  in  Mahometan  coun- 
tries, 322.  ( Fide  Lalla  Rookh.)  466. 
476.    The  throne  of  Alia,  469. 482. 

Alooe  In  crowds  to  wander  on.  242. 

Alps,  Song  of  the,  316. 

Anerica,  Poems  relating  to,  PreCmce. 
104, 106.  Dedication  to  Francis  Earl 
of  Molra,  PrefiMe,  104.  The  poems, 
106—131. 

Aimianns  speaking  of  Alexandria  in 
Egypt,  611. ». 

Aflsra  tree,  894.  m. 

Amrlta,  the  Immortal  tree,  309. 

Amystis,  the,  a  single  draught  of  wine, 
18  IS. 

Anaereon,  Odes  of,  1. 

••«  TkeOdetaregiwenimtkitlmdes 
te  Oe  order  qftheimiUal  teUer  qfeach 
Ode. 

Anaereon.  Biographieal  and  Critical 
Bemarkfl,  3.  Additional  lyrics  attri- 
birted  to  Anaereon,  4ft,  46.     Pane- 


gyrics in  the  Anthol(^  on  Anaereon, 

46-48. 
Anacreontics,  modem.  54. 62. 64, 65. 163. 

165. 
And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make 

amends,  207. 
And  hast  thou  nuurkM  the  pensire  shade, 

9a 

And  now  with  all  thy  pencil's  truth 

(Ode  XYii.  Anaereon).  17. 
Angels  and  archangels  of  the  celestial 

hierarchy  of  the  prirocral  Syrians, 

465,480. 
Angels,  the  Fallen,  385.  471. 481. 
Angerianus.  Latin  verses  of,  translated, 

11.  M.,  19.  n. 
Anglesea,  Marquis  of,  lord-lieutenant, 

518. 
Animal  Magnetism,  556. 
Annual  PiU,  the,  524. 
Antelope  of  Erac,  894.    See  alto  664. 
Anthology,  the  Greek :  —  Traoslatioos 

of  some  Epigrams  of,46. 48.  Songs  tnm 

the  Greek.  310-313. 
Antipater.  epigram  of,  48. 
Antique,  a  Study  firom  the,  1 17. 
Antiquity,  a  Dream  of,  114. 
Apollo,  the  god  of  poetry,  236. 
Apollo,  the  High-Priest  of,  to  a  rirgin 

of  Delphi.  80. 
Apricots,  the  *  Seed  of  the  Sun.'  394. 
Arab,   the   tyrant.    Al  Hassan,   (nde 

Lalla  Rookh,  the  Story  of  The  Fire- 
worshippers),  360.  et  uq. 
Arab  Maid,  the.  361.  393.  395. 
Arabia,  360, 361. 

Arabian  shepherd,  his  camel,  272. ». 
Ararat,  Mount,  361. 
ArchangeU.  466.  471. 48a 
Ariadne,  dsooe  so  named,  273. 
Ariel.  114.  487. 502. 
Aristippus,  to  a  Lamp  giren  by  Lais, 

66. 
Arm'd  with  hyaclnthine  rod  (Ode  xxxi. 

Anaereon),  25. 
Around  the  tomb,  O  bard  dirine  I  (An- 

thologia).  4& 
Arranmore  I  lored  Ammmore  I  213. 
Array  thee,  lore,  254. 
Art,  271. 
As  by  his  Lemnian  forge's  flame  (Ode 

XXVIII.  Anaereon),  23w 
As  by  the  shore,  at  break  of  day,  267. 
As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats,  245. 
Ask  not  if  stai  I  love,  313. 
As  late  I  sought  the  spangled  bowers 

(Ode  VI.  Anaereon),  la 
As  o'er  the  lake,  in  evening's  glow,  6C6. 
As  o'er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  maid,  264. 
As  once  a  Grecian  maiden  wove,  271. 


Aspasia,88. 

Aspen-tree,  the,  387. 

As  slow  our  ship.  197. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept,  208. 

Atalantis,  Island  of.  6ia 

Athens,  and  the  Sectaries  of  the  Garden. 

606.  607.    Alcipbron,  647.  668—680. 

Pyrrho,  143.  et,  teq.    The  mother  of 

art,  271. 
Athol,  Duke  of,  498.  n. 
Atkinson,  Joseph.  Epistif  to.  84.  Epistle 

from  Bermuda  to,  118.  Tribute  to  his 

memory,  491. 
At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  188. 
At  length  thy  golden  hours  have  wing'd 

their  flight  (Anthologia).  48. 
At  night,  when  all  is  still  around,  602. 
Attar  Gul,  or  (vulgarly)  Otto  of  Roses, 

897. 
Augustine  to  his  Sister,  246. 
Aurora  Borealis,  397. 
Aurungsebe,  Mogul  Emperor  of  Delhi, 

317.  385. 
Austrians,  their  entry  into  Naples,  463w 
Autumn  and  Spring,  240. 
Avenging  and  bright  fkll  the  swift  sword 

of  Erin,  187. 
Awake,  arise,  thy  light  is  come,  248. 
Awake  to  life,  my  sleeping  shell  (Ode 

LX.  Anaereon),  40. 
Away,  away,  ye  men  of  rules  (Ode  lii. 

Anaereon),  86. 
Awfiil  event,  535. 
Awhile  I  bloom'd  a  happy  flower  (Ode 

Lxxiii.  Anaereon),  44. 
Asim,  vi.  24.    See  Lalla  Rookh. 
Asor,  idols  of,  396. 
Asrael,  the  angel  of  death,  465. 
Aiure  of  the  Chinese  painting  of  porce- 
lain, 896.1s. 


B. 

Babylon,  251. 

Ball  and  Gala  described,  258.  Allusion  to 

Akoack's,  488.  See  WtltM,  kc,  et  pas- 

$im.    The  Romalka,  265. 
Ballads,  legendary,  289—310. 
Ballads,  miscellaneous,  289—310. 
Ballads,  occasional,  pauim. 
Bank,  coquetrytof  the,  with  Government, 

492.  Notes,  488. 
Bard,  the  Wandering,  211. 
Bards,  of,  8. 180.  236.  299.  306.  et  pat- 

Battle,  after  the,  182. 
Battle,  before  the,  181. 
Battle  eve,  song  of  the,  21 1 . 
Battle,  the  parting  before  the,  288. 
Beaujolals,  Count  de,  xlv. 
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Beauty  and  Song,  807. 

Beautf,  of,  124.  194.  909.  211.  225.  237. 

256.  278.  317.  ftc. 
Beckford,  To  Miu  Suian  (now  Dncheti 

of  Hamilton),  96. 
Bee.  the.  187.  235. 
B^old  the  tun,  how  bright.  247. 
Behold  the  young,  the  rosy  Spring  (Ode 

XLTi.  Anacreon),  32. 
Bellcre  me.  if  all  those  endearing  young 

charms,  179. 
Bell,  the  silver,  236. 
Benab  Hasche,  or  daughters  of  God,  467. 
Benshee,  or  Banshe,  superstition  of  the, 

177. 
Bermuda,  Farewell  to,  115.    Some  ac- 
count of  that  island,  1)8.  n. 
Big  Ben,  epistle  from  Tom  Crib  to, 

401. 
Bigotry,  Triumph  of,  544. 
Bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies.  The, 

242. 
Birthday,  my,  459. 
BLcthday,  the,  84. 

Bishops,  the  dance  of,  a  dream,  640. 
Blackmore,  Sir  Richard,  440. 
Blue  Lore  Song,  a,  534. 
Blue  Stocking,  the,  000-602. 
Boat  glee,  601. 
Bohlen,  Professor  Von,  his  translation 

into  German  of  the  **  Little  Man  and 

LitUe  Soul."  zxTiU. 
Bowl,  the,  174.  178.  189.  196.   It.  207. 

211.  214.  234,  235.  237.  279.  287.  &c. 
Bride  of  the  Vale,  the,  243. 
Brien  the  Brave,  173. 
Boston  Frigate,  To  the:  —  On  leaving 

Halifax  for  England,  131. 
Boy  of  the  Alps,  the,  800. 
Boy  sitting  on  the  lotus  flower,  212, 625. 
Boy  statesman,  the,  560. 
Boy  with  a  watch,  to  a,  51. 
Boyle  Farm,  the  scat  of  Lord  Henry 

Fitzgerald,  Summer  File  at,  xxxviii. 

252. 
Boyne,  river,  208. 
Box,  the  song  of  the,  SfW. 
Bright  l>e  thy  dreams,  230. 
Bright  moon,  that  high  in  heaven  art 

shining,  316. 
Brighton,  the  Pavilion  at,  399. 
Bring  hither,  bring  thy  lute.  2'>9. 
Bring  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flowers, 

693. 
Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither,  237. 
Brougham,  Lord,  404. 
Bruce,  James,  esq.,  the  traveller,  445. 
Brummel,  Beau,  162. 
Brunswick  Club,  the,  537. 
Brunswicliers,"    Incantation  from    the 

Tragedy  of  "  The,  529. 
Buchnria,    Abdalla,  king  of  (in  Lalla 

Rookh),  317.  385.  396,  397.  &c. 
Buds  of  roses,  virgin  flowers  (Ode  xnv. 

Anacreon),  31. 
Bull,  John,  489.    A  pastoral  ballad  by, 

513. 
Bunting,  Mr.  112.n.xxviii.xxx.xxxix.n. 
Bums.  Robert,  xxxvil.  216. 
But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  day,  245. 

(Stevenson.) 
Butterflies  denominated  ^fyf'n/^  leaves  in 

China,  393. 
Byron,  Lord,  his  love  of  music.xxxvi.  Is 

visited  by  Mr.  Moore  at  Venice,  xlvl. 

Dedication  to  him  of  Mr.  Moore's 


Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance,  427.  On 
his  auto-biography, 446.  Hit**  Heaven 
and  Earth,"  li. 
By  that  lake  whose  gloomy  shore,  185. 

C. 

Cage,  the  Love,  233. 

Call  the  Loves  around,  261. 

Cambridge  Election,  Ballad  for  the, 
497. 

Canadian  Boat-song,  127. 

Candahar,  393. 

Canonisation  of  the  Saint,  604. 

Canova,  his  Venere  Viodtrice,  xlvil. 

Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes, 
275. 

Calm  be  thy  sleep  as  inGuats*  slumbers, 
303. 

Cara,  to,  76. 

Care,  196. 

Case,  a  sad,  636. 

Cashmere,  nuptials  of  Lalla  Rookh  at, 
317.  "  Cashmere,  the  Vale  of,"  sung 
by  Feramors,  386.  The  lake  of,  and 
islets,  387.  n.  Mountain  portal  to  the 
lake,  387.  n.  Roses  of,  386.  The  Un- 
equalled Valley,  397.  Superstitions  of, 
397.  n.  A  holy  land,  397.  n.  The 
fountain  Timagh,  397,  n.  "  Though 
sunny  the  lake  of  cool  Cashmere,"  360. 

Castalia,  the  fountain,  281.  n. 

Castlereagh,  Lord,  satirised,  399. 402.  ft 
teq.  (See  The  Fudge  Family,  402.  et 
passim. )  His  departure  for  the  Conti- 
nent, 655,  556.  See  Satirical  Poemsi 
&c. 

Catholic  Question,  the,  622.  524.  ttc. 

Catholics,  the  Roman,  607.  696. 

Catullus,  82.  460. 

Caubul,  or  Caboul,  gardens  of,  894. 

Cecilia,  Saint.  538. 

C'cphalus  and  Procris,  282. 

Cores,  Ode  to  the  Goddess,  by  Sir 
Thomas  L.,  494. 

Ch.ibuk,  the,  39S. 

Chaldspans,  astronomical  notions  of  the 
ancient,  471.  n. 

Chantrpy,  Sir  Francis.  His  admiration 
of  Canova,  xlvil. 

Character,  a,  .Vk?. 

Charity,  Angel  of,  2-16.    (Handel.) 

Charles  X.,  king  of  France,  xlv. 

Chatsworth,  the  Derbyshire  ducal  man> 
sion  of,  xxxiv. 

Cherries,  a  conserve  in  the  East,  394. 

Cherries  the,  521 . 

Cherubim,  482. 

Child's  song :  I  have  a  garden  of  my 
own,  3(tt. 

China,  butterfly  of,  393. 

Chindara's  warbling  fount,  392. 

Chinese,  peculiar  porcelain  painting  of 
the,  306. 

Chinese  Bird  of  Royally,  the,  or  *  Fum,' 
309. 

Christ,  the  Saviour,  245.  247,  24S.  250. 

Ch  ristianlty,  and  the  Fathers,  612. 

Church  and  Sute,  433. 

Church  extension,  575.  Songs  of  the 
566. 

Circassian  slaves,  the,  255. 

Clare,  Earl  of,  xxxii. 

Cleopatra  of  Alexandria,  638. 

Clergy,  the  numbering  of  the,  a  Parody, 
535. 


QoS  and  Susan,  133. 

Cloe,  to.  imitated  fhim  Martial.  90. 

Cloris  and  Fanny,  67. 

Clouds,  summer,  476. 

Cocker  on  Churdi  Reform,  552. 

College  Exercises,  Fragments  oC  i 

Come,  chase  that  starting  tear  aws; 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  by  nigk 

by  day.  394. 
Come  not,  O  Lord,  in  the  dread  n 

splendour,  946. 
Come  o*er  the  sea,  maiden,  wldi  mt 
Come,  play  me  that  sfanple  ah  i 

606. 
Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph 

481. 
Come,   rest   in  this   hoso■l^  my 

stricken  deer,  195. 
Come,  send  rosmd  the  wine,  178k 
Come,  take  my  advice,  61&. 
Come,  take  the  harp ;  *tls  vain  to  i 

97. 
Come,  ye  disconsolate,  whcf»*ci 

languish,  248. 
Comet,  poetically  described.  CI. 

mad  Tory  and  the,  642. 
Common  Sense  and  Genius,  fSt. ' 
Conddenoe,  Epistle  of: — From  a  i 

Lord  to  a  Cottoo-Lord,  630. 
Connor,  Fhelim.  his  patriotic  Ft 

Letters,  408.  414.  424. 
Consultation,  the,  648. 
Cookery,  art  of  doaaetic ;  to  the 

rend ,  627. 

Coolburga,  or  KooOmrsa.  dty  < 

Deccan,  398. 
Com  Questicn,  the,  494.  SOI.  UL 
Corresponcipnce  between  a  Lad 

Gentleman  respecting  Law,  14 
Corruption,  an  Epistle,  by  an  IrisI 

132—138. 
Corry,  Mr.,  his  merit  as  an  aa 

comedian,    xlvtii.  45r».       To  . 

Corry,  esq.,  on  the  present  of  a 

strainer,  486. 
Cotton  and  Cora,  a  dialogue.  .vr3. 
Count  me,  on  the  summer  tree^ 

XIV.  Anacreon),  14. 
Country  Dance  and  QiudriUe.  i^ 
Court  Journal,  the,  VM. 
Cousins,  Country,  News  for,  yi. 
Crabbe,  the  Pi»et,  Verse*  oa  the 

stand  of,  461 . 
Crib,  Tom,  Epistle  fh>m.  to  Big 

401. 
Critias  o'  Athens,  his  verses  oa 

creon,  48.  n. 
Criticism,  the  genius  of,  490. 
Cross,  the,  an  emblem  of  future  1 

Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  619.  S¥. 

680. 
Crowe,  Rev.  William,  his  poetic 

xxxvi.  xxxix. 
Crown  of  virgin  martyrs,  poisoned 

n. 
Crystal  Hunters,  the,  231. 
Cupid  arm'd,  308. 
Cupid  once  upon  a  bed  (Ode  : 

Anacreon).  27. 
Cupid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  tb 

(Anacreontic),  45. 
Cupid,  poetical  allusions  tn.  45. 94 

224.  297.  312.  314.     Fide  Love. 
Cupid,  Sale  of,  by  Meleager,  310. 
Cupid's  I^ottery,  601. 
Curious  Fact,  a.  628. 


Corrin,  John  Philpot,  hit  pleasantry, 

XlT. 

Ovran,  Mist,  zxx. 


D. 

Sacro,  Ladj,  Ef^ogua  to  her  Tragedy 

orina.602. 
Pawainta,  the  Green  Moeque  at,  386.  m. 
Dan,  aom*  aocoont  of  the  late  dinner 

10.871. 
Daadlaa,  9M.  SS6. 
nanea,  the,  178. 911.  314.    The  Scandi. 

Bsrian  poetry,  440. 
Dante,  hi*  Inferno,  hnitation  of,  6S0. 

The  Dream  of  the  Two  Sisters,  609. 

Hfa  contrition  of  mind,  liii. 
DovM,  the  harp  of,  348. 
Dsridaon,  Locretia,  zxxiv. 
Dtory,  Sir  Homphrey,  bis  lamp,  4A7. 
Down  ia  breaking  o'er  us,  809. 
D0j.MS.S54. 
Dqr-^inMnaB,  tiie,  60S. 
Dootean*a  Isle : — Romance,  130. 
Door  Fanny,  S9S. 

harp  of  my  country  I  in  darkness  I 

bee,  196. 
?  Yea,  tho*  mine  no  more,  313. 
,  emblem  of,  619.    Opening  of  the 

Galea  of  ObliTion.  630.    The  upright 

bodiaa  in  caftaoomba,  631. 
Doath  and  the  dead,  allusions  to,  343. 

M7.  480. 698. 
Dobi,  National.  544. 
Dedoa  Pnetorian  prefect.  Orcns,  high 

prieat  of  Memphis,  to,  678. 
Delatorlan  Cohort,  the,  403. 
Ddhl.  risit  of  Abdalla  to  Aurungsebe 

ot.  S17.    Spleodoars  of  the  court  and 

dty.  318.    Mogul  emperors  of,  393. 


Delphi,  transport  of  laurel  to,  63.    The 

thrine.  307.    To  a  virgin  of,  80. 
Ddoge,  tablets  saved  by  Seth  from  the, 

48S. 
Delofe,  the,  Whiston's  notion  of  its 

being  caused  by  a  ccHuet,  657. 
Dena.  Doctor,  596.  599. 
Derbyshire,  Mr.  Moore's  residence  in, 

L 
Desmond's  Song,  and  tradition  relating 

to  that  chieftain,  308. 
Dcatlny,  the  Island  of,  313. 
Devil  among  the  Scholars,  the,  101. 
Dewan  Khafs,  built  by  Shah  Allum,  iU 

inscription.  394. «. 
DIalQgue,  a  recent,  563. 

Dkk .  a  character,  540. 

Dictionary,  Revolution  in  the,  headed 

by  Mr.  Gait,  533. 
Did  not.  54. 
Dissolution  of  the  Holy  Alliance;   a 

Dream,  438. 
Doctors,  the  Three,  499. 
Dodsworth.  Mr.  Roger  (tamo  1826),  497. 
Dooegall.  Mardiloness  of,  Letter  to, 

ai7.    Poetical  Epistle  from  Bermuda 

to  hor  Ladyship,  109.    Dedication  to, 

173. 
Donkey  and  Panniers,  506. 
Doat  thou  rem«nber,  836. 
Dove,  the.  946. 

Dove  of  Mahomet,  the.  479. 604. 
Drama,  Sketch  of  the  First  Act  of  a  new 

Booiantlc.  567. 
Dfoam  of  Hindostoo,  a,  586. 
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Dream  of  Home,  the,  303. 

Dream  of  the  Two  Sisters,  firom  Dante, 

605. 
Dream  of  those  days,  the,  315. 
Dream  of  Turtle,  5y  5i>  W.  Curtitt  505. 
Dream,  Sir  Andrew's,  533. 
Dream,  the  Limbo,  ftc,  519. 
Dreaming  for  ever,  vainly  dreaming,  316. 
Dreams,  poetical  mention  of,  58.  930. 

335.  337.  540. 
Drinking  Songs,  &c.,  174. 177, 178. 189. 

907.311.  314.  &c. 
Drink  of  this  cup,  303. 
Drink  of  this  cop,  Osiris  sips,  635. 
Drink  to  her,  who  long,  180. 
Druids,  and  Druidical  superstitions,  313, 

313. 
Duigenan,  Doctor,  xxxiii. 
Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass.  The, 

554. 


East,  poetical  romances  of  the  (Lalla 
Rookh),  319.  385—398. 

Eblls,  the  evil  spirit.  323.  469. 

Echo,  304.  236.  259.  323.  485. 

Echoes,  New-fashioned,  538. 

Eden,  some  allusions  to,  313,  314. 336. 
466.471. 

Egerton,  Lord  Francis,  353. 

Egypt's  dark  sea,  344.  The  desolation 
of,  345. 

Egyptians,  the  ancient ;  of  the  counte> 
nance  of  the  women,  613.  «.  Their 
hieroglyphics,  535. 

Eldon,  Lord  Chancellor,  conservative 
tears  of,  498.  516.  Nightcap  of,  501. 
A  wixard,  503.  His  hat  and  wig,  510. 
His  Lordship  on  the  Umbrella  Ques- 
tion, 513.  His  conscientious  conserv- 
atism (ttfUr  Horace,  Ode  xxii.  lib.  L), 
166.    His  wig.  165. 

Eloquence,  401. 

Emmett,  Robert ;  his  eloquence,  xzix. 
His  enthusiasm,  xxx.  His  offence, 
xxxii. 

Emmett,  Thomas  Addis,  xxx. 

Enchanted  tree,  the,  650. 

Enigma.  515. 

Epicure's  dream,  400.  • 

Epicurean,  the,  606. 

Epicureans,  busts  of  the  most  celebrated 
philosophers  of  their  sect  at  Athens, 
608. 

Epicurus,  98.  1 14.  608.  ftc. 

Epigrams,  by  Mr.  Moore,  83.  164,  165. 
171.486. 

Epigrams  of  the  Anthologia  in  praise  of 
Anacreon,  46 — 48. 

Epilogue,  occasional,  spoken  by  Mr. 
Corry  in  the  character  of  Vapid,  after 
the  play  of  the  Dramatist,  at  the  Kil- 
kenny  theatre,  456.  To  the  tragedy 
of  Ina,602. 

Erasmus  on  earth,  to  Cicero  in  the 
shades ',  an  Epistle,  554. 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  179. 

Erin !  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine 
eyes,  173. 

Erin,  poetical  allusions  to,  194, 195.  208L 
311.215. 

Erin,  some  political  allusions  to,  513. 
Sfe  Ireland,  et  pauim. 

Essex,  the  late  Earl  of,  xxxviii. 

Eternal  life,  ancient  belief  of  an,  619. 
633.627. 
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Eve,  the  second  Angel  describes  her, 
471.  Alluded  to  by  the  thhrd  Angel, 
484. 

Eveleen's  bower,  177. 

Evenings  in  Greece.— First  Evening, 
863.    Second  Evening,  270. 

Ex-t-r,  Henry  of;  to  John  of  Tuam,  567. 

Exeter  Hall,  the  Reverends  of,  596.  599. 

Exquisites,  353.  357. 

Exile,  the,  303. 

Exthiguishers,  the,  436. 


F. 

Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance,  438. 
Fadladeen,  great  Nasir  of  the  Haram 

(in  Lalla  Rookh),  hU  vanity,  319.  et 

ieq.  385,  386.     His   criticUms,  847. 

856.  896.    His  recanUtion,  398. 
Fairest  I  put  on  awhile,  306. 
Fairy  boat,  the,  376. 
Faith,  847.  349. 

Fall'n  is  thy  throne,  O  Israel  I  843. 
Family-way,  AU  in  the ;  a  pastoral,  49& 
Fancy,  459. 

Fancy,  prismatic  dyes  of,  443. 
Fancy,  various  allusloos  to,  95. 108. 356. 
Fancy  Fair,  the,  803. 
Fanny,  dearest !  459. 
Farce,  the  triumphs  of,  576. 
Fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one,  335. 
Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  maid  (Ode 

Lxxii.  Anacreon),  44. 
Farewell  I  —but  whenever  you  welcome 

the  hour,  191. 
Farewell,  Theresa,  334. 
Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee,  839. 
Feramon  and  the  Princess,  319. 349. 357. 

359.  385.     His  song,  386.     IHnoue. 

ment  of  the  fiction  of  his  disguise,  398. 
Ferdinand  VII.,  Ode  to  King,  510. 
Fftte,  the,  at  Boyle  Farm,  853.     See 

Summer  F6te. 
FID,  me,  boy,  as  deep  a  draught  (Ode 

uui.  Anacreon),  41. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair,  196. 
Fin  M'Cumhai,  the  Finians,  and  FIngal, 

314. 
Fionnuala,  the  Song  of,  178. 
Fire-fly,  To  the,  119. 
Fire-flies,  109.  314.  401.  4N0. 
Fire-worship  of  Persia  and  the  East, 

359.    The  persecuted  Ghebers,  359. 

Story,"  The  Fire-worshippcrs,*'359— 

385.     Vide  Lalla  Rookh. 
Fitagerald,  the  late  Lord  Henry,  863. 
Fleetly  o'er  the  moonlight  snows,  317. 
Flow  on,  thou  shining  river,  234. 
Flowers,  the  language  of,  309. 
Fly  and  the  bullock,  the,  433. 
Fly  from  the  world,  O  Betsy !  to  me.  69. 
Fly  not  thus,  my  brow  of  snow  (Ode  u. 

Anacreon),  34. 
Fly  not  yet,  'tis  Just  the  hour,  174. 
Fly  swift,  my  light  gaielle,  309. 
Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me,  395. 
Flying  fish,  to  the,  107. 
Follies,  the  book  of, — an  album,  68. 
Fontenelle,  M.,  consistency  of.  459. 
Fool's  Paradise:  Dream  the  First,  550. 
For  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless 

deep,  800. 
Forbes,  Lady  Adelaide,  portrait  of.  93. 

xlv. 
Forbes,   to  Lord ;  fitim   the  city  of 
Washington,  119. 
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Fnrm  noc  the  field  where  they  perished. 

Formnu.  UUnd  nf.  444. 

|-'ortun«- Teller .  Che.  «Q. 

Fo«,  KlRht  Hon.  Charles  James,  1G6. 

Fravment,  a.  111.91. 

FraffmenC  of  a  Chararter,  4^7. 

Frretiiim.  SM.  «3.  VM. 

Friend,  oo  the  death  of  a.  44^*1.  4*10. 

Frirndt.  tm  leaTtnic  some.  '.*\ 

Frlendahlp.  a  temple  tit.  'iJ3. 

Fnendthip  and  I^nre.  'i4'>. 

From  dread  I^iiradla's  frowning  iteep 
(Anacreontlr).  4ft. 

Frun  the  land  bejtmd  the  tea.  ISA. 

From  thU  hour  the  plettfre  U  (rivm.  Sl.%. 

Fruit,  varieties  of  eastern.  .T«.1. 

Fudge  Family  In  Parts,  the.  4i'9. 

FudiTPs.  the.  In  F.njtland,  being  a  Sequel 
ti»  the  ••  Fudge  Family  In  Paris,"  Ml. 

Fudge,  Phil.,  esq.,  hi*  polliiral  conduct 
and  prmeMmmt,  4«»1— 437.  His  Poetical 
I^etlerloLordi'— st-.r_gh.404.  To 
Tin.  Fudge,  esq..  411.  To  Visniunt 
C  St  r  gh.  4iM.  His  Journal,  ad- 
dressed to  Lord  C.  419. 

Fudge.  Mr.  Bob.  his  Letters  to  Richard 

.  esq.,   406.  41<i.     To  the  Ker. 

Mortimer  O' Mulligan.  !VM. 

Fudge,  Miss  Biddy,  her  Poetical  Letters 

from  Paris  to  Miss  Dorothy ,  of 

Clunkllty  In  IreUnd.  40S.  409.  Sre 
min  4».  4iA.  Ml.  .M2. 

Fwlge.  Miss  Fanny's  Epistles.  3KA.  593. 
Hn-  uncle's  bequest.  600. 

*«*  Sft  Cimnor.  WBranigan^  and 
O'ilmUitmm,  m  tki$  imdtjr. 

Fum  and  Hun,  the  two  Birds  of  Roy- 
alty, 399. 

n. 

f  iaily  smimU  thr  ra*t,inrt,  'j'Jlt. 

(•Alt,  Mr.,  and  the  Du'tiutiaiy.  .'J'i. 

tUUxy.  or  Milky  Way.  l<Nt. 

(iaiiKt'k.  I'luc  rtirmit  o(  th<\  .T.M. 

(Urdi'n.  the  drroin  nf  thr.  t'rfiT.  0<>J.  G^i. 
Ffttival  of  th«>.  dN. 

(;.url  and  Ma;iini.  I^i. 

CasrI,  liy  .\tKl4iUI1,  I.S.S. 

(;aii*lle.  the.  -JM. 

(rt'nius.  |M»«>tlral  .illii<i(inii  tn.  2'2A. 

Onuit  and  rritii'iHin.  I'jl. 

(Iet>rge  III.,  King,  I'il.  rt  panshn. 

(H'jrge  IV.  (Priiirr  Ut'jCfiU.  uikI  King). 
Sff  Intern'ptfd  Li-ttrr<,  11'.).  ir>0.  Pa- 
rody of  a  celebrattHl  Lcttor .  1  (U .  The 
Prince's  Plume.  \(a.  Ich  Dicn.  Ifn. 
The  Old  Yellow  Chariot.  \M.  The 
PrlTy  Purse,  164.  King  Crack  and 
his  Idols,  164.  Prince  of  Wal.'fc's  Fca- 
thers.  161.  401.  The  Prince's  Day. 
IH4.    Bird  of  Royalty,  nil.  31<9. 

r.eorglan  Maid,  the,  39.S. 

(ieramb.  Baron,  and  mnstachios,  IG3. 

Chnber,  the.  364.  et  trq. 

(ihost  Story,  a,  564. 

GlTe  me  the  harp  of  epic  song  (Ode  11. 
Anacreon),  9. 

r.lees,  set  of,  V7—VQ. 

Gnomes,  doctrine  of,  476. 

Go  forth  to  the  mount,  Vt\ . 

Go,  let  me  weep,  there's  bliss  in  tears, 
244. 

Go  now,  and  dream,  2M. 

Go.  then  !  tls  Tain  to  hover,  231. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee,  17*2. 


GondoUi  ao4  foodollm,  SS.  SI.  09. 


fkKMe  of  the  river  Nile.  69. 

Girremment.  financial,  491. 

Grammont.  Count  de.  100. 

Grattan.  uo  the  death  of.  XM. 

Grecian  girl's  dream  of  the  Uetsed 
Islands :  to  her  h>Ter.  W. 

Grecian  Maiden,  the  —  Song.  171. 

Grecian  Youth,  the.  S7M.  rt  $rq. 

Grrece.  isle*  nf.  IfiA.  W3.  Zcan  maldi. 
3.  ft  trq.  Allusions  to  Greeee  In  Lal> 
la  Roiikh.  a:tl.  el  teq.  Evenings  In 
Grrece ;  —  First  Rvening,  Zea.  K3. 
Second  Kvening,  170. 

Greek  Ode.  prefiaed  to  the  Translatloa 
of  Anacreon.  1.  <!orrectiaos  of  this 
Ode  by  an  eminent  Scholar.  3. 

Greeks,  The  group  that  Ut«  In  garb  oi; 
359.    SfrVA. 

Grenada,  the  young  muleteers  of,  991 . 

Guess,  guess ;  —  the  lady  of  my  love, 
314. 

Guidl.  sonnet  by.  with  a  translatioo,  19. 
«..  m.  Ode  by  Guidl  on  the  Arca- 
dians, xlvll. 

Guitar  of  India,  the  Syrinda.  »4. 

Gull  language.  transUitlon  from  the,  544. 

Gulliver.  Captain  Lemuel.  491. 

Gun.  The  Evening.  V&. 

Gynaracracy.  propoaals  for  a,  537. 

H. 

Hafli,  the  poet,  396.  a. 

Halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean.  The.  305. 

Haram,  Jthanghir's.  3n7.  The  Light 
of  the  Haram.  3mn. 

Hark  !  the  ves|ier  hymn  is  stealing.  196. 

Hark  :  'tit  the  brecse  of  twilight  call- 
iiiK.  'i'^O. 

Harmony,  the  gi'niui  of.  77. 

Il.inmn-al-l{a.*hi(i  thi*  C.iliph,  3<6. 

Ilarji.  cert.iin  nf  thr  |MN'tical  alliisionft  to 
that  iixtruracnt.  60.  !'.'*'».  'J04. '211.  'Jl3. 
'J-J7.  •J4H, 

Harp  of  my  country  !  in  darkneis  I 
fuund  thn>,  1%. 

ILirp.  thi'  origin  of  the.  Wi. 

Harp,  rari'mcll  to  the,  \xxiv. 

Harp  that  once  thrungli  Tara's  halls. 
The.  171. 

llarut  and  Manit.  the  Angeli.  iCA. 

Han  Korrow  thy  young  days  sh.idctl,  19'2. 

Ilaftsan.  Al,  the  Prophet  Chief  of  .\ra- 
iiia,  361.  370.  372.  Scr  Story  of  the 
Fire-worshippers.  VG.  rt  tcq. 

Ha«tc  thee,  nymph,  whose  well-aimed 
s|M-ar  (Ode  LXiv.  Anacreon),  42. 

HastingA.  Marquis  of  (Earl  Moira),  and 
visit  to  his  mansion  at  Donington, 
xlv.  1»(.  His  library,  xlv.  Dedi- 
cation to  Francis  Earl  of  Moira.  104. 

Hat,  (Me  to  a.  .ViO. 
j  Hat  rfritw  Wig,  ."ilO. 
I  Have  you  not  se«o  the  timid  tear.  .VS. 
I  He  who  instructs  the  youthful  crew. 
(Ode  Lvi.  Anacreon),  37. 

Headfort,  Marchioness  of,  Dedlcatiou 
to,  222. 

Hear  me  but  once,  while  o'er  the  grave, 
230. 

Heard,    Sir  Isaac,    and   the  Peerage, 

.soo. 

Heart  and  lute.  My,  29S. 

Heart  to  rest.  No,  leave  my,  236. 
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HjMBD,  poetical  alliuloiM  to,  S3S. 
^■n  of  a  Vlrfin  of  Delphi,  at  the 

Tonb  of  her  Mother,  es. 
Hjpafboccan,  Mog  of  a,  307. 


I. 

not  fbr  the  idle  itate  (Ode  nii. 
0.11. 

I  draamt  that  in  the  Paphian  froret.  80. 
I  had,  tatt  niffht,  a  dream  of  thee.  478. 
1  fsar  that  lore  dlstorba  my  rest  ( Ana- 

craootSc),  45. 
I  fcoBd  her  not.— the  chamber  teem'd, 

n. 

I  know  that  heaven  hath  tent  me  here 

(Ode  XL.  Anacreon),  30. 
I  kaofw  thoQ  lov'tt  a  brimming  meaiure 

(AnacreontlcX  45. 
I  •ftcn  wiah  thli  languid  Ijre  (Ode  zxiil 

Aucrton).Sl. 
I  praj  thee,  b7  the  godt  abore!  (Ode 

EK.  Anacreon),  11. 
I  praj  yon,  let  oc  roam  no  more.  113. 
I MW.  from  jooder  silent  care.  SC7. 
I MV  from  the  beach,  when  the  morning 

vaa  iblning,  195. 
I  WKm  the  noon  rise  clear,  S93L 
1  intr  the  smiling  bard  of  pleasure, 

(Ode  I.  Anacreon).  & 
I  intr  thj  form  in  youthflol  prime.  185. 
I  mM  along  the  flowery  bank,  116. 
I  thought  this  heart  enkindled  lay,  63. 
rv»  a  secret  to  tell  thee,  212. 
IwOU  I  wfll,  the  conflict's  past  (Ode 

zm.  Anacreon),  13. 
I  «Wi  I  was  by  that  dim  lake.  309. 
||ntha»S51.    Before  her  glass,  2.V3w 
ni  ■oom  the  hopes  that  leave  me. 


liob  fai  the  house  of  Asor.  XA.     Of 
Kfii«  Crack.  161    Of  Jaghemaut.  319. 

V  hoarded  gold  possess'd  the  power 
(Ode  XXSTI.  Anacreon).  98. 

If  I  swear  bf  that  eye.  you'll  allow,  51 . 
V I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear.  115. 

V  In  knring,  singing,  night  and  day,  338. 
tfthoultbemfaie.  199. 

tf  thou  vouldst  have  me  dng  and  play, 

SM. 
IT  to  ■«•  thee  be  to  love  thee,  361 . 
Ill  ODwns :  —  Young  Kitty,  &c.,  181. 
inaglnation,  SS6. 

taltatlon,  from  the  French,  461.    See 
fltoe  Anthologia,  Horace,  kc. 

r,  stars  the  beacons  of,  640. 
1,61.95.  130.171. 
Ib  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  sword,  313. 
Ib  the  morning  of  life,  197. 
h  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies,  61 
bm,  by  Lady  Dacre,  €03. 
I,  an,  505. 
r,«0. 

ladla,  poetical  allusions  to,  317.  385. 
m,  394.  ei  ieq. 
boat,  the,  384. 
maid,  the  young,  301 
tree,  the,  463. 
the  poet's,  461. 
Song  of.  313. 
isle  of.  306. 
of  the  Pliers ;  a  Dream. 


Despatch.  Dlabolo's,  49<l. 
Letters,  the,  of  the  Two. 
PMt-bag,  1«,  Ac. 


Intolerance,  a  Satire :  .\ccount  of"  Cor- 
ruption  "  and  *'  Intolerance.'*  Set 
XXV.  Preface  to  Intolerance  and  Cor- 
ruption, 132, 133.    The  Satire,  143. 

Invisible  Girl,  the,  71. 

Invitation  to  dinner ;  addressed  to  Lord 
Lansdowne,  461. 

Iran,  Land  of,  394.  See  LalU  Rookh, 
pauim. 

Ireland,  and  her  naticmal  music,  xxtx. 
xxxiv. 

Ireland ;  certain  traditions  and  romances 
respecting.  173. 178. 1H5.  187. 188. 190. 
303.  308.  309.  311,  313,  313,  314. 

Ireland,  politics  and  political  sensibility 
of  the  kingdom  of  \$ee  the  Fudge  Fa- 
mily), 403—437.  583.  The  penal  code 
498.  The  outbreak  of  1798.  xxi.  ei 
»eq.  Romanism  in,  573.  Thoughts 
on  the  present  government  of  (1838), 
518. 

Irish  antiquities.  637. 

Irish  bed  of  roses,  an,  171.  n. 

Irishman,  Satires,  Ike,  addressed  to  an 
Englishman  by  an,  133—143. 

Irish  Melodies,  173.  Dedication  to  the 
Marchioness  Dowager  of  Donegall. 
173.  Preface,  173.  The  Melodies,  173. 
333.  Advertisements  to  the  first  and 
second  Nos..  316. ;  to  the  third,  316. 
Letter  on  Irish  music.  317.  Adver- 
tisements to  the  fourth,  fifth,  sixth, 
and  seventh  Nos..  320—233.  Dedica- 
tion to  the  Marchioness  of  Headfon, 
333.    See  National  Airs.  333.  el  $eq. 

Irish  Peasant  to  his  Mistress,  183. 

Irish  Slave,  the.  509. 

Irving,  Washington,  1.  308. 

Is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
351.(Hayda) 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind  ?  54. 

Israfil,  the  angel  of  Music,  395.  465. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 
183. 


Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  the  author's  visit 
to  Craig  Crook,  xxxvii. 

Jehan  Gheer,  or  Jehanguire,  P.mperor 
of  Delhi  and  llindostan,  3h7.  His 
palace,  393.  a.  His  early  name  of 
Selim,  390.    His  bride.  393.  396. 

Jerome's  love  (St.).  343.  St.  Jerome's 
first  visit  on  earth,  546.  His  second 
viiit,  547. 

Jerusalem,  the  holy  city  of,  343. 

Jessica,  joung,  397. 

Juhnson,  Dr.  Samuel,  on  Mallrt.  A!M.  n. 

Joy  alone  be  rempmbentl  now,  3UN. 

Joys  of  youth,  how  fiittlng  t  339. 

Juan,  I>on,  166. 

Jubal's  sh«  II,  alliidrd  (•>.  3.^4. 

Jiiiiicment  Day,  ami  a  ■iip|ii««r«l  wlml 
fWtm  Syria  Daniairrna  to  aiinnuiuv 
it.  397.  a. 

Jmiirmpnl,  thii  day  of.  VI7. 

Julia,  to,  in  alliialiMi  In  iiitnii  lMil«rva1 
critlrikmt.  us.     Mitik   mv  no  iitine 
with    Ijiitp's    liriiMlilii|    «lii  «Ht.    M 
ThiiUfh   I'nti'.  \\s\    pht.  mil   IthI  ut 
part.  M,    tilt  lu>i  llhlh  iIm. '«*      I'l* 
Julia,  «p«'|«hip.  ^■      It^i  iintUtii  t .  Mt 
Klrftiir  NUlitm.  ■M)«|««»*ril  lit  tw  «l(l 
Ira  li)  JiilU.  on  iIm>  tUiMh  i«i  hii  Im«* 

IllPt,    III        I    MIt    Ihi*   |*f4««Ht*l    ImMHI 

iinkiiMi,  MV     itiN%|Milht  Id 


^ 


Jurmile  Fofnaa.  €1^— im. 
**  the  late  Tb«anw  lJtzkL*'4!i 
catioB  to  Joscfih  ATJ^mswi  Ea^.  U^ 


Rathlfvn.  IK. 

Keder  Khan  ei  Tmtistm.  UfL 

Kenmare.  Earl  <<  ML 

Kevin.  Saiat.  tmiiooa.  1«^ 

Khorassan.  the  VeiWd  Prefect  eC  W 
— M7. 

Kilkenny  amateur  acton,  taknt  of  ih«. 
xlviii.  353.  Extract  from  a  Pro- 
logue. Ac.  356. 

Klllamey,  lakes  and  tnditMBS  «C  90SL 
306. 

King,  Lord,  an  ExpostnlatioD  to.  ISA. 

Kishma,  wine  of.  394. 

Kis«,the,6l.1ll. 

Kublai  Khan.  394. 

L. 

Labyrinth,  hi  Egypt,  634.  u, 

Lahore,  description  of  the  dty  oC  and 
the  midland  diUricts  of  India.  35A,  He 

Lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp,  108. 

Lake  of  the  Temples.  608. 

Lalla  Rookh.  an  Eastern  Romance; 
history  of  this  poem,  xzxtx.  et  sry . 
Representation  of  It  as  a  dramatic 
pageant  of  the  Chilean  Royal.  Ber- 
lin, In  1833.  when  the  emperor  and 
empress  of  Russia  personated  Alirls 
and  LalU  Rookh,  xliii.  ••  The 
veiled  prophet  of  Khorassan,"  330— 
347.  The  criticisms  by  Fadladeen 
on  this  story,  347.  Paradise  and  the 
Peri,  350.  Fadladeen  renews  his  cri- 
ticism. 356.  The  Fire-worshippers, 
3.'W~385.  The  Light  of  the  Haram. 
386.  Design  of  this  poetic  under, 
taking  related,  xxi.  I. 

Lama,  the  Little  Grand.  434. 

Lansdowne,  Ixird,  Invitation,  to  dinner, 
addrpssed  to,  461 . 

Lawrence,    Dr.,    friend    of    Edmund 
Durke ;  hit  Irtlcr  to  Dr.  Hume  re- 
s|iecting  the  version  uf  Anacreon  by 
Mr.  MiMire,  x\. 
Mf  his  swi>nl  by  his  side,  314. 
.eaf  and  the  Ftniiitaln,  a  balUd,  381. 
earning,  mm. 
«pluinoii,  Mount,  349. 
.rgacy.  the,  ITii. 
.eila's  lulp.  MM. 
.rs  hiimniei  atitumatet,  553. 
.rftMa.  to.  4iii). 

.etlila  hath  a  limmlng  eye,  185. 
.11   Kiln  remnnlirr  the  dA)i  of  old, 
I7H 

.et  me  reaign  this   wrelrhrd  biealh 
(  \iiai*rr«iiilk-V  15, 

.rl'i  Ukr  (hU  norld  as   s«inie    wide 
•iTiii'.  AH 

r(  tu   dialii  the  Hniat'd  howl  ((Me 
«\\«ili     Iimm'imnO.  ni 
.rtH'4>tU.  Ii-a«'«»*l*  «•(.  '<^*t 
rii'v  ami  m«i»*  hrf,  (lie.  W|. 
lU-l.  »«'*M>iil.  Mir 
ib^itn.  nw   IU>^  314.  3I.V  33.V  ffit.  3«7. 

Ml* 

ltwi|«,  lhi>  Ti*ivhitr,  491. 
iiv  ti  waiiliigi,  I  lit  ih4  Bay  thai,  W, 
iiv  u  all  t  hn(tter'd  with  ideasutea 
nMea,  1*7. 


Lmor.  Itit,  MO.  IM.  BM.  M.H.)  tn. 


rd  ADgia'it»ti)rT,4Bl 


Utanll,  lick.  Wt. 


rd  ISItOb).  umunt 


M>«1f  Mirror.  11»,  m. 

UahamM,  nllslgo  uf  Iik  LiUa  BooUi), 


phiEj,  tn.    TbB  (UDllUii  dms  ■ 
MDbanwUDi.bidlBfolltia.W.UT.tl 


Mttr!  1  WLei'd  UiH  tn 
Muheoi,  He.  ChirlH,  i 


!  A  KnUacl  :  Gin  —  Huih.  Hull. 
Lore.  OQ«  itiiDoi«r  ere.  wu  itnylnf , 

La^v-knott.  who'll  buf  my,  339, 


LdTH  IDlt  TIlDE.  S 


Uonor)',  poMlcnl  dluilolu  10. 3».  t». 
Mamphii.  ou  tba  NUs.  Bit.  i  HcrM  oil- 
Mamgc.  AnKreoBttt  In  Oreek  bj,  wUb 
<u.dlf°r'KhDruwi.a»). 


»(Oda 


Miguel.  Don.  Ode  to.  ill. 
lulDg.  *!W. 


Mlnilnl  But.  Uic.  IM. 
Mlflma'*  eonc.  W4. 
UlMniBMtu  Pooh,  4M  4M. « 
HlKhlnf.  ttiemhu  on.  tf  bat  I 


Uunrpdntlar.  DtilHi«f,i 


^ 


Vooa,  tbubltb  IB  btn^i 

M«n,Mt>..»xL  TQMri 
Moan,  u  Miu.  ftan  Km 


MuTDliMI  FoU.  Uir.  »L 
MnrrU.  (U|iL.  bU  um.  ~  Mf  It 

MhcKu,  hU  lira  I4I.  ^hML 

Spr]u.  On,  MA 
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fioiif  to  hit  bUen  fortaiiet,  162. 165. 

487.609. 
Ifalal  Genios,  the,  a  Dream:  to , 

the  mornhtg  of  her  birthday*  60. 
MatSooal  Airt,  933,  Sec. 
Kadonal  Muic,  a  Melologoe  upon, 


Natore't  Labdi,  a  fhifment,  56. 
Nagr»  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear,  87. 
Kaf  ,  look  not  there,  my  love,  477. 
Naft  tempi  me  not  to  love  agidn,  119. 
1I«B,  Odes  to:  — Written  at  Bermuda, 

IIS-US. 
Mecropolit,  and  lake  near  Memphis, 

617.  a  uq. 
nets  and  Cages.  933. 
Ne'er  aik  the  hour,  what  is  it  to  us  ? 

901. 
Ke'er  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools. 


Merer  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 
60. 

MlgfaC  Dance,  the,  913. 

lligfat-thonght,a,81. 

MIyhtingales,  song  of,  996.  303.  307. 
»7. 

Nights,  such  as  Eden*s  calm  recall,  2S9. 

Nile,  river,  637 ;  the  Isle  of  Gardens,  or 
""Antirrhodus,  near  Alexandria,  626. 

Nile,naTigationof  the,615, 636. 639. 641. 

NUe,  nymphs  of  the,  641 . 

NOe.  the  Garden  of  the,  393.  Sources 
of  the  river,  445. 

No  life  is  like  the  moontahieer's,  273. 

No.  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  num- 
bers, 199. 

Noble  and  illostrioos  authors,  695.  529. 

Nooaense,  83. 

Nora  Creina,  185. 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come, 
314. 

Nouijehan,  **  the  Light  of  the  World," 

gov.  IB. 

Nourmahal,  the  light  of  the  Haram, 
aS6.  888,  389.  Her  spells,  390.  Her 
sleep,  391.  She  is  regretted  by  Selim, 
361.  Her  disguise,  394,  395.  The 
Georgian  maid's  song,  394.  Suc- 
ceeded by  that  of  Nourmahal  herself, 
195.    Her  reconciliation  with  Selim, 


Now  Neptune's  month  our  sky  deforms 
(Ode  LXTin.  Anacreon),  43. 

Now  the  star  of  day  is  high  (Ode  xnii. 
Anacreon),  18. 

Nymph  of  a  fUr  but  erring  line,  350. 

Nymphs  of  the  NUe,  641. 

O. 

0*Branlgan,  Larry,  to  his  wife  Judy, 

588.  696.    To  Murtagh  O'Mulligao, 

561. 
O'Connell,  his  election  for  Clare,  523. 
O'Connor,  Arthur,  Esq.,  xxx. 
O'Donohue's  Mistress,  903. 
O'Keefe's  song  for  the  character  of 

Spado,  xxxTiii. 
O'Mulligan,  Mortimer,  hU  epistle  (Hde 

*'  Fudge  Family  In  England").  698. 
O^uark,  Prince  of  Brefbd,  the  song  of, 

190. 
ObUTion,  the  fabled  gates  of,  690. 
Obeenre  when  mother  earth  is  dry  (Ode 

XXI.  Anacreon),  90. 
Ofk,  In  the  stflly  night.  996. 


Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow  pale, 
934. 

Oh  1  Abyssinian  tree,  650. 

Oh !  breathe  not  his  name,  173. 

Oh  I   banquet   not   in   those    shhiing 

bowers,  204. 
Oh  I  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the 

bowers,  180. 
Oh  I  but  to  see  that  head  recline,  469. 
Oh  1  call  it  by  some  better  name,  290. 
Oh  I  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets,  296. 
Oh  1  could  we  do  with  this  world  of 

ours !  214. 
Oh  I  days  of  youth  and  Joy,  231. 
Oh.  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest.  306. 
Oh  !  doubt  me  not,— the  season,  191. 
Oh  fair !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dove, 

246. 
Oh  for  the  swords  of  former  time  I  201. 
Oh,  guard  our  allbctlon,  237. 
Oh  1  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of 

our  own,  190. 
Oh  1  hint  to  the  bard,  'tis  retirement 

alone,  1. 
Oh  t  idol  of  my  dreams !  475. 
Oh  !  Love,  Religion,  Music,  all,  483. 
Oh,  Memory,  how  coldly,  2H8. 
Oh,  no  I  not  eT*n  when  first  we  lor'd, 

227. 
Oh,  say !  thou  best  and  brightest,  239. 
Oh,  soon  rojtum,  295. 
Oh  stranger  I  if  Anacreon's  shell  (An- 

thologU),  47. 
Oh !  teach  me  to  love  thee,  247. 
Oh  !  the  sight  entrancing,  205. 
Oh  !  think  not  my  spiriU  are  always  as 

Ught,  174. 
Oh  think,  when  a  hero  is  sighing,  601. 
Oh  thou  I  of  all  creation  blest  (Ode 

xxxiT.  Anacreon),  27. 
Oh  1  thou  who  dry'st  the  mourner's 

tear,  243. 
Oh,  tidings  of  freedom  I  Oh  accents  of 

hope,  524. 
Oh  I  where  art  thou  dreaming  ?  259. 
Oh  I  Where's  the  slave  so  lowly,  194. 
Oh  woman,  if  through  sinful  wile,  83. 
Oh,  ye  dead  1  903. 
Olden  time.  The  Song  of  the,  299. 
Olympus,  latest  accounts  from,  576. 
One  dear  smile,  295. 
On  one  of  those  sweet  nights  that  oft, 

259. 
Once  in  each  rerolring  year  (Ode  xxr. 

Anacreon),  22. 
One  bumper  at  parting,  189. 
One  day  the  Muses  twined  the  hands 

(Ode  XX.  Anacreon),  19. 
Oppression,  memory  and  record  of,  935. 
Orangemen  of  Ireland,  their  Petitioo, 

609. 
Orcus,  the  heathen  priest,  665.  678. 
Orcus,  High  Priest,  to  the  Prefect  De- 

dus,  678. 
Origen,  649.  668. 
Ormusd.  of  the  ancient  Persians,  and 

his  angels,  466. 
Osiris,  or  Serapis,  626. 
Ossian,  allusions  to,  214.  2I& 
Ossian,  fragments  in  Imitation  of,  xxx. 
Our  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy,  266. 


P. 

Paddy's  Metamorphosis,  662. 
Pahiting,  109.  971.  816. 447. 


Palestine  and  the  river  Jordan,  354. 

Paradise  and  the  Peri,  350-366.  Criti- 
dsms  of  Fadbtdeen  on  this  romance, 
356. 

Paradise,  of  Epicurus,  625.  Of  BCaho- 
met,470. 

Parallel,  the,  202. 

Parliament,  the  recess  of,  a  hymn,  495. 
Occasional  Address,  for  the  opening 
of  the  New  Theatre  of  St.  Stephen 
(Not.  24.  1812.),  168.  Satirical  no- 
tice of  some  Members  of  the  H.  of 
Lords,  526—634.  639.  641.  Report  of 
Speeches  relative  to  Maynooth  col- 
lege, 669.  Exhibition  of  models  of 
the  two  Houses  of,  669. 

Passion,  260.  290.  316. 

Patrick's  Purgatory,  and  mystic  lake  in 
Donegall,  209. 

Patrons  and  Puflk,  ke.,  677. 

Paul  the  Silentlary,  111.310,  311. 

Peace,  666. 

Peace  and  glory,  86. 

Peace  be  around  thee,  228. 

Peace  to  the  slumberers !  232. 

Peace  I  Peace  to  him  that's  gone,  298. 

Pearls,  1 14.  236. 476.  Mythos  as  to  their 
production,  394.  n. 

Pearls,  Irish,  907. 

Peer,  how  to  make  oneself  a,  663. 

Peers,  batch  the  first,  612. 

Perceval,  Right  Hon.  Spencer,  on  the 
death  of,  399. 

Perfumes  for  the  hair  and  beard,  1 1 . ». 

Peri,  Paradise  and  the.  350^-366. 

Peris,  and  fairies,  398.  443.  ride  Lalla 
Rookh,  &c. 

Periwinkles,  fiscal,  61 1 . 

Periwinkles  and  Locusts,  611. 

Persecution,  the  Decian,  666. 

Persia  and  the  Persians,  164, 166.  Titf^ 
Lalla  Rookh,  323. 397.  et  pauim.  Su- 
perstitious notions  of  this  eastern 
people,  464.  467.  w. 

Philadelphia  and  the  SchuylkUl  river. 
123. 

Phillis.  to,  83. 

PhUodemus:.-**My  Mopsa  is  little." 
312. 

Philosophy,  a  vision  of,  97.  Vide  the 
classical  notes  to  this  poem,  97—99. 

Philosophy:  Poems  relative  to,  treat- 
ing of  Philosophers,  andent  and  mo> 
dem,  66.  188.  471.  Aristotle,  98.  «. 
Pythagoras,  98.  Democritus,  98. 
Plato,  98.  ».  Epicurus,  608.  «. ;  646. 
et  $eq.  Aldphron,  143.  et  $eq.  Pyr- 
rho,  66.  Aristippus,  86.  Zeno,  67. 
Maupertuis,  n. 

Philostratus,  a  thought  of,  imitated  by 
Ben  Jonson,  8.  n. 

Pictures,  Italian  galleries  of,  xlvi. 

Pigeons,  carrier,  949. 

Pilgrim,  Man  a,  949. 

Pilgrim,  the,  979.  Still  thus,  when  twi- 
light gleam'd,  983. 

PUneU,  the,  471.«. 

Plato,  Epigram  of,  19.  n.  He  wrote 
in  bed.  446. 

Platonic  philosophy,  and  followers  of 
Plato,  97.  et  »eq. 

Pleasure  contrasted  with  Pain,  934. 

Plumassier,  to  a  (Anacreontic),  163. 

Poco-Curante  Society,  the,  439.  (See 
Rhymes  on  the  Road.)  Soog  of,  604. 

Poesy.  911.  914. 
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Smile,  One  dear,  S96. 

Smoothlf  flowing  through  verdant  valet, 
SS7. 

Snake,  the,  63. 

Snow  Spirit,  the: —  No,  ne'er  did  the 
wave  in  its  element  steep,  116. 

So  warmly  we  met,  SS4. 

SoUman,  throne  of,  was  called  the  Star 
of  the  Genii,  383. 

Some  mortals  there  may  be,  so  wise,  or 
ao  fine,  S&5. 

Soogs,  some  of  the  occasional,  inter- 
woven in  Mr.  Moore's  poems :  —  51, 
M,  63.  69. 69.  ftc.  Many  early  songs 
occur  from  p.  49—108.  172-SU.  254. 
165.S&7,  aS6,;iS9,260.  aSl.ftc.  Songs 
faitenpersed  in  the  "  Evenings  in 
Greece,"  944—279.  Songs  from  the 
Greek  Anthology,  310—313.  Unpub- 
lished songs,  ftc,  813—317.  Occa- 
akmal  Songs,  55ft.  604.  Songs  from 
**  M.  P.,  or  the  Blue  Stocking,"  600— 
602.  Soogs  of  the  Church,  Na  1.,  56& 

Sovereign,  a  golden,  492. 

Sovereign  woman,  a  ballad,  606. 

Soul,  the,  629. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's 
dark  sea,  244. 

Sontbey,  to  Robert,  Esq.,  Announce- 
ment of  a  new  Thalaba,  559. 

Speculation,  a,  463. 

Speeches,  a  Ckurrected  Report  of  some 
late,  541. 

f^MDcer.  Hon.  W.  R.,  lines  addressed  to 
him  from  BuflUo  and  Lake  Erie,  in 
N.  America,  125. 

Spirit  of  Joy,  thy  altar  lies,  600. 

Spirit,  the  Indian  (or  N.American), 
128. 

^lirit  of  Love,  whose  locks  unroll'd 
(Ode  LX3rv.  Anacreon),  45. 

Spirit  of  the  Woods,  the  Evil :  —  Song, 
IM. 

Spring  and  Autumn,  240.  312. 

St.Lawrence,  river,  127, 128. ;  the  Gulph 
of,  130. 

St.  Senanus  and  the  Lady,  201. 

Star  of  the  Waters,  Sothis,  64a 

Stars,  some  of  the  poet's  allusions  to  the, 
176.  238,  234.  244.  270.  272.  275.  317. 
471.476.639. 

Steersman's  Song,  the,  119. 

Stephens,  Henry,  wrote  on  horsiAack, 
440. 

Stevenson,  Sir  John,  poetical  tribute  to, 
215.  See  aUo  zxxix.  n.  2ia  243.  244, 
246.248.261. 

StiU,  Uke  dew  in  sUence  falling,  312. 

Still  thou  fllest,  and  still  I  woo  thee,  316. 

Stin  when  daylight  o'er  the  wave,  304. 

Storm  at  Sea :  Lines  written  in  a.  Ill 

Stranger,  the  heart-wounded,  284. 

Strangford,  to  Lord ;  written  on  board 
the  Phaeton  frigate,  off  the  A  sores, 
106. 

Strew  me  a  fragrant  bed  of  leaves  (Ode 
xxui.  Anacreon).  25. 

Sublime  was  the  warning  that  Liberty 
spoke,  179. 

Sttlpida,  TibuUos  to.  460. 

Summer  clouds,  475. 

Summer  FHe,  the,  Wi, 

Summer  webs  that  float  and  shine, 
S04. 

Sunday  Ethics,  a  Scotch  Ode,  634. 

Surprise,  the.  65. 


Susan,  600. 
Swallow,  the.  657. 
Swans,  the  Muse's,  261 . 
Sweet  is  your  kiss,  my  Lais  dear.  111. 
Sweet  lady,  look  not  thus  again,  66. 
Sweet  spirit  1  if  thy  airy  sleep,  60. 
Sweet  Innlsfkllen,  fare  the  well,  206. 
Swings,  an  Eastern  pastime  and  exer- 
cise, 387. 
Sword,  the  warrior's,  201.  205.  211.  214. 
Sylph's  Ball,  the,  457. 
Sylph*  and  Gnomes,  476.  n. 
Syra,  holy  fount  of,  269. 

T. 

Tables  of  Stone,  the  Seven,  631. 

Take  back  the  sigh,  86. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page.  176. 

Take  hence  the  bowl,  234. 

Tar  barrels.  Thoughts  on,  648. 

Tara,  the  halls  of,  174. 

Tear,  the.  63. 173.  183. 

Tears.  245.  246. 291. 310. 

Tears,  poetical  allusions  to,  229.  234. 

243.250. 
Teflis.  or  Tiftis,  brooks  of,  394. 
Tell  roe,  gentle  youth,  I  pray  thee  (Ode 

XI.  Anacreon),  12. 
Tell  me  not  of  Joys  above,  858. 
Tell  me.  why,  my  sweetest  dove  (Ode 

XT.  Anacreon),  15. 
Temples,  Lake  of  the,  606. 
Thalaba,  announcement  of  a  new,  to 

Mr.  Southey,  559. 
That  wrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  It,  54. 
Temple,  the.  at  Jerusalem,  246. 249. 
The  bird,  let  loose  in  Eastern  skies,  242. 
The  garland  I  send  thee,  240. 
The  more  I  view'd  this  world,  459. 
The   Phrygian   rock  that  braves  the 

storm  (Ode  xxii.  Anacreon).  20. 
The  sky  is  bright,  the  breese  is  fair, 

262. 
The  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way, 

601. 
The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing,  194. 
The  turf  shall  be  thy  fragrant  shrine, 

244. 
The  women  tell  me  every  day  (Ode  vii. 

Anacreon).  11. 
The  world  had  Just  begun  to  steal,  59. 
The  world  was  hush'd,  305. 
The  wreath  you  wove,  59. 
Thee,  thee,  only  thee,  204. 
Then,  (km  thee  well,  228. 
Then  first  fhim  love,  315. 
Theocritus,  in  praise  of  Anacreon,  47.  a. 
Theora  of  Alexandria,  and  her  daughter 

Alethe,  642.    Death  of  a  mother,  645. 
There  are  sounds  of  mirth.  213. 
There  comes  a  time,  227. 
There  is  a  bleak  desert,  249. 
There's  something    strange  :  —  Btfj^ 

Song,  314. 
They  know  not  my  heart,  209. 
They  may  rafl  at  this  life.  200. 
They  met  but  once  in  youth's  sweet 

hour,  305. 
They  tell  how  Atys,  wild  with  love  (Ode 

xiL  Anacreon),  13. 
They  tell  us  of  an  Indian  tree,  463w 
They  tell  me  thou'rt  the  favour'd  guest, 

302. 
They  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck  ( Ode 

Lxix.  Anacreon),  43. 


Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray, 

81. 
Those  evening  bells !  224. 
Thou  art,  O  Ch>d,  the  life  and  light  1 

241. 
Thou  art  not  dead,  274. 
Thou  lov'st  no  more,  238. 
Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues  (Ode 

XVI.  Anacreon),  16. 
Thou  bid'st  me  sing  the  lay  I  sung  to 

thee,  307. 
Though  humble  the  banquet,  210. 
Though  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country 

entwineth,  602. 
Though  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart, 

61. 
Though  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin,  176. 
Though  'tis  all  but  a  dream  at  the  best, 

235. 
Through  grief  and  through  danger.  182. 
Thus  have  I  charm'd  with  visionary  lay* 

129. 
Thy  harp  may  sing  of  Troy's  alarms 

(Ode  XXVI.  Anacreon),  21 
Thy  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel, 

83. 
Tibullus  to  Sulpicia,  460. 
Tighe,  to  Mrs.  Henry,  on  reading  her 

Psyche,  79. 
Time,  a  poet's  allusions  to  the  hand  of, 

185.189.2281231.237.485. 
'T!s  gone,  and  for  ever,  the  light  we  saw 

breaking,  195. 
'Tis  sweet  to  thhik  that,  where'er  we 

rove,  182. 
••  'TIS  the  vine  1  'tis  the  vine  I "  said  the 

cup-loving  boy,  279. 
*Tis  true,  my  fading  years  decline  (Ode 

XLVii.  Anacreon),  33. 
'Tis  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now,  96. 
'Tis  the  last  Rose  of  Summer,  189. 
Tithe  Case,  late,  550. 
Tithe,  Song  of  the  Departing  Spirit  of, 

525. 
To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  heaven 

(Ode  XXIV.  Anacreon),  22. 
To  ladles'  eyes  around,  199. 
To  Love  and  Bacchus  ever  young,  5. «. 
To  Love,  the  soft  and  blooming  child 

(Ode  Lxiii.  Anacreon),  42. 
To  my  Shadow,  665. 
To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain,  600. 
To  thee,  the  queen  of  nymi^s  divine 

(Ode  Lxvi.  Anacreon),  42. 
To-day,  dearest !  Is  ours,  289. 
To  see  thee  every  day  that  came,  100. 
To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose,  31  a 
Too  pUIn  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 

238. 
Torch  of  Liberty,  the,  431. 
Tories,  destructive  propositions  of  the, 

564. 
Tortoise-shell  of  P^u,  triple  coloured, 

397. 
Tory,  Mad,  and  the  (hornet,  542. 
Tory  Pledges,  64& 
Tory.  Doctor,  and  Dr.  Whig.  548. 
Translations.    See  Horace,  Anthology, 

&c. 
Tribune,  the  young,  666, 667. 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  an  examination 

political,  xxxli.  rf  $eq. 
Tripe,  tout  pour  la,  515. 
Truth,  195.  247.  309. 
Truth  characterised,  286.  249. 667. 
Tuckt  Sullman,  mountain,  387.  «, 
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T«llpt.  nU  lo  IM  of  TvUik  extrae- 

tkm,ni. 
*Twu  Ib  a  aMMliiat  drHon  of  nlfkl 

(Od«  xu.  AMcmn).  tt. 
'TvM  night,  awl  mumj  a  cirrling-bowl 

(Oda  xzxm.  Aaacrvoo).  V. 
*Twai  nooQ  of  alflrt.  wbra  round  tba 

pok  (Oda  sxxlU.  Anarrvon).  96. 
*TwM  oaa  ofthoae  draunt.  106. 
*Twat  whaa  tba  world  was  In  lu  prtea, 


kot  fer  a  BoamK,  and  jat  In 
ttaBa.iao. 

Twta'it  thOQ  witb  loftywraath  thy  brov? 
III. 

Taopwj  FoM-Baf.  bj  Tboaut 
Bffom  tba  Yooaiier.  147.  DcdkMiaa 
to  Haphaa  MToolrirhc.  Riq..  147. 
Tba  Praftea,  147.  The  lntercriit«d 
Letters  t~  Fran  tba  Princeu  Char- 
lotto  of  Walai  to  Ladj  Barbara 
AAloy.  LHfrr  1..  149.  From  CoIomI 
ITMaboa  to  G.  F.  L«>rkie,  B«q.. 
LeUtr  lU  lUi  lu  Postsoripi,  151. 
Frooi  dM  BaccQt  to  Lord  Yarmouth. 
LHter  IIL.  151.  From  th«  Kt.  Hon. 
Patrkfc  Dulfroan  to  the  Rt.  Hon.  8b> 
Jobs  NIebol.  Uttar  IV..  \M.  (En- 
dostaig  an  *  Unanswerable  Argument 
afiiBit  tba  PapUts,*  l&S.)  From  tba 
CouBlaM  Dowager  of  Cork.  L#MW  v., 
Itt.  lu  PoMacript,  1S1.  From  Ab- 
dallab.  In  London,  to  MohaMan  In 
lipabM.    LHIer    VI..    154.     From 

Larktagton  and  Co.  to  ,  Raq., 

LHttr   VII..    156.      From   Colonel 

TboaBas  to   Skeangton,  Baq^ 

£«M»r  vni..  IA6.  Appendix  to  th«M 
RpUtlas,  157— 16a 

TjTTolaM  Song  of  Liberty  :— Merrily 
every  boMim  boundrth,  HH. 

V. 

Unbind  thre,  love,  313. 

Up  and  march  !  thv  timbrrli  lound,  273. 

ITp,  Mllor  boy.  'tis  day.  3ri. 

Up  with  the  iparkling  brironer,  277. 


Valerian,  the  enipprttr.  dRA. 

Valletort,  to  Caroline  ViicounteM, 
written  at  Lacorli  Al>bcy  in  the  year 
1(02,  462. 

Valley  of  VUloni.  631. 

Valley,  the  UoequaUed.  31i7. 

Van,  The  ButhanatU  of.  Sid. 

Variety,  51. 

Veil,  the  Silver,  321. 

Veiled  Prophet  of  RhorMMn.  320. 

Venice,  former  glory  of,  444.  War* 
against  the  Turks,  444.  Her  tyran- 
nical oligarchy,  444.  Torture*.  444. 
Her  fkll  a  retribution,  444. 

VenuB,  poetical  allusions  to  the  goddesi . 
210. 

Venus,  the  planet.  III.  200.  605. 

Venus  Anadyomene,  447. 

Venus  Papyria,  492. 

Virgin  of  Delphi,  the.  62. 

Virtue.  107.  114. 

Vishnu.  Al\ 

Vision,  a,  by  the  author  of  Christabel, 
502. 
I    Voica.  the.  VXk 


Vokara't  Kiaa,  raodavd  bf  lln.— « 

VolcaB !  baar  yoor  gloriaw  tarii  (Od 
!▼.  ABMraoo).  9, 


Wake  thee,  obj  dear— tby  dreamlai 

*99. 
Wake  op,  sweet  nwlody !  Wt. 
Wales.  Princess  Charlotte  of.  149.  <f  aa| 
Walton.  Isaac,  887.  is. 
WalU  Duet.  tf«. 
WalUhig.  4H9. 
Warning,  a.  96l 
War  against  Babylon  1  251. 
War's  higb-Mondlng  harp,  250. 
Warrior,  the  Dying,  181. 
Washington,  dty  of,  and  the  Amerlea 

rivers,  Jkc,  119.  in.  rt  $t^ 
Watchman,  the ;  a  Glea,  188. 
Waterloo  coin.  Adtrertliemant  of  a  mill 

ing  or  lost,  589. 
We  care  not ;  Song.  004. 
We  read  the  flying  courtar's  name  fOd 

XXT1I.  Anafcreon),  13. 
Weep,  Children  of  Israel  I  118. 
Weep  not  for  those  whom  tba  vail  c 

the  tomb,  9431 
Weep  on  1  weep  on  I  foor  boor  is  pMl 

188. 
Weeping  for  thee,  my  lova,  tbroogh  tb 

long  day.  265. 
Welcome,  sweet  Mrd,  tbroo^  the  nma^ 

air  winging,  277. 
Well !  peace  to  thy  baart,  tboofb  aiM 

ther'sitbe.  115. 
Well,  the  Holy,  alleged  mlraculoos  ap 

pearance  of  the  mooo  night  and  d^ 

in  the,  342. 
Wellington  .Spa,  the.  SES. 
Wellington.  Field  Marshal  the  Duke  oi 

xxxiv.    Relnforceroentf  for  him.  170 

Ills  Grace  and  the  Ministers.  171.542 

WelllnRton.  Napoleon,  and  Waterloo 

4S7.  616. 
Were  not  the  sinAil  Mary's  tears,  245 
What's  roy  thought  like  ?  164. 
What  shall  I  sing  thee  ?  487. 
What  the  bee  is  to  the  floweret,  187. 
When  Bacchus.  Jove's  immortal  bo] 

(Ode  XLix.  Anacreon),  33. 
When,  casting  many  a  look  behind,  55. 
When  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  Friend 

thou  hast  lov'd,  198. 
When    Cupid  sees  how   thickly   now 

(Ode  Lxxviii.  Anacreon), 45. 
When  evening  shades  are  falling.  270. 
When  first  that  smile.  232. 
When  first  I  met  thea  warm  and  young, 

xxiv.  193. 
When  Gold,  as  fleet  as  zephyr's  pinion 

(Ode  Lviii.  Anacreon).  39. 
When  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but 

the  name.  173. 
When  I  behold  the  festive  train  (Oda 

Mil.  Anacreon),  85. 
When  I  lov'd  you,  1  can*t  but  allow,  55. 
When  Ix)ve  is  kind,  240. 
When  I^ve,  rock'd  by  his  mother,  210. 
When  night  brings  the  hour,  239. 
When  I^ove  was  a  child,  230. 
When  my  thirsty  soul    I   steep  (Ode 

XLviii.  Anacreon),  33. 
Wh««n  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  scene 
(Ode  XL!.  Anacreon),  SOL 
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lU.  Some  remarkt  on  the  mne,  161 . 

!€•.  167, 168. 
Ymn  hmr«  pau'd,  old  Mmd,  tiaoe 

v^S16. 
Twwn,  and  the  reft  of  Arabia,  alluded 

to,9tl.et$eq. 
Tea,  be  the  gtoriooe  nmi  mine  (Ode 

SUI.  Anaereon),  30. 
Tea_loirfaiff  Is  a  peteftil  thrtU  (Ode 

zsix.  AnaforeoD),  94. 
Toe,  aad  one  of  SUoo,  if  doady  resem- 

Tea,  fei,  when  the  bloom  of  Love'i  boy- 

hood  ia  o'er,  396. 
Tea  reed  It  in  theee  apell-boand  ^yea, 

iia. 


Ton  Ud  me  explain,  n^  dear  angry 
ICa'amieUe,  543. 

You  remember  Bllen,  oar  hamlet'a 
pride,  191. 

You,  who  would  try  (Hde  the  Epicu- 
rean), 632. 

Young  Lore,  940.  983. 

Young  Lof e  llv'd  once  In  an  humble 
abed,  600. 

Youth,  poetical  allualoni  to,  899.  831. 
867. 

Youth**  endearing  charms  are  fled  (Ode 
LU.  Anaereon),  41. 

Youth  and  Age,  863. 

Youth  nd  Death,  680. 


Z. 

Zanph,483.    Hit  bride,  486. 

Zea,  or  Ceoa,  island  of  the  Ardilpe- 

lago :  —  Scene  of  the  First  Evening  in 

Greece,  863.  ei.  seq, 

Zeilan,  king  of,  his  ruby,  394. «. 
ZeUca,  iee  **  The   Veiled  Prophet  of 

Khoraasan,**  888.  ei  aeq. 
ZInge,  and  the  ZInglans,  888. 
Zion,  943.  94A. 
Zodiac,  the,  477.  685. 
Zone  of  bdla  of  an  Indian  dancfaig  girl, 

386. 
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CATALOGUE. 


ADAIR  (SIR  ROBERT). -AN  HISTORICAL  MEMOIR  OF  A 

MISSION  to  the  COURT  of  VIENNA  in  1S06.  By  theRig^ht  Honourable  Sir  Robert  Adair, 
6.C.B.  With  a  Selection  from  his  Despatches,  published  by  permission  of  the  proper 
Aathoritiet.   8to.  ISs.  cloth. 

**  Sir  Robert  Adair's  valuable  Memoir  needs  no  commendation.  Its  obvious  atilitr.  the  nature  of  its  rontents,  and 
the  name  of  the  aathor,  will  command  the  notice  and  appreciation  of  statesmen  and  historians." — Athkhmvm, 

**  The  TindieatioB  of  Mr.  Fox  from  the  obeenrations  of  Mr.  Oentt  and  others  is  complete;  and  the  Memoir  is  alto- 
gether a  work  which  most  be  deferred  to  bj  fVitors  historians  as  the  authority  on  the  important  aflkirs  of  which  it 
treats."— Tarfa  Maoaiixb. 

ADDISON.-THE  KNIGHTS  TEMPLARS. 

ar  C.  G.  Addison,  Esq.,  of  the  Inner  Temple.    3d  Edition,  enlarged,  square  crown  Svo.  with 
ostrations,  18b.  cloth. 

ADDISON.-THE  TEMPLE  CHURCH  IN  LONDON : 

Its  History  and  Antiquities.  By  C.  G.  Addison,  Esq.,  of  the  Inner  Temple ;  Author  of 
**  The  History  of  the  iLnigbts  Templars."    Square  crown  Svo.  with  Six  Plates,  5s.  cloth. 

Also, 
A  FULL  AND  CCMPLETE  GUIDE,  HISTORICAL  AND  DESCRIPTIVE,  TO  THE  TEMPLE 
CHURCH.  (From  Mr.  Addison's  *'  History  of  theTempleChurch.*')  Square  cr.  8to.  Is.  sewed. 

AIKIN.-THE  LIFE  OF  JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

lUottrated  by  many  of  his  Letters  and  Private  Papers  never  before  published.  By  Ldct 
AiKiN.    2  vola.  post  Svo.  with  Portrait  from  Sir  Goofrey  Kneller's  Picture,  18s.  cloth. 

"  b  the  eiecntion  of  her  labour.  Miss  Aikin  has  exercised  praiaewoithy  diligence ;  she  has  ransacked  amoni^ 
those  fine  and  inexhaustible  sources  of  personal  and  national  interest — ^family  papers,  and  has  sncceeded  in  rescuing 
from  the  oberurity  of  worm-eaten  cheats,  and  from  the  bondage  of  red  tape,  many  documents  which  throw  light  on 
tite  most  donbtfol  parts  of  Addison's  hibtorjr,  and  rellere  his  character  from  the  reproaches  attempted  to  be  cast  on  it. 
She  has  produced ,  both  in  style  and  matter,  a  very  intereating  work,  creditable  to  her  feelings  and  tidents,  and  honoora- 
hie  to  her  industry."— Butaxmi a.. 

ALLAN. -A  PICTORIAL  TOUR  IN  THE  MEDITERRANEAN ; 

Comprisinji:  Malta,  Dalmatia,  Turkey,  Asia  Minor.  Grecian  Archipelago,  Egrypt,  Nubia,  Greece, 
Ionian  Islands,  Sicily,  Italy,  and  Spain.  By  J.  H.  Allan,  Member  of  the  Athenian  Archno- 
logical  Society,  and  of  the  Efi^ptian  Society  of  Cairo.  Imperial  4to.  with  upwards  of  Forty 
Litbopnraphed  Drawings,  and  70  Wood  Engravings,  £%.  8s.  cloth. 

**  A  most  artist-like  and  Interesting  work,  Adl  of  beaatiftil  viewa,  and  interspersed  with  many  rbarmtug  woodcuts 
of  aeenery  and  antiqnitiea."— LcrmnasT  Gaxxm. 


AMY  HERBERT. 

By  a  Lady.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  William  Sbwxll,  B.D.  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.  2  vols, 
fcp.  Svo.  98.  doth. 

**  *  Amy  Herbert*  iwinta  nature  to  the  life.  It  is  by  'a  Lady,'  for  whoee  soundness  Mr.  Sewell  is  sponsor.  It  is 
admirabnr  adapted  Kir  the  youuff  of  the  higher  classes,  and  we  sincerely  hope  it  may  not  be  the  tux  author's  last  pru- 
duetion.'*— Chautlui  BxxBMJiRAMcan. 

BAILEY.-ESSAYS  ON  THE  PURSUIT  OF  TRUTH, 

And  on  the  Prorress  of  Knowledi^e.  By  Samukl  Bailbt,  Author  of  "  Essays  on  the  For- 
mation and  PuDlication  of  Opinions.*'  "Berkeley's  Theory  of  Vision,"  &c.  9d  Edition, 
revised  and  enlarged,  Svo.  9s.  6d.  clotn. 

<*  Mr.  Bailey  is  an  admirable  writer,  both  as  to  the  general  tone  of  thought  and  sentiment,  and  as  to  his  style. 


which  is  clear,  forcible ,  and  elegant.  On  the  class  of  subjects  to  which  he  has  chiefly  directed  his  attention,  no  man 
writes  what  is  more  worthy  of  being  read,  or  what  is  acceptable  to  a  larger  class  ofreaden.  The  peculiar  quality 
of  his  powerful  essays  is  the  practical  and  useftil  conviction  they  produce  of  truths  as  obTious  as  they  are  important, 
hut  which  are  strangely  neglected  by  the  nu^rity  of  mankind.    We  do  not  often  meet  with  a  book  which  wc  can 


)  itrHigly  rooommend."— Imqcirxjl 

MILLIE'S  (JOANNA)  NEW  DRAMAS. 

S  vols.  Svo.  £\,  16a.  boards. 

BAILLIE'S  (JOANNA)  PLAYS  ON  THE  PASSIONS. 

S  vols.  Svo.  £\.  lis.  6d.  boards. 

BAKEWELL.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  GEOLOGY. 

Intended  to  convey  Practical  Knowledge  of  the  Science,  and  comprising  the  most  important 
recent  discoveries ;  with  explanations  of  the  Acts  and  phenomena  which  serve  to  confirm  or 
invalidate  various  Geological  Theories.  By  RoBiaT  Ba  kkw bll.  Fifth  Edition, considerably 
enluged,  Svo.  with  numerous  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  21s.  cloth. 

BALMAIN.-LESSONS  ON  CHEMISTRY, 

For  the  use  of  Pupils  in  Schools.  Junior  Students  in  Universities,  and  Readers  who  wish  to 
learn  the  fundamental  Principles  and  leading  Facts :  with  Questions  for  Exaraination. 
Glossaries  ot  Chemical  Tei-m.<tand  Chemical  Symbols,  and  an  Index.  By  William  H. 
Balmaik.   With  numerous  Woodcuts,  illustrative  of  the  Decompositions,  fcp.  S\'o.  6s.  doth. 
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BAYLDON.-ART  OF  VALUING  RENTS  AND  TILLAGES. 

And  IheTniiinrB  Ki^lX  al  EntrrlnE  ind  QnitlinK  Fmrnii.  •ipUlnsI  by  nrversl  giwniiinn 


Land-Artl>l*.  Awnitm.  K.nnrr. 


nd-Minnnl, 


ABllioror"A  Trentiseoi 

BATLDON -TREATISE  ON  THE  VALUATION  OF  PROPERTY 

FORTHR  POOIl'SRATIt:  >hfiwini(  Ihi  Mwthod  of  Nslinjc  Unrli.  DuiMltifi.  Tithn.  Minn. 

'"""""  '■     "     "   "*      I  «nd  Cnrult,  uiil  PcfKiiul  Property !   nKh  ui  Al.jIfKt  of  tlaPiior 

intlAppuli.     UyJ.S.OATi-noN,  Author  or  "  RboU  uul  TtlbfB.' 


Wmda,  Nivig 
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BELL.-LIVESOi  MIiIMom  EMINENT  ENfiLISH 

l)y  KobkhtUsll,  1-;^      i  w[..  l.,..  i...,.  ^.nii  VigoMUTillH,  Ita  clolh, 

BELL -THE  HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA, 

Ffim  the  EarliP"t  Period  to  Ihe  TrMty  of  TiUlt.    By  ROHUKT  BnUL,  Run.    >  ' 
irilh  Vl^FltcTlllo,  IM.  clolh. 

BIOGRAPHICAL  DICTIONARY 

or  at   Eociely  for   tb«  l»1Tiuion  of  Uuful  Koowlnlce.     Uilf-volDas  I  I 
Ac-iuHiTDl.rorapriiiDK  the  letter  A),  Sio.  III.  ueh.  dmh. 

*.*  Publiahed  Qurteiiy.— The  wdiIc  will  proInhlT  not  emfll  IVrtir  Vodim 


POETS. 


II,ACK.-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  BREWING, 

JIued  on  Chemlul  and  Ffonomknl  Principle*:  with  Fonnare  lor  Pabllc  BrwMI,  w 
IntlructiontmrPrinteFainiliea.  Of  Williih  Bucn.  Third  Rdilion,  mwd  asl a 
tnqted,  with  coiigidenblc  AdditianL  The  Addiliooi  reriaMi  br  ProlCaiOT  Qntm.  tl^ 
London  Univenlly.    bid.  10a.«d.  elolh. 


1,  rram  l:>nwln(s  by  ABb. 


BLAINE.-AN  ENCYCLOPJIDIA  OF  RURAL  SPORTS; 

ilr,  ■i:oiB[ilele  Accoaul,  Hialuricil,  Pnrtial,aud  Dearriptive.of  Honllng,  Sboatrnt, 
lUdng.and  other  FleldSportiUd  Athletic  AmuwrnenUafthepnaeDtdi;.  ■!>-&■ 
I'.  Bi.iiH«,Eaq,  Aulharor-'OatllneaortheVeteriniryArt,"  ■'^Cuilne  I'llholmy, 

lUoBtraled  by  newly  iMWKBfnivlBgionWrtK'  '■-  "    " '"■    ' —   " ' — ' 

T.  Undaeer.Siekei,  lie.    1  thirk  i..!  "i.-.     - 

BLAIR'S  CHBONOlOGi(\  I     • 

From  the  Ontfon  lathe  pmeni  irir.< 
tic  WrlIen;inHiidinilh-C..™[..,i.. 


BLOOMFIELD -HISTORY  OF  THE  PELOPONNESIAN  WAR. 

By  Thucyoioks.  Newly  translated  into  English,  and  accompanied  with  verv  copioui  Note>, 
Fhilolofpical  and  Explanatory.  Hibtorical  and  Geofi^raphical.  By  the  Rev.  S.  T.  Bloom riELU, 
D.D.  F.S.A.    3  vols.  8vo.  with  Mapa  and  Plates,  Jb2.  Ss.  boards. 

BLOOMFIELD -HISTORY  OF  THE  PELOPONNESIAN  WAR. 

By  Th  uct  di  DBS.  A  New  Recension  of  the  Text,  w  ith  a  careAilly  amended  Punctuation ;  am  I 
coptons  Notes,  Critical.  Philolopcal,  and  Explanatory,  almost  eutirelT  original,  but  partly 
■elected  and  arranred  from  the  best  ExjKMiitors :  accompanied  with  mil  indexes,  both  ui' 
Greek  Words  and  Phrases  explained,  and  matters  discussed  in  the  Notes.  The  whole  illus- 
trated by  Mapa  and  Plans,  mostly  taken  from  actual  surveys.  By  the  Rev.  S.  T.  Bloom fikld, 
D.I).  F.S.A.    2  vols.  8vo.  38s.  cloth. 

BLOOMFIELD.-THE  GREEK  TESTAMENT : 

With  copious  Enrlish  Notes,  Critical,  Philological,  and  Explanatory.  Bv  the  Rev.  8.  T. 
Bloom FiKLD,  D.D.  P.S.A.  5th  Edition,  improved.  2  vols.  8vo.  with  a  Map  of  Palestine, 
Jt%  2s.  cloth. 

BLOOMFIELD.-COLLEGE  &  SCHOOL  GREEK  TESTAMENT ; 

With  English  Notes.  By  the  Rev.  &  T.  Bloom  fibld,  D.D.  3d  Edition,  greatly  enlarged, 
and  very  considerably  improved,  lamo.  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

BL00MFIELD.-6REEK  AND  ENGLISH  LEXICON  TO  THE 

NEW  TESTAMENT:  especially  adapted  to  the  use  of  Colleges,  and  the  Higher  Classes  in 
Public  Schools ;  but  also  intended  as  a  convenient  Manual  for  Biblical  Stud^ts  in  general. 
By  Dr.  Bloom  riBLO.    Pep.  8vo.  9s.  cloth. 

BOY'S  OWN  BOOK  (THE) : 

A  Complete  Encyclopaedia  of  all  the  Diversions,  Athletic,  Scientific,  and  Recreative,  of  Boy- 
hood and  Youth.  20th  Edition,  square  12mo.  with  many  Engravings  on  Wood,  fis.  boarda. 

BRANDE.-A  DICTIONARY  OF  SCIENCE    LITERATURE, 

AND  ART;  comprising  the  History,  Description,  and  Scientific  Principles  of  every  Branch 
of  Human  Knowledge ;  with  the  Derivation  and  Definition  of  all  the  Terms  in  General  Vto. 
Edited  by  W.  T.  Bbandb,  F.R.S.L.  &  E. ;  assisted  by  Josbph  Cauvin,  Esq.  The  various 
departments  are  by  Gentlemen  of  eminence  in  each.  1  very  thick  vol.  Svo.  illustrated  by 
Wood  Engravings,  jtZ,  cloth. 

BRAY.-THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  NECESSITY ; 

Or,  the  Law  of  Consequences  as  applicable  to  Mental,  Moral,  and  Social  Science.  By  Ch  a blb t 
Bray.    2  vols.  Svo.  158.  cloth. 

BREWSTER.-TREATISE  ON  OPTICS. 

By  Sir  David  Bbbwster,  LL.D.  F.R.S.,  &c.  New  Edition.  J  voL  fcp.  Svo.  Vignette  Title, 
and  176  Woodcuts,  6s.  cloth. 

BRITTON.-THE  ORIGINAL  PICTURE  OF  LONDON : 

With  ji  Description  of  its  Environs.  Re-edited,  and  mostly  re-written,  by  J.  Bbitton, 
F.S.A.  iK.  28th  Edition,  with  upwards  of  100  Views  of  Public  Buildings,  Plan  of  the  Streets, 
and  Two  Maps,  ISmo.  9s.  neatly  bound;  with  the  Maps  only,  6a.  bound. 

BULL.-HINTS  TO  MOTHERS, 

For  the  Management  of  Health  during  the  Period  of  Pregnancy  and  in  the  Lving-in  Room ; 
with  an  Ex^sure  of  Popular  Errors  in  connection  with  those  subjects.    By  Thowas  Buli.,    < 
M.D.  Physician  Accoucheur  to  the  Finsbnry  Midwifery  Institution,  &c.  &c,     4th  Edition, 
revised  and  considerably  enlarged.    Fcp.  8vo.  7s.  cloth.  I 

BULL.-THE  MATERNAL  MANAGEMENT  OF  CHILDREN, 

in  HEALTH  and  DISEASE.    By  T.  Bull,  M.D.    Fcp.  Svo.  7s.  cloth. 

**  Esoelknt  guidM,  and  dnenre  to  be  gcneralljr  known."— Juhmmii'«  Msdico-Chikcboical  Rktis*. 

BURDER.-ORIENTAL  CUSTOMS, 

Applied  to  the  Illustration  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures.  By  Samdbl  Burdbb,  A.M.  3d  F.dit. 
witn  additions,  fcp.  Svo.  8s  6d.  cloth. 
Houses  and  Tents— Marriage— Children— Servanta— Food  and  Drink— Dress  and  Clothing- 
Presents  and  Visiting— Amusements— Books  and  Letters— Hospitality— Travelling— Respert 
and  Honour— Ag^cuTture— Cattle  and  Beasts— Birds,  Insects,  and  Rei>tiles— Fruit  and  Wine 
—Kings  andGuvernment— War— Punishments— Religion— Time  anu  Seasons— Medicine- 
Funerals,  &c. 

BURNS.- THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  CHRISTIAN  PHILOSOPHY; 

containing  the  Doctrines,  Duties,  Admonitions,  and  Consolations  of  the  Christian  Religion. 
By  John  Burns,  M.D.  F.R.S.    5th  Edition,  12mo.  7s.  boards. 

Man  is  created  for  a  Future  State  of  Happiness;  on  the  Means  by  which  a  Future  State  of 
Happiness  is  procured;  of  what  is  required  of  Man  that  he  may  obtain  a  Future  State  or 
Happiness ;  of  the  Nature  of  the  Future  State  of  Happiness ;  of  the  Preparation  for  the  Future 
State  of  Happiness ;  of  Personal  Duties:  of  Relative  Dutiea  ;  of  the  Duties  Men  owe  to  God ; 
of  the  Admonitions  and  Consolations  aflorded  by  the  Christian  Religion. 


I 


JRN8.-CHRISTIAN  FRAGMENTS; 

Or.  Remirki  on  the  Kiiure,  l>re«pu.  ami  raaiturit  nr  It 

F.R.S.  Prornsor  ot  Surnrr  ■■■  the  Uah 
ChriitUn  FhilQ-npby."    Fcp.  8vo.  5a.  clo' 


[  BUTLER -SKETCH  OF  ANCIENT  &  MODERN  GEOGIUPHT. 

By  SjiMDK(.BDTi.Kit,D.I>.Ute  Lord  BMop  nf  Ucbddil  im1  CoHUlry i  Mid  IWiaarij 
er  or  Bhnnbary  School.    Nn  Kditioa,  rn>l«d  by  hJi  Sax,  gto.Oi.  iKMfdL 


I  bdtl'eT- 


-ATIAS  OF  MODERN  GEOGRAPHY. 

New  EdiltoD  1  cnngiatior  of  Tweuly-lhne  roloural 
wilb  Indu.  ]3>.  lulf-bound. 

BFTIER-ATIAS  OF  ANCIENT  GEOGRAPHY; 

'  "       :y-three  coEonred  Mapi.    Witb  Inda.    By  the  Ute  l>r.  Bi 


Edilioi 


».  Ii.ir-bc 


,    No 


two  Atbimnny  btbod,  b»lf-boniid,ioOne  Vulmne,*U>.  j>ric«)*«. 

CALENDAR  AND  DIARY  (THE  ILLUMINATED)  FOR  1845. 

Imperial  Sva.  wilbTwetvr  Inrgr  nniina  appra|triale  10  each  mnnlb,  Imutinillycu' 

h«nd.  fropi«celrbrAled  OHeintlof  IbehepnnineoMhr  iSUi  Cenlnrr,  ir-  "■ 

Riiyal  Ponrtirn  Uhnry ;  niUi  ornamaulil  bbrden  trom  Uie  aame  USS.  a 
ui  orranienul  cover. 

CALLCOTT.-A  SCRIPTURE  HERBAL. 

Wllb  upitudi  Of  13D  Wood KngnvinKa.    By  Ladt  Callc.-'T-     ■^■■  —  r, 


^^ 


CARLEN  (EMILIE) -THE  ROSE  OF  TTSTELON: 

ATileoftbeSnediihCoaat.    By  Bhilik  CAmL^n.    TrmtlMcd  ftom  the  ortjiMl  »h<Ml 
a  Tola.  poaL  B*o.  Ill,  botrdB. 

CATLOW.-POPULAR  CONCIIOLOGY; 

Or.  the  Shell  Cabinet  arranged:  being  ■«  tntrodocuon  to  the  Mmlern  Syitem  of  i 

witbaAetcbaftheNalnnllliBtarTOItbeAniniiiliLr -  "~ '— 

and  t  complete  DeacriptiT«  U>t  of  tbe  FuniUn  ma  < 
«rtth  111  Woodcut^  IDa.  M.  doth. 

IMH  U»  riwl)  of  Mnnl  Uri«T,  daUr 

. — i  ib  jBottlplM  nltliflfl'  *LI>i  rm«CT- 

iteiBAbjf  AtvHLj  whtcb,  thumil*  vnuaf  IP  I1>  IHA,h.  1i>  11 


CHILENOR -POETICAL  REMAINS  OF  MARY  CHALE50R. 


or  Uie  tiitiBUiaBot4k»iXr&, 
'"  Ai»i«»C*Ttow,    ~      " 


CHALENOR.-WALTER  GRAY, 

A  Ballad,«oit  otiier  Poenu.    Id  Edition,  locluainctbtFoclleal  tI«inaiiiiDr  MairClBl 
Fcp.  avo.  fla.  cloth. 

u>a«nuoclS^^IhifctL°r^.rrhJi™,Ui^'|ny^Kh'b^lb.  nnjwl  mi-'lm  ■  Uff  J  ti^m  ti  ^SS!; 

CHINA.-THE  LAST  YEAR  IN  CHINA, 

To  the  Pncc  or  Mnklnt; ;  u  akelcbed  In  Letten  Id  his  FrieDda,  bjr  ■  rteM  CHReB  mtOtiif 
tmployFd  in  thai  Country.  With  a  lew  conclading  Remvki  on  our  VVX  (od  rwn  P"~ 
In  CtatDa.    ad  edition,  reiiied.    Fcp.  Bn.  nllb  Map,  T>.  clolb. 

CHINESE  SOVEL.-RAMBLIS  OF  THE  EMPEROR  CDISG 

ic  Tde.^  TVaoalBled  by  Tkln  Shen  ;  wiib  a  rretUa  bf  J*m 


E,  D.U.    lirula.paalf*a.lla.i:li 


l»  CilMUl  Empln  (in  .  • 


PRINTED  FOK  LONGMAN,  BKOWN,  AND  CO. 


^^^V^S.^     4^   ^'   W^ 


CLAVERS.-FOREST  LIFE. 

By  M A  RY  Clavkrs,  an  Actual  Settler ;  Author  of  **  A  New  Home,  Who  MI  Follow 7"  3  volt, 
fcp.  8vo.  13s.  cloth. 

COLLEGIAN'S  GUIDE  (THE) ; 

Or,  Faithful  Pictures  of  College  Life.  Designed  for  the  Tnstmction  and  Amnsement  of  both 
Freshmeo  and  their  Friends.  By  an  M.  A.  of  five  years*  experience  of  general  society  at  Ox  ord, 
and  seven  years*  reflection  at  home.    Post  8vo.  [/«  theprexg. 

COLTON -LACON ;  OR,  MANY  THINGS  IN  FEW  WORDS. 

By  the  Rev.  C.  C.  Co  lton.    New  Edition,  8vo.  13s.  cloth. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  BOTANY. 

9th  Edition,  improved.    Fcp.  8vo.  33  Plates,  7s.  6d.  cloth :  with  the  plates  coloured,  13s.  doth. 

The  object  of  thU  work  Ui  to  enable  children  and  young  jpen>onii  to  acqaire  a  knowlnlge  of  the  vesetable  prndur- 
tiona  of  their  native  country,  by  introducing  to  them,  in  a  ramiltar  nuinnrr,  the  principles  of  tlic  Linnran  S$y«tem  of 
Botany.  For  thia  purpose,  the  arrangement  of  Linnvua  ia  briefly  explained ;  a  native  plant  of  each  cUmJ  with  a 
fiew  exceptiona,  ia  examined,  and  illnatrated  by  an  engraving  i  a  nlMirt  account  ia  added  of  aome  of  th«  principnl 
foreign  apecies. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  MINERALOGY. 

With  Plates,  engraved  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lowry,  from  Original  Drawing!.  3d  Edition,  en- 
larged.   3  vols.  18mo.  14s.  cloth. 

COOLEY.-THE  HISTORY  OF  MARITIME  AND  INLAND 

DI^sCOVERY.    By  W.  D.  Coolby,  Esq.    3  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  18s.  cloth. 

COPLAND.-A  DICTIONARY  OF  PRACTICAL  MEDICINE ; 

comprising  General  Pathology,  the  Nature  and  Treatment  of  Diseases,  Morbid  Structures, 
and  the  Disorders  especially  incidental  to  Climates,  to  Sex,  and  to  the  different  Bpodis  of 
Ufe,withnumerousap^rovedFormuIsof  the  Medicines  recommended.  Bv  J  an  rs  Copland, 
M.D.,  Consulting  Physician  to  Queen  Charlotte's  Lying-in  Hospital ;  Senior  Physician  to  the 
Royal  Infirmary  for  Children ;  Member  of  the  Royal  College  or  Physicians,  London ;  of  the 
Medical  and  Chirurgical  Societies  of  London  and  lierlin,  &c.  Vols.  1  and  3, 8vo.  4St,  clo^ ; 
and  Part  9, 4s  6d.         %*  To  be  completed  in  one  more  vohime. 

CROCKER'S  ELEMENTS  OF  LAND  SURVEYING. 

Fifth  Edition,  corrected  throughout,  and  considerably  improved  and  modernised,  bv  T.  O. 
Bunt,  Land  Surveyor,  Bristol.  To  which  are  atlded,  TABLES  OF  SIX-FIGURK  M)OA. 
RITH.MS,  &c.,  superintended  by  Richard  Farlby,  of  the  Nautical  Almanac  Establishment. 
1  ^ol.  post  8vo.  13s.  cloth. 

*.'  The  work  throoghont  i«  entirety  reriaed,  and  mnch  new  matter  kaa  been  wMcd :  there  are  new  ctiaptera,  cnn> 
tniaing  very  fall  and  minute  Dirertiona  relating  to  the  modem  I  raitioe  of  Sarwyiaff,  both  with  and  withfQt  tne  aid 
of  anxplar  inntramenta.  The  method  of  Plottmg  Eatatea,  and  Caating  or  Compating  their  Areaa,  are  deaeribcd,  &c. 
fte.    Tlie  chapter  on  Levelling  alao  ia  new. 

CROWE.-THE  HISTORY  OF  FRANCE, 

From  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Abdication  of  Napoleon.  By  E.  E.  Crowb,  Esq.  3  vols.  fcp. 
8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  18s.  c!oth. 

DAHLMANN.-HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  REVOLUTION. 

By  F.  C.  Dah  LMANN,  late  Professor  of  History  at  the  University  of  GOttingen.  '1  ranslated 
from  the  German,  by  H.  Evans  Lloyd.    8vo.  10b.  6d.  cloth. 

*'  Pror«x««or  Dnhbnann'a  book  i<,  in  ahnrt,  a  rapid  tketrh  of  tlie  whole  of  what  we  call  the  Modem  Iliatory  of  Eng. 
land,  from  ita  atart  at  the  Coronation  of  Henrj  the  Seventh,  to  it*  intermediate  aettlemrat  at  the  Coronation  of 
WiUiam  the  Third.  We  have  no  EnKli«h  nummarj  of  the  liiMory  it  rrUtea,  m>  brief,  curaprndiottji,  and  impartial 
M.  Daltlmann  ic  a  very  eament  an  well  m  intellltrent  writer ;  and  the  Htradj  advance  of  the  popular  principle  m  Kng- 
landflJiroaKh  an  almoat  uninterrupted  march  of  two  renniriea,  ia  atartUngly  reflrctrd  in  ni«  clear  and  tranaparant 
relation.    Mr.  Llojd'a  tranalation  in  verjr  well  exerutrd."— Examinkb. 

DAVY  (SIR  HUMPHRY).-ELEMEXTS  OF  AGRICULTURAL 

CHEMISTRY,  in  a  Conrse  of  Lectures.  By  Sir  Humm  hry  Davy.  With  Notes  by  Dr.  John 
Davy.    6th  Edition,  8vo.  with  10  Plates,  15s.  cloth. 

(:oi«T«i«T«:  — Introduction  — The  General  Power*  of  Matter  which  influence  Vegrtatioa  —  Th«uOrganiration  of 
pUata— Soil*— Nature  and  Conatitotion  of  the  Atmoaf^ierr,  and  ita  infloeni-e  on  Vegrt^lil^*— Mannnm  «»r  TrgeUh't 
and  AnimnI  (h4«in — Manure*  of  Minrral  Origin,  or  Fomil  Manure* — ImproToncnt  uf  Landa  hy  Bnmiiig- Expert- 
mcnta  on  the  Nutritive  Qualitita  of  ditTerent  Gramea,  &c. 

DE  CUSTINE.- RUSSIA. 

By  the  Marquis  Db  Custink.  Translated  from  the  French.  3d  Edition, 3  vols,  post  8vo. 
31  s  6d.  cloth. 

•'  We  are  inclined  to  think — and  it  it  a  painfol  reflection — that  Mona.  TV  Custine'a  remnrkahle  volumea  mntain  a 
more  accurate  account  of  the  utate  and  condiliun  of  Ru«Ma  than  anr  other  wurk  of  ment  date,  withdut  exception. 
Tlie  aut)ior  ha*  manifestly  penetrate*!  throutfh  that  Nuperflrial  glitter  and  (rorvt-ou«  arrav  which  have  Minded  the  eyi  • 
of  too  many  travellera  to  the  miperfcctiona  and  defect*  of  thia  great  empire,  and  has  Kliewn  it  a*  it  rwlly  ia.  To  do 
thik  in  the  oi<*e  of  Hufwia  require*  many  and  favourahl*'  opportunitie*  of  ob^rvation,  conMderaMe  ahrewdneM.and  a 
coorace  and  determination  not  ea.«ily  to  tte  daunted ;  all  which  Mon».  I>e  ('tt»tine  ha«  proved  himnelf  to  hnvt 
poarexaed  in  an  eminent  degree ;  and  the  result  in.  a  wcirk  which  tlioM>  whu  are  de«irt>tM  to  know  KoMia  aa  it  really  ia, 
and  not  aa  It  would  fain  Impoae  itaelf  on  ttie  world  to  he,  would  do  well  to  con«n)t.  W  promiae  our  readera  eqiul 
aurpriae  and  plracure  from  the  peruaal  of  hia  very  clever  book."— Gc?(TLEM  vn'a  Mioaxine. 

DE  LA  BECHE -REPORT  ON  THE  GEOLOGY  OF  CORN- 
WALL, DEVuN,  and  WE.ST  SOMERSET.  By  Hknry  T.  I)k  la  Bechk.  F.R.8.  &c.. 
Director  of  the  Ordnance  Geolojfiral  .*«urvey.  Published  by  Order  of  the  LonU  Commissioners 
of  H.M.  Treasury.    8vo.  with  Map.>«,  Woodcnts,  and  12  lar{;e  l^atcs,  Us.  cloth. 


uF  sittir  iiORXs 


IE  MORGAN -AN  ESSAY  ON  PRORABILTTIES, 

r  Ap|>1iriil<on  4a  Wt  CoiiiiunnfiH  ■■">  I  ri«iinB(v  i  Xliri.  Ity  A  17(>. 
■ollrip,  rnmhriigc.    1  vol.  tcp.  SYO.  mih  Vlinetic  Tllle,  ll»-  thth- 

DOCTOR  iTlIiyi.  s 


S^^felfe^SS 


DODDRIDGE.-TIIE  FAMILY  EXPOSITOR; 

Or.  ■  PinphraK  lud  Vcniun  or  ihe  Kiw  T.iura.-ot :  »iLb  Ciiilul  KetH.iDda  FnBM 
ImpimtilMnlDrevhSHtiDii.  Hf  P.  niiDDKina*,  ll.n.  To  wlikh  ta|«fl>al,i  Lgfttftti 
Amhur,  bjA,  KtrriB.  DO.  F.R.S.  ud  9.A.    Hen  Edilion.  *  vob.  wo.  41.  It^liith. 

DONOVAN.-TRF..WISE  ON  CHEMISTRY. 

Itr  M.  UoHDiA*.  M.R.I  A.    Fuurm  i:diUan,  I  vol.  Icp.  Bto.  ■ilb  TIgiMltf  TiU^li.daa. 

DONOVAN.-A  TRE.WISE  ON  DOMESTIC  ECOKOMY. 

By  M.  Ito.iovAn.  Gu|,  M.R.f.A.  Frar»->or  af  Cliptniitrv  to  the  Comiianir  iif  ApnllircDMii 

DOVER.-LirE  OF  FREDERICK  II.  KING  OF  PROSSI.L 


DRnMMOND.-FIRST  STEPS  TO  BOTANY, 

InlHidRl  ■■  impultr  IllaiilrBllont  of  tfae  Scienrr.  lariloi  lo  iu  sladi  •■  >  bnHli  of  cntnl 
Klumion,    Vy  J.  L.  Drebhdxd.  M.D.    1th  Edit.  l3inD.  •riih  nmoRaiu  W(>adnU.a».U>. 

DUNIIAM.-THE  HISTORY  OP  THE  GERMANIC  EMPIRE. 

By  Dt.DuHHAK.    9  vols.  fi-p.  BvD  Willi  VipietlcTiilH,  IBi.  clulli. 


Tbe  IIisTDST  or  EtinopK  m 
Middle  Asna.  By  Dr.  Dunhi 
fcp.  BTO.  Willi  Vlgneltc  Tllkt,  jt 


TDK     Kla 


ftp.  tra.   lill 


Bt  Dr. 
tl|uiir 


I  m.  ftp.  mo.  win 


R.  Itrll,  Kiq.  *c.     tt* 


Thk  Hibtort  of  Swedkn,  DenuiI 
AKD  NoRiTAY.  By  Dr.  Ihinhiin.  I  i 
fcp.  a<o.  «ilh  Vl^nctleTillFi,  I8i>.  cloth. 

EGERTON.-A  TREATISE  ON  PHOTOGRAPHY; 

ConUininjr  Ihp  lamt  Dixvirrin  onpFrialnllicia  tbe  Darwrmnyue.  Onn|ilM  tnm  Obb>- 
DiBnicKlDn*  hi  MM.  Duarm  mid  Arafro.  ud  ullierlinilRcUi  Men  ofScienn.  ByV.P. 
UiiBBOtTB?,  Optician  to  the  ObHrvalOT)',  IWiikc.  TnaalMKlby  J.  SoiBniN.  PoMIHl 
niih  Plate  of  ApparatiJ«,7i>.  M,  «lalb. 

ELLIOTSn\.     ill   W  W    !■■! 

Wilh»ti|..ii-  'i-i-;  ■!.„.  .  ,,.,    , 

ofj  f.  II!l.!i...l.l..ln.1'...i 

Ontab.  ?us.    Fifili  Ji.in.w..  s.  ■  >■ . 

ENGLISHMAN'S   GRKKK 

TE^AMKNT:  being  on  Alli-^ii|.|  .,i 
Te.H:  inrluiling  a  foiiranlaiii-..  (■.  r 
Krijcliall-GrRli.    Id  Edition,  cntcfullj 
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FAREY.-A  TREATISE  ON  THE  STEAM  ENGINE, 

Historical,  Practical,  and  Descriptive.  By  John  Farby,  Engineer.  4ti*.  Illustrated  by 
numeroos  Woodcuts,  and  25  Copper-plates.    d(5. 58.  boards. 

FERGUS -HISTORY  OF  UNITED  STATES  OF  AMERICA, 

From  the  Discovery  of  America  to  the  Election  of  General  Jackson  to  the  Presidency.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  Fbrgus.    2  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  128.  cloth. 

FIELD.-POSTnUMOUS    EXTRACTS    FROM    THE 

VETERINARY  RECORDS  OF  THE  LATE  JOHN  FIELD.  Edited  by  hit  Brother, 
W1L1.IAM  FiBLD,  Veterinary  Surgeon,  London.    8vo.  8s.  boards. 

FINCH.-THE  NATURAL  BOUNDARIES  OF  EMPIRES : 

With  a  new  View  of  Colonisation.  .By  John  Finch,  Esq.,  Corresponding  Member  of  the 
Literary  and  Historical  Society  of  Quebec,  and  of  the  Natural  History  Societies  of  Montreal, 
New  York,  New  Brunswick,  Delaware,  West  Point,  &c.  Fcp.  8vo.  [In  tkeprett, 

FORD.-THE  NEW  DEVOUT  COMMUNICANT, 

According  to  the  Church  of  England ;  containing  an  Account  of  the  Institution,  Prayers,  and 
Meditations,  before  and  after  the  Administration,  and  a  Companion  at  the  Lord's  Table.  By 
the  Rev.  Jambs  Ford,  B.D.  7th  Edition,  l8mo.  2s.  6d.  bound  in  cloth,  with  gilt  edges; 
fcp.  8vo.  8s.  6d.  bound. 

FORD -A  CENTURY  OF  CHRISTIAN  PRAYERS, 

On  FAITH,  HOPE,  and  CHARITY;  with  a  Morning  and  Evening  Devotion.  By  the  Kev. 
Jambs  Ford,  B.D.    3d  Edition,  18mo.  4s.  cloth. 

FORSTER -THE  STATESMEN  OF  THE  COMMONWEALTH 

OF  ENGLAND.    With  an  Introductory  Treatise  on  the  Popular  Progress  in  English  History. 

By  John  Forstbr,  Esq.     5  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Original  Portraits  of  Pym,  Eliot,  Hampden, 

Cromwell,  and  an  Historical  Scene  after  a  Picture  by  Cattermole,  £!\.  10s.  cloth. 
The  Introductory  Treatise,  intended  as  an  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Great  Civil  War  in 

the  Seventeenth  Century,  separately,  2s.  6d.  sewed. 
The  above  5  vols,  form  Mr.  Forster's  portion  of  the  Lives  of  Eminent  British  Statesmen,  by  Sir 

James  Mackintosh,  the  Right  Hon.  T.  P.  Courtenay,  and  John  Forster,  Esq.    7  vols.  fcp.  8vo. 

with  Vignette  TiUes,  jt2,  28.  cloth. 

FOSBROKE.-A  TREATISE  ON   THE  ARTS,  MANNERS, 

MANUFACTURES,  and  INSTITUTIONS  of  the  GREEKS  and  ROMANS.  By  the  Rev. 
T.  D.  FosBROKB,  &c.    2  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  12s.  cloth. 

GLEIG.-LIVES  OF  MOST  EMINENT  BRITISH  MILITARY 

a>MMANDERS.    By  the  Rev.  O.  R.  Glbio.    8  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  18s.  cloth. 

GLENDINNING.-PRACTICAL  HINTS  ON  THE  CULTURE 

OF  THE  PINE  APPLE.  By  R.  Glbndinnino,  Gardener  to  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Rolle, 
Bicton.     12mo.  with  Plan  of  a  Pinery,  5s.  cloth. 

GOLDSMITH'S  (OLIVER)  POETICAL  WORKS. 

lUnstrated  with  Engravings  on  Wood,  fh>m  Designs  by  Members  of  the  Etching  Club. 

Siuare  crown  8vo.  uniform  with  *'  Thomson^s  Seasons,"  ais.  cloth ;  bound  in  morocco,  by 
ayday,  jf  1. 16s.  [Jutt  ready. 

GOOD.-THE  BOOK  OF  NATURE. 

A  Popular  Illustration  of  the  General  Laws  and  Phenomena  of  Creation.  By  John  Mason 
Good,  M.D.  F.R.S.,  &c.    Third  Edition,  corrected,  3  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  Us.  cloth. 

GRAHAM.-ENGLISH ;  OR,  THE  ART  OF  COMPOSITION 

explained  in  a  Series  of  Instructions  snd  Examples.  By  G.  F.  Graham.  Second  Edition, 
revised  and  improved.    Fcp.  8vo.  78.  cloth. 

GRANT    (MRS.    OF   LA66AN).-MEM0IR   AND    CORRE- 

8PONDENCE  of  the  late  Mrs.  Grant,  of  Laggan,  Author  of  "  Letters  fh)m  the  Mountains," 
"  Memoirs  of  an  American  Lady,"  &c.  Ace.  Comprising  Slietches  of  the  Society  and  Literary 
Cliaracters  of  Edinburgh  for  nearly  the  last  thirty  years.  Edited  by  her  Son,  J.  P.  Grant, 
Esq.    S  vols,  post  8vo.  with  Portrait,  31s.  6d.  cloth. 

**  The  three  Tolomes  con»iiit  of  a  brief  idtptcb  of  Mra.  Gnmt'a  lift>  (drmwii  up  br  hervelf  to  the  jru  ISDS^amd  con- 
tin«ed  by  her  wm*,)  «ad  of  her  letter*  written  to  variou*  IHendn.  beti«eea  IbiO.  wtien  ahe  left  L^gut  fnr  Woodend, 
and  witmn  « iiiw  months  of  her  death,  in  1838.  Tlie  nature  of  tnia  correaponaeoce  i*  da<ne<ttie,  thoai|h  often  inter 
vpemed  with  remark*  un  the  book*  she  wnt  reading,  or  aketche^  of  the  peraon*  ohe  bad  met.  There  are  alto  very  many 
pa—gea  of  a  biomphical  character ;  bat  the  great  bulk  of  the  book  la  private  and  per*4mal— lettcni  of  compliment 
and  condolence,  the  efltasiona  uf  fHendahip  or  piety,  accttunta  of  her  donicfttic  alKura,  or  nketrhea  of  the  perwqui, 
often  great  namea  in  literature  and  life,  both  of  London  and  Edinburgh,  whom  bhe  had  met  in  aociety,  both  readable 
and  attractiTe.".— SrzcTATUA. 

GRAnAN.-THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  NETHERLANDS, 

From  the  Invasion  by  the  Romans  to  the  Belgian  Revolution  in  1830.  By  T.  C.  G rattan, 
Esq.    1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Title,  6s.  cloth. 


GRAY.-FIUURES  OF  MOLLUSCOUS  ANIMALS, 

SelKlnl  rrwn  rmiHoM  Aiilhani.    Elcbcd  for  Ihn  Dm  or  Studeoth    By  Maui 

Vnl.  I.  pp.  10,  Wild  Til  plit«  nf  Fniirn,  i?s.  tUiih. 
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GREENER -THE  GUN; 

Or,  •Trwitiw  on  Ihe  v.ritm.  UeKripiinoiof  Stnitl  R 

KTW.OatiiRiK.lanatnrM 

*r.  a™ 

GREENER.-THE  SCIENCE  OP  GUNNERY, 

Aaiin''i«"o  iheUmtiH  CnnmrnclicHi  of  FitB  Arnii.     Uy  William  GMmR,  i 
"ThcGuii,'>«[c.    Wllb  numcraua  V\*ta,  lit.  ciDIh. 

GREENWOOD  (COLJ-TDE  TREE-LIFTER; 

Or,  n  SvK  Melliml  of  Tnotplviljiu:  Tne*.    Uy  Col.  Geo.  Qmhiiwuiid.    b<o.  itta 
tniiivs  Clue.  7>.  doth, 

GUEST. -TUE  MABINOGION, 

Fniin  lh«  Llyfr  Cuch  o  BtTfiil,  or  R; d  Uoik  of  It; rgiil,  and  other  ■nriml  VrW 
with  (n  Enjcliali  TnuiUiion  uil  Nolm.     B;  Luiy  CHAKLorta  Gi:m,     rm 

ran  I.  The  Ijidy  ofllie  Foantiia. 


.        _  ,  aTaleof  ChiialfT. 

Part  a.  The  Arlburian  Ronianee  of  " — '-■  ■"-  =■ 
Pin  4.  The  Konunce  of  Kilhnch  « 
Pari  i.  Tbe  Ureani  of  Rbonabwy.  and  the  Till 


'SanufEtbta. 


P"yll  PrloCT  of  Of  ««t 

GWILT.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  ARCHITECTURE; 


HALL -HEW 

Fimf-THREK  ,M  '  ; 

Edltloti,  tboruwhlgr  ra 
by  lb*  ncenltimcial  bmiEys,  >■»  nc-  nv.r 
with  the  aulbeatkaled  DUcorertea  publlttjr . 
half,  I41ne  Gulnni.  hatr-boun<1  in  runsiD  ^  r<  i 


nl  Anii  corrrctcii  , 


irAisii.ii.-Liriv  A.Mi  Ti.Mi>  "i'.iiH; 


n,  Author  of  "The  I 

Vll.-'and  "  Oblintlona  of  Urcralurc  In  i 

PortnilfnmaDOrG^ual  Hctun  In  the  i"-'  < 


UANN\v 


HAND-BOOK  OF  TASTE; 

Or,  How  to  Observe  Works  of  Art,  especially  Cartoons,  Pictares,  and  Statues.  By  Fabius 
PiCTOR.    Second  Edition.    Fcp.  8vo.  38.  bovrds. 

**  W«  hare  never  met  with  a  c<mipendl<nu  treatise  on  art,  and  the  principle*  which  ahoold  gniir  taste  in  Jodf^inir  of 
it*  productions,  that  ccmtained  more  rxceUcnt  matter  than  this  •mall  unpretending:  Tolume.  The  followioi;  rvlv*,  and 
thoae  which  precede  them,  should  be  well  conned  orer  before  visiting  exhibitions,  and  afterwards  stitched  up  with 
oar  catalogue."— TaiT's  MA.o&xtMB. 

HANSARD-TROUT  AND  SALMON  FISHING  IN  WALES. 

By  G.  A.  Hansard.    13mo.  66.  6d.  cloth. 

HARRIS.-THE  HIGHLANDS  OF  ^ETHIOPIA ; 

Beinr  the  Accout  of  Eighteen  Months*  Residence  of  a  British  Embassy  to  the  Christian  Court 
of  Sboa.  By  Major  Sir  W.  C.  Harris,  Author  of  <' Wild  Sports  in  Southern  Africa,*'  &c. 
3d  Edition,  3  vols,  with  Map  and  illustrations,  d!2.  3s.  cloth. 

**8ir  WilliAm  Harris  has  produced  a  work  of  extraordinarj  interest  and  value ;  a  narrative  which  win  take  a  per- 


to 

be  was  a  welcomed  visitor.  He  makes  research  into  their  history,  sketches  the  geoicraphy,  natural  history,  and 
botany  of  the  country,  and,  in  brief,  leaves  no  subject  unexplored  that  could  add  to  the  completentta  of  tlie  picture 
he  has  undertaken  ti>  paint;  and  most  vividly  does  his  graphic  touch  summon  before  the  mind's  eye  of  hi*  readers 
the  scenes  be  has  witnessed.'—Foaxiaii  ahd  CoLanUL  Rxvixw. 

HAWKER-INSTRUCTIONS  TO  YOUNG  SPORTSMEN 

In  all  that  relates  to  Guns  and  Shootinfc.  By  Lieut.-Col.  P.  Hawkir.  9th  Edit,  corrected, 
enlar^^ed,  and  improved,  with  Eirhty-flve  Plates  and  Woodcuts  by  Adlard  and  Branston,  fjrom 
Drawings  by  C.  Varley,  Dickes,  &c.     8vo.  jt\.  Is.  cloth. 

"Wehavesooftenspokenfiivourably  of  preceding  editions  of  this  popular  work,  that  we  need  onlr  notice  the 
opportune  publication  of  the  Nimth,  which  has  just  made  its  appearance,  and  which  brings  everv  branco  ofspnrting, 
in  relation  to  the  field  and  gun,  down  to  the  preaent  time ;  giving  interesting  notes  of  whatever  nas  been  done  in  the 
way  of  change  and  improvement."— Litxaart  Gaxxttx. 

HENSLOW.-THE    PRINCIPLES    OF  DESCRIPTIVE  AND 

PHYSIOLOGICAL  BOTANY.  By  J.  S.  Hbnslow,  M.A.  F.L.S.  be.  1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with 
Vignette  Title,  and  nearly  70  Woodcuts,  68.  cloth. 

HAYDON.-LECTURES  ON  PAINTING  AND  DESIGN  : 

Origin  of  the  Art— Anatomy  the  Basis  of  Drawing— The  Skeleton— The  Muscles  of  Man  and 
Quadruped— Standard  Figure  -  Composition— Colour-Ancients  and  Modem— Invention.  Bv 
B.  R.  Haydon,  Historical  Painter.  With  Designs  Drawn  by  Himself  on  the  Wood,  and 
Engraved  by  Edward  Evans.    8vo.  {Jutt  readf, 

HERSCHEL.-A  TREATISE  ON  ASTRONOMY. 

By  Sir  Joh  n  Ubrschbl.     New  Edition.    1  voL  fcp.  8vo.  Vignette  Title,  6s.  cloth. 

HERSCHEL.-A    PRELIMINARY    DISCOURSE    ON    THE 

STUDY  OF  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY.  By  Sir  John  Hbrschkl.  New  Edition,  1  vol. 
fcp.  8vo.  with  vignette  title,  68.  cloth. 

HINTS  ON  ETIQUETTE  AND  THE  USAGES  OF  SOCIETY : 

With  a  Glance  at  Bad  Habits.  By  Aywy6s,  «  Manners  make  the  man."  23d  Edition, 
revised  (with  additions)  by  a  Lady  of  Rank.    Fcp.  8vo.  38.  6d.  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

General  Observations ;  Introductions— Letters  of  Introduction— Marriage— Dinners— Smoking; 
Snuff— Fashion— Dress— Music— Dancing— Conversation— Advice  to  Tradespeople— Visiting; 
Visiting  Cards— Cards— Tattling— Of  General  Society. 

HOARE -A  DESCRIPTIVE  ACCOUNT  OF  A  NEW  METHOD 

of  PLANTING  and  MANAGING  the  ROOTS  of  GRAPE  VINES.  By  Clbmbnt  Hoarr, 
Anthorof  '*  ATreatise  on  the  Cultivation  of  the  Grape  Vineon  Open  Walls."    lamo.  Ss.  cloth. 

The  tactM.  proved  b^  experiments  carried  on  by  Mr.  Hoare  for  a  series  of  years,  are  so  extra- 
ordinary, that  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  they  will  effect  a  complete  revolution  in  the 
planting  of  the  Grape  Vine. 

HOARE.-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  THE  CULTIVATION 

OF  THE  GRAPE  VINE  ON  OPEN  WALLS.  By  Clbxbkt  Hoarb.  Sd  Edition,  8vo. 
78. 6d.  doth. 

HOBBES.-ENGLISH  WORKS  OF  THOMAS  HOBBES, 

Of  Malmesbnry ;  now  first  collected  by  Sir  William  Molbsworth,  Bart.  Vol.  10,  contain- 
ing the  Translation  of  Homer's  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    8vo.  lOs.  cloth ;  to  non>8ubscribers,  13s. 

Nine  preceding  Volumes  have  been  published  of  the  English  and  Latin  Works.  Vols.  8  and  9, 
recently  published,  comprise  the  Translation  of  Thucydides. 

HOLLAND-PROGRESSIVE  EDUCATION ; 

Or,  Considerations  on  the  Coarse  of  Life.  Translated  from  the  F^ch  of  Madame  Necker  de 
SauMure.    By  Miss  Holland.    3  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  19s.  6d.  doth. 

*«*  The  Third  Volume,  forming  au  appropriate  conclusion  to  the  first  two,  separately,  7s.  6tl. 


in  OrdJniry  M 


HOLLAND.-A  TREATISE  ON  THE  MANUFACTURES  IN 

HETAL.    ByJ.HoLLiND.En).    3  soli.  ftp.  Ylgn«i*TlllM,«l»nt  WW  WiMlcnU,  Wi.eWk. 

HOLLAND-MEDICAL  NOTES  AND  REFLECTIONS. 

Bt  Hknht  HDI.LAND,  M.D.  Plt-S.  &c.  F? 

Bitraonlinary  lo  theQu«n,ind  Fhyiinui 
Id  BcUtlon,  1  vol.  8<o.  p;>.  6SI,  ISB.  clotb. 

HOOKER.-THE  BRITISH  TLOHA, 

[dThoVoIs.  Tol.li  coiiipruliiEP)uFaci|[anio»or  FlDwniiiennU.niillhr  FoW.  BtS 
WiLbiAvJAOUHHaoaxi,  K.K.  LUD.  F.H.A.  uidL^  &c*c  li'.  Fifth  Bdiiiiw, mi 
AdilKiani  mid  Correc^Dns ;  inU  ITS  Pif  ures  illiutnlhe  of  the  Umbf  llirMtna  lluU,  U 
CoDipnile  Pl«nu,  (he  Gtuki,  md  the  F(tdi.  svo.  pp.  HI,  vlth  It  Fblci,  Ita-plUi;  wN 
the  pliln  TDloured,  94*.  riDlh, 
Vdl.l,  in  Two  rirti,compruiag  the  CrvptKimim  and  Fungi,  completing  thf  RrilMI  n«ri.ia 
funnitig  VdL5.  FirlBl  inda,  of  Smiliri  KnKUih  Flon.Mi.  bMrdi. 

HOOKER.-ICONES  PLANTARDM  ; 

Or,  Fti-urei,  with  lirief  DMcrinliveChsrictfra  snd  Rem«fk«,  of  New  mi 
from  the  Author's  Hertilrium.  By  Sir  W.  J.  Hoossb,  K.U.  LLP.  ft 
4«a  PUIei,  ^S.  IlL  cloth. 

HOOKER  AND  TAYLOR.-MUSCOLOGIA  BRITANNICA. 
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HORSLEY  (BIsnOP).-BIBLICAL  CRITICISM 

On  Ibe  dm  Fourleeo  Miitoriml  Bociki  of  (I.e  OUITBIHMnli  •nd  on  the  Irsl  Suit  emMtat 
Bwiki.  BvHahl-blHdiulkv,  LL.U.  F.K-S.  F.».A.  I^rdBiibopoT^I.  «ui>b.  td  bUtisit, 
coniiinlBrTruutBtinnthy  Ihe  AuUiorueverhefotennbllaliFil,  tCEFlhu'wllhcDploni  ttdicai. 
lvoli.8vo.  rfl.l(te.clDiL. 

HOWITT  (ANNA  MARY).-THE  BETROTHED  LOVERS. 

TnnililedrraintbeliiUiiDOfUAiczoni.  Iiy  Ad^jtMAxHowiTT.    1  tita.  pixA  tiA 

i  HOWin  {MART).-TUE  CHILD'S  PICTURE  AND  VERSE 

BOOK.  commonLy  wiled  "  Otto  Speck  l*r'>  F«bl(  Book"    T™>,.l.t«l  hv  SUmi  Nontm: 
Wilh  Prcnrb  (nd  GenDBD  on  rormpoudlng  pign,  u> 
Wood  liy  (1.  F.  S»nt™t.    3qiurelSrao.  im.M.  6oi«ril». 


f  E>«T-dIy 
'sdEdillDn.rFvi'e 


.    TnnrilatFdby  Uar 


—  FAMILY:  TRALINNAS; 

FuBDHisiL  BRUM**.     Tniutoiad  tifllkn 
le  Anihar.  aii.  boinli. 

Tut  PaiaiDKST's  DADBimtBa. 
InclncUiiK  NiNi.      Kj  FmdiiC*  flUMIK 
Truiilued    br    Mm    llawtxT.     (  Mh 

pMtBvD.  31i.«il.  boord*. 

A  Nbw  Skktch  or  Ev«»»-»*t  Lini- 
A    Dkbt.     TojFthrr  irllli   9ni*>  m4 


IIOWITT.-TIIE  RURAL  IIFE  OF  ENGI.Am_^ 

m  nilb  "ViilW  to  Kedi«rk»bl»  in 
Lift  of  the  AriiloCTjcy.  |  Tlie  Fo«««  Of  EncUnd, 

L'.feoflheAicricultDnilPopuIitloa.  BibiU,  Ainuiiimirnla.   umI    CnnriiUon  iif  Oc 

FlirliiresqiiB  uid  Uoni  Futotei  of  the  ConotrT- 1     Feoptei  in  •rhirli  ire  intnidnred  Two  Xa* 

Slrung  Altuhmenl  of  liie  BnKliah  to  CouDlri       Chuplen.  ilncriplivr  of  the  Kunl  WMenac 

Ufe.  I     PIUH,  and  Eduntiun  of  tbr  Rml  FOpulUiOB. 

HOWITT-GERMAN  EXPERIENCES : 

IheEn^Uih,  bothGo(nAhro>iIandBtiym>Itlon».    DrWi 


Fcp.8vo.7*.ad.c]i>t 


PRINTED  FOR  LONGMAN,  BROWN,  AND  CO. 
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IIOWITT.-YISITS  TO  REMARKABLE  PLACES; 

Old  HaUs,  Battle-Fields,  and  Scenes  illustrative  of  Striking:  Passages  in  Engrlish  History  and 
PMtry.  By  William  Howitt.  New  Edition,  medinm  8vo.  with  40  lUnstrations  by 
S.  Williams,  31s.  cloth. 

SECOND  SERIES,  chiefly  in  the  Counties  of  DURHAM  and  NORTHUMBERLAND,  with  a 
Stroll  alonff  the  BORDRR.  1  vol.  medium  8vo.  with  upwards  of  40  hiflrhlv-finished  Woodcuts, 
from  Drawm^  made  on  the  spot  for  this  work,  by  Messrs.  Carmichael,  Richardsons,  and 
Weld  Taylor,  2U.  cloth. 

IIOWITT -THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  JACK  OF 

THE  MILL,  commonly  called  "  Lord  Othmill ;"  created,  for  his  eminent  services,  Baron 
Waldeck,  and  Knight  of  Kitticottie:  a  Fireside  Story.  By  William  Howitt.  2  vols, 
fcp.  8vo.  with  46  Illustrations  on  Wood  by  G.  F.  Sargent,  15s.  cloth. 

"  This  agreeable  ttorr  will  b«  a  fprai  IkToaritf  with  a  large  clam  of  JiiTentli*  readers ;  and  will  tuataia  the  un- 
wearied intereat  rrra  of  thoee  who  have  paaaed  the  wason  of  youth.  Thr  vtjle  ia  racy,  animated,  and  aparkling; 
the  atory  never  tag»f  and  its  moral  bearing  is  mo«t  excellent."— Eclxctic  Rsvisw. 

IIOWITT.-THE  RURAL  AND  SOCIAL  LIFE  OF  GERMANY : 

With  Characteristic  Sketches  of  its  Chief  Cities  and  Scenery.  Collected  in  a  General  Tour, 
and  during  a  Residence  in  that  Country  in  the  Years  1840-42.  By  William  Howitt, 
Author  of  **  The  Rural  Life  of  England,"  **  Visits  to  Remarkable  Places,"  **  The  Boy*s 
Gonntr)'  Book,"  &c.    Medium  8vo.  with  above  50  Illustrations,  21s.  cloth. 

HOWITT -WANDERINGS  OF  A  JOURNEYMAN  TAILOR, 

throuirh  EUROPE  and  the  EAST,  durinr  the  years  1824  to  1840.  By  P.  D.  Holthaus, 
from  Werdohl,  in  Westphalia.  Translateafh)m  the  Third  German  Edition,  by  William 
Howitt,  Author  of  '*  The  Rural  and  Social  Life  of  Germany,"  &c.  &c.  Fcp.  8vo.  with  Por- 
tfait  of  the  Tailor,  6s.  cloth. 

**  He  has  traversed  Germany,  Poland,  Hmnnrv,  and  Wallachia  several  times  ;  gaaed  with  profesaional  delight  on 
the  varied  costumes  in  Constantinople  and  Alnandria;  ascended  the  Nile;  climbed  the  Prrnmids ;  dodged  the 
Bedouins ;  kneeled  as  a  pilgrim  in  the  Holy  City ;  stood  in  adoration  on  Mount  Zion  ;  cut  a  walking-stick  on  Mount 
Tabor ;  washed  in  the  lake  of  Gcnnoareth ;  slept  bv  the  side  of  the  Dead  Sea ;  braved  the  robbers  of  '  blest  A  read  r ;' 
narrowly  escaped  being  married  at  Malta  by  damsels  who  are  worse  than  Sam  Weller's  widows ;  and  been  stoned  for 
hia  impertinent  cnrioaity  in  attempting  to  enter  Solomon's  Moaijue  at  Jerusalem.  His  descriptions  of  all  these 
Yarioni  places  are  clear  and  Tirid ;  the  expression  of  his  feelings  simple  and  natural." — Critic. 

nOWlTT.-THE  STUDENT-LIFE  OF  GERMANY. 

From  the  Unpublished  MSS.  of  Dr.  Cornelias.  By  William  Howitt.  8vo.  with  34  Wood- 
Engravings,  and  Seven  Steel  Plates,  Sis.  cloth. 

"  German  atodent-life  has,  of  course,  its  brighter  side  and  pleaaanter  traita.  Its  generous  friendships,  ita  buoyant 
spirits,  its  nobk  songs,  ita  intense  studV,  at  the  lairt  may  well  compensate  for  many  of  its  dariier  (Spatures.  In  thia 
vofauae  there  ia  no  want  of  material  to  form  a  very  sufficient  notion  of  German  atudent-life."- 


"— QcABTxaLT  Rktibw. 


IIOWITT.-COLONISATION  AND  CHRISTIANITY : 

A  Popuhu'  History  of  the  Treatment  of  the  Natives,  in  all  their  Colonies,  by  the  Europeans. 
By  William  Howitt.    Post  8vo.  lOs.  6d.  cloth. 

IIOWITT.-THE  BOY'S  COUNTRY  BOOK : 

Being  the  real  Life  of  a  Cointrv  Boy,  written  by  himself;  exhibiting  all  the  Amusements, 
Pleasures,  and  Pursuits  of  Children  in  the  Country.  Edited  by  William  Howitt,  Author 
of  **  The  Rural  Life  of  England,"  &c.    3d  Edition,  fcp.  8vo.  with  40  Woodcuts,  8s.  cloth. 

**  a  capital  work ;  and,  we  an  inclined  to  think,  Howitt's  best  in  any  line." — Qc^mTEU.T  Rbtikw. 

HUDSON.-PLAIN  DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  WILLS 

In  Conformity  with  the  Law,  and  particularly  with  reference  to  the  Act  7  Will.  4  and  1  Vict, 
c.  36.  To  which  is  added,  a  clear  Exposition  of  the  Law  relating  to  the  distribution  of  Per- 
sonal Estate  in  the  case  of  Intestacy ;  with  two  Forms  of  Wills,  and  much  nseftil  information, 
&c.  By  J.  C.  Hudson,  of  the  Le^cy  Duty  Office,  London.  12th  Edition,  corrected,  with 
notes  of  cases  judicially  decided  since  the  above  Act  came  into  operation.    Fcp.  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

HUDSON.-THE  EXECUTOR'S  GUIDE. 

By  J.  C.  Hudson.    Tliird  Edition,  fcp.  8vo.  5s.  cloth. 

*«*  These  two  works  may  be  had  in  1  volume,  7s.  cloth. 

HUDSON.-THE  PARENT'S  HAND-BOOK ; 

Or,  Guide  to  the  Choice  of  Profession.**,  Emplo>;ments,  and  Situations ;  containinjr  useful  and 
practical  Information  on  the  subject  of  placing**  out  Youn^  Men,  and  of  obtaininir  their  Edn- 
cation  with  a  view  to  particular  occupations.  By  J.  C.  Hudson,  Esq.  Author  of  *' Plain 
Directions  for  Making  Wills."    Fcp.  8vo.  5b.  cloth. 

HUNT.-RESEARCHES  ON  LIGHT : 

An  Examination  of  all  the  Phenomena  connected  with  the  Chemical  and  Molecular  Chances 
produced  by  the  Influence  of  the  Solar  Rays ;  embracim;^  all  the  known  Photographic  m- 
cesses,  and  new  Discoveries  in  the  Art.  By  Robert  Hunt,  Secretary  of  the  Royal  Cornwall 
Polytechnic  Society.    8vo.  with  Plate  and  Woodcuts,  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  Mr.  Hnnt'a  repntation  is  so  well  eittabli«Iifd.  that  we  nerd  onlj  mention  hb  pleasin}r  volvme  to  aecnre  it  a 
^       fkTonrable  reception  from  the  philowjihical  public"— J AMKaujc'i  Nxw  Edisbcbok  PBiLoaurBicai.  JoraxAL. 
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IHMIMIKKYS.-THE  ILLl'MTNAT 

MIHhl.K  ACil->.     A  liMi-n  nf  llluiiiinatnt  fWwks.  fit 
K>  lli.MiY  Ni>>i.  lliMriiiiKY*.     Illii»trairil  bya.**erin 
l*BS**.  "f  tlir  «-\aii  Si/r  of  t>tr  Mrifiiial,  fniTii  tlir  mofft 
lin|irrial  iiiil  Ki>\Bl  Litirant-n  nf  Vifiina,  Miim*i>«.  PariK, 
fmni  Ihf  Vatii-.iii.  K«4-uriaI.  Ambm^isn.  amt  ntlirr  ffn 
frvnt  ilir  rirli  I'liMic.  Cont'trmU',  and  I'ruate  Libraries  i 
Ifolit.  SiUrr,  Bii'l  rnlour*. 
In  OMiriM*  Iff  iitililiiiiiiiii.  Ill  I'ari4.  i«»'it>d  at  intrnal!*  of  i 
tain  llirve  l'lat«-ft,  uf  lltf  r\mc\  tiir  iif  thf»  uriffiiial  nulijec 
ilrarri|»tifm.  with  •'inir  arrurint  (if  tlir  MS.  fnmi  tiliich  il 
an  fli«tiiri«'al  Skflrliof  thf  l^mcri'Mof  thr  Art  of  lllamiDatv 
in  (linmiiloirical  ttnlfr.— a*,  in  the  l*artf.  Ihey  nill.  for  the 
iMurd  withiiut  rpiFanl  in  their  Chrnnohirirai  arran^Dimt. 
Karh  l*art,  rnntaiiiinc  Threr  l'latr«,  with  I>r«rriiitionfi, 
ttMtU  pnntrd.  in  gnhl.  Kilvcr,  aiMl  roluura,  in  imitatioi 
\tr  |:'rrMli>rf^t  by  niechaniral  iiiraiift.  13«. 
Lanok  Paper,  nn  Half  Imperial  CSM  in-  *>y  l^K  to  previ 
^ix  l*arta  tn  fnrm  a  Volume.  Four  Voluinra< 

PLATP.S  cnyTAIiCEIl   IN  THE   Fll 

1.  Pac  fnifn  a  larci*  and  iN'aiiliful  MS.  rxrciiteil  for  £ilwanl 

aikil  in*  brnihrrf  (iluurt'iilrr  and  C'lareiit'e. 
3    Paice  friMH  a  nrh  MS.  of  ibr  ( (ration*  of  l)*'ini>»thpne*,  ma 
3.  A  reniariialik  Kniiili«pii*rr,  of  ffrvat  lieaiity,  fmin  a  VeneCi 

••  **  i  S..1I-  -■  n  -  -I-  •("  ■  initr.«  .if  .i  |T«.r»~<"il  ■■■rk  '.i  3klr.  llutiiphr 
u>  ■  >  ••i-  4-    u'  ■■  t  ■  I  liw  r  •  ■•■  u*.--a,  «bJ  U.r  tAct  | -n^iibi  ■!  ':*  iii«-rv 

IIUNTKR.-TIIE  RISE  OF  THE  OLD 

KxfiMplitiitl  in  tlif"  LiFK  of  ulitkr  Heywimih:  with  a 
the  Kiii:h!«h  I'robvtrriaii  DiNM-iitifrt.    Hv  the  Kev.  Jusi 

JACKSOX.-riCTdRIAL  FLORA  : 

iir,  llritioh  llotany  delineated,  in  1500  UthoxTa;»hic  I>rm 
I'lanlh  iiHlireiiiiii»  to  <ireat  firitain  ;  illuntratiiiie  tbc  del 
li(N>ker.  Lindley,  Smith.  Ace.    fly  Miits  jACKMtN.    Hvo. 

JAMES.  -LIVES OFMOST EMINENT! 

Ily  a.  p.  K.  J  \MKH,  K<M|  .  and  K.  E.  Ckowk,  Knq.    5  voli 

JAMES.-A  HISTORY  OF  THE  LII 

IILM'K  I'KINCK.  and  of  vurioii*  Kveiitu  ronnectetl  tl 
Keijri)  nf  Kiwnrij  III.  Kin;;  of  Kn;!;lHiid.  liy  (J.  P.  R. . 
h\o.  .Map,  i;i.<«.  lintli. 

.li:i-FHi:V.  -  CONTRIBUTIONS     TO 

RK\  WW.  I*y  KHANcir*  Jkffkk^,  mm  uiieof  the  Jndfp 
4  \"N.  h\".  »•"•.  rli'tli. 

J(»I1NS(IN.  -THE  FARMER'S  ENCVC 

.Villi  l>ii-ti)iii:iry  (if  Uural  Aifair^:  eiiil)r:iriii:;  all  tlie  reci 
iiii<»ti\  :  adiipliii  to  the  «*oni|>ri-lieii!si<Miof  uiiRciiMitirirref 
K«"|.  K.K.S.  HarristiT-at-Ijiw.  CorrehjHii'dinir  Member  oi 
l»i-r.'.  aiii|  of  tlie  MarxluiMl  Hoiticultiiral  Soiiety;  An 
ttif  Uo>:i]  .\::riniltiira'l  .SN'iety  of  Kiiirlaml,  and  other 
•*  raiiii'irN  .Miuaiiaik,"  kc  I  thick  vol.  hvo.  ilhiRtrati 
ainl  inii»t  iinproxed  .\::ri(-iiltiiral  linpleiiieiitK.  JL'2.  lUs.  t 

"  f  U*l.' •  :t  J<  .'ili--Ii  »  ■  I    »-;i  ■  r  -  Hi..  _ii  !..|  -iil.j     l-«  i-IM    lif  Uir  l:«  M  In 

KANE. -ELEMENTS  OF  CHEMISTin 

Inrludini;  the  nm^t  K(r<-e!it  DiKroxeries  and  .Vpplicalio 
I'harniai'v,  and  t<>  the  Arts.  By  Koukkt  K^nk.  M-1 
l'hilo«ophy  tothcK(»yal  Dublin  Society.     I  thick  volume 

KANE.-TIIE  INDUSTRIAL  RESOUR 

H\  KoHKHT  Ka.nk,  .M.I).  Secretary  to  the  Ctiunril  of  the 
Natural  l*hiloM»phy  to  the  Ko\a]  IJubiin  2)ociL'ty»  and  of 
of  Ireland.     Poht  n'vo.  7k  cUitti. 


"  \\  f  I,  111-  »»  I  n  n.ii.-li  «i»rni  k  •■%  4  worl  n-ii  nth  j"u!.l-.-L>-l,  >•>  Pri»f 
Irt1i!|i'  I'he  vitlmiH' •  •Mit.iiii'*  I  m  i-ti  ii\  Alt  to  «•!  tlii- |<li>»i<'-il  ni:ilri 
'I'l.i  !■•■  I.  tiw  »3ltrr  iMiAiT,  tl  I  iiii>  •  r-il-,  ti.>  I  iiiii|>--.itiiin  iiiid  f-:i|M)-i 
III  ■■.ii:i->, 4iid  th^ im*:in-  <■!  i:.t>-- T.:t:  ■  ■'iiiiiini;i.-.ili<  11  ••1. -t'.iii:  in  llii- 1  »v 
lai-1  'i*f<>rr  tJir  l*»ili-r.  in  M.t  ,r  v-u  nt.t:-  i«  mi  M  ■■*  -.n  tlit  ir  pr  n  tli"il  Iw 
■■•■n  iifflM- iiii<iiii:iii  vji  iiii-iil  trmr.  w|i .  •.  If  hii.-l  li.i'>  •uHrn*'!  tiiun  I  >r. 
rli-n.riit<  i-f  ni-il'.li  Ji>>l  |"'Uii  <«li.-  Ii  liiii-  >  ■  l--r./  l-i,n  .iliu>»l  iillr  iti  li 

KATER  AND  LARDNER.-A  TREATI 

]ty  Captain  KATKRaiid  Dr.  L\ki>nkii.     New  Kditlon.    1 
PlateK,  cuinprisiii^  224  di.stinct  (i^MireM.  fis.  doth. 

KEIOHTLEV.-OUTLINKS  OF  HISTO 

From  the  KilrUe^t  Pf-rioil      Hy  Tiio.m.v>  Ki-  iiiii  ri.KV,  l'» 
SJdenitilv  iinprMVf'd.  fri».  Svo,  C-.  r]'  th  :  •  r  '»   ''.I.  )  n-  ',^i*. 


KING. -A    SELECTION   FROM   THE    SPEECHES   AND 

WRITINGS  of  the  late  LORD  KING.  With  a  ahort  Introductory  Memoir,  by  Eabl 
FoRTBscuB.    Demy  8vo.  Portrait,  12i.  cloth. 

"  A  Jodicknw  and  intensting  MlrcUon  rrom  thr  upreche*  and  wriUnffi  of  a  noblnnan  who.  bj  aMlttj,  coMMtency. 
and  honntjr  of  parpoM,  duplajred  Uurotuthoat  th«  cour««  of  a  lout;  public  life,  drwrved  to  lire  to  Xht  rrmembraacr  of 
hi*  countiTnira ;  intemtliw,  also,  as  a  mnmxial  of  one  of  th«  parlimt  cbampiona  of  UMwr  principlra  which  now 
rrcriw  gmrral  homasv ;  and  an  naeftal  eontribntion  to  the  political  history  of  th*  fint  thirty  yean  of  the  prrarat 
eratury.  The  introauctory  memoir  is  diNtiusniiJMd  by  frnod  feeling  and  good  taste,  and  is  chargenblc  only  with  the 
•ncoounon  fault  of  being  too  short.'*— MoaikiMO  Chbvuiclb. 

KIPPIS.-A  COLLECTION  OF  HYMNS  AND  PSALMS, 

For  Public  and  Private  Worship.  Selected  and  prepared  br  A.  Kippis,  D.D.,  Abraham 
Rbrs,  D.D.,  the  Rev.  Thomas  Jbrvis,  and  the  Rev.  T  Morgan.  To  which  is  added,  a 
ScppLBMBNT.    New  Edition,  corrected  and  improved,  18mo.  5s.  bound. 

KIRBY  &  SPENCE.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  ENTOMOLOGY ; 

Or,  Elements  of  the  Natural  History  of  Insects :  comprising  an  account  of  noxious  and  useful 
In»ccts,  of  their  Metamorphoses,  Food,  Stratagems,  Habitations,  Societies,  Motions,  Noises, 
Hyliemation,  Instinct,  &c.  By  W.  Kibby,  M.A.  F.R.S.  k,  L.S.  Rector  of  Barham;  and  W. 
Spknce,  Esq.  F.R.S.  &  L.S.    6th  Edit,  corrected  and  muchenlarged,  2  vols.  8vo.  81s.  6d.  cloth. 

The  first  two  Tolome*  of  the  "  Introduction  to  Entomology"  are  published  as  a  sejtarate  work,  distinct  from 
the  third  and  fourth  volumes,  and,  thuuf(h  much  enUr^^ed,  at  a  considerable  reduction  of  price,  in  order  that 
the  numemns  class  of  readers  who  confine  their  study  of  insects  to  that  of  their  manners  and  economy,  nevd  not  be 
burthened  with  the  cost  of  the  technical  portion  of  the  work,  relating  to  their  anatomy,  physiology,  ice. 

KNAPP.-GRAMINA  BRITANNICA ; 

Or,  Representations  of  the  British  Grasses :  with  Remarks  and  occasional  Descriptiona.  By 
1.  L.  Knapp,  Esq.  F.LS.  &  A.S.  2d  Edition,  4to.  with  118  Plates,  beautiftilly  coloured, 
pp  250,  .le^.  16s.  txtards. 

"  Most  of  the  persons  interested  in  the  art  of  distiniruinhing  grasses  are  country-genUinra  and  farmeis,  who  know 
nothing  of  hotanj,  and  caunot  use  the  technical  descriptions  or  analytical  fl^nires  of  botanists.  To  that  great  class 
such  a  bortk  is  mvaluable.  It  ousht,  in  fact,  to  form  part  of  th*  library  otenrj  one  interested  in  rural  afEsirs ;  for 
there  are  few  plants  so  difficult  to  distinguish  as  gr4sses^  not  any  more  so,  and  none  which  it  is  more  important  to 
know  correctly,  because  of  their  Tariou*  uses  and  qualities.  With  Mr.  Knapp 's  book  beCort  him,  no  one  can  have  the 
least  difficulty  m  making  himself  master  of  the  sulject."— Gardbxsb**  CaaoKicuk 

LAING,  (S.,  JUN.)-NATIONAL  DISTRESS : 

Its  Causes  and  Remedies.  By  Samuel  Lai  no,  Jun.  Esq.  late  Fellow  of  St.  John's  College, 
Cambridge.    8vo.  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

%*  The  Essay  to  which  the  First  Prize  of  j^lOO,  offered  by  The  Ailat  newspaper,  was  awarded. 

LAINO.-THE  CHRONICLE  OF  THE  KINGS  OF  NORWAY, 

From  the  Earliest  Period  of  the  History  of  the  Northern  Sea  Kings  to  the  Middle  of  the  Twelfth 
Century,  commonly  called  The  Hehntkringla.  Translated  from  the  Icelandic  of  Snorro 
Sturleson,  with  Notes,  and  a  Preliminary  Discourse,  by  Samubl  Laimq,  Author  of  *'  Notes 
of  a  Traveller,"  &c.    3  vols.  8vo.  868.  cloth. 

**  We  have  been  rather  profuse  in  our  extracts  from  this  curious  and  most  characteristic  old  history.  But  it  Is 
long  since  we  have  met  witn  a  work  so  spirited,  and  so  amusing,  and  at  ttie  same  time  affcirdini^  such  valuable  infur- 
matVwt  respecting  *■  race  to  whom  we  are  so  largely  indebted,  as  this  venerable  Cltronide  of  Snorro  Sturlesun." 

Eclectic  Hktiiw. 

LAIN6.-J0URNAL  OF  A  RESIDENCE  IN  NORWAY, 

During  the  years  1834, 1835,  and  1836 ;  made  with  a  view  to  inquire  into  the  Rural  aud  Political 
Economy  of  that  Country,  and  the  Condition  of  its  Inhabitants.  By  Samukl  Lainq,  Esq. 
9d  Edition,  8vo.  14s.  cloth. 

LAING.  -NOTES  OF  A  TRAVELLER, 

On  the  Social  and  Political  State  of  France,  l^ussia,  Switzerland,  Italy,  and  other  parts  of 
Europe,  during  the  present  century.    By  Samubl  Lai  no,  Esq.    2d  Edition,  8vo.  16s.  cloth. 

LAIN6.-A  TOUR  IN  SWEDEN, 

In  1838 ;  compridng  observations  on  the  Moral,  Political,  and  Economical  State  of  the  Swedish 
Nation.    By  Samukl  Lai  no,  Esq.    8vo.  Tis.  cloth. 

LARDNER'S  CABINET  CYCLOPEDIA; 

Comprising  a  Series  of  Original  Works  On  History,  Biography,  Literature,  the  Sciences,  Arts, 
and  Manufactures.    Conducted  and  edited  by  Dr.  Lardnkr. 

The  Series,  complete,  in  One  Hundred  and  Thirty-three  Volumes,  .£'39.  18s.    (One  volume 
only  remains  to  be  published.)    The  works,  separate,  68.  per  volume. 

*'  In  the  romplideness  of  its  trestixes,  the  Cabinet  CTclopvdia  is  unriTslled  ;  and  now  that  the  whole  plan  is  carried 
out,  it  ezhihitM  an  ezteimive  body  of  a^ailnble  knowleJge  such  a*  this  or  no  other  country  has  v%Kt  jet  presented  iu  a 
popular  and  convenient  form."— BaiTA.N.MJk. 

LARDNER  AND  WALKER.-A  TREATISE  ON  ELECTRICITY, 

MAGNETISM,  aud  METEOROLOGY.  By  I).  Lardner,  LLD.  F.R.S.,  and  C.  V.  Walkkk, 
Secretary  of  tlie  Electrical  Society,  'i  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  128. 

LARDNER.-A  TREATISE  ON  ARITHMETIC. 

By  D.  Lardnkr,  LL.D.  F.R.S.    I  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Title,  6s.  doth  lettered. 


I 


VltMtlt  TIUi,  uJ 


lr>  CATiLOOCE  OF  KKW  VnBli)> 

LARBNER-A  TREATISE  ON  GEOMETRY. 

upwunli  or  300  Sguros.  <ji,  rtotb. 

URl)fiER.-A  TREATISE  ON  HEAT. 

Bjn.  l-mjisKS,  I.L.U„«;t,    1  vol.' tcp.  Svo.  with  Woodcgti  •oaTipittttTlO*,  to.  dirt*. 

LARDNER.--A  TREATISE  ON  HYDROSTATICS  AND  PSTU- 

MrtTR:3.    By  Dr.  L*.u-.»m.    N.»  Eililion.    I  vol.  fcp.  are.  C.  i:lolb 

lECTDRES  OK  POLARISED  I.IOHT, 

nEUvrtrd  hcfan  iht  PhurmBCFiilIc*]  Sndrtt,  tnil  In  thf  Mtdtcll  ScboM  of  tkr  LMiluk 
Huaplul,    Svii.  illaatntvil  by  *<kivc  60  WoodculB.  gs.  M.  ctaih. 

L.  E  L.-THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  LETITIA  ELIZ.ABETH 

LAN1>0N.    Kfw  Eillliou  |l«3a).  <  vgl>.  fvp.  hvd.  nilh  llln<tr>tiai»  by  tlimnt,  *«.  ate.  cbili 
lettered ;  or  hunUanidr  bounil  in  morocco,  irilh  gill  tis*^  0<  **- 
The  rollowiDf;  maytH'hMl  tecarMely  i— 

TIIE  IMPttOVlSATRTCE lOi.fld.  iTHE  OOLnEV  VIOLET  .......  IM.M. 

THE  VENETIAN  itKACKLBT..  IM.  Gd.  [THE  1  KOUlUDUOK I^W. 

LEE.-TAXIDERMY; 

Or,  tbr  Art  of  Cclknlnf,  pTepirinE,  ind  Moonnn^  Ob)«u  il  Niinna  llnmv.  rnrllit 
u.e  or  MiiwuBH  Slid  TraveUwi.  Bv  Mr».  R.  Lkb  i*™iBrlr  Kn.  T.  K.  lUnnltrlit,  AnOnr  o( 
"  Memoirs  of  Cuvier."  la.  6th  Edition,  imprond,  nllh  >n  utdddI  of  ■  Visit  lii  Walimi 
Hull,  ind  Ur.  Wgtertoa'n  method  of  Pmerriii!;  XninulL    Fcp.  N>u.  willi  Wood  K(iC'»iiin>. 

LEE.-ELEMENT3  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY. 

For  the  uie  of  School!  and  Youoi;  Peiwns :  comprliins  Uie  Principle  of  ninuflatio. 
intenuened  with  RmuBlneandipetrDrtiveorifClnpl  Accomitu  of  the  mo«  remtrkftUe  Anlnula. 
By  Hr>.  R.  Lbi  (ronueilv  Mn.  T.  K.  Bowdich).  Author  of  "  Ikxidenar,"  -  linouin  of 

CutIct,"  Ac.  13mo.  with  Pifty-llve  Hoodcutt,  It.  Gd.  bound. 

LEFEVRE.-AN  APOLOGT  lOR  THE  NERVES; 

Or,  their  liiiportiiice  ind  Inllufiice  in  Hnllli  tiul  ItlteiK.  ByilirOiHiiia*  LBraimt,  ILO. 
Pi'llowot  tlicS(iyalCollcit(url1iy)iHin(.«ic.  &C&C.I  Author  of  ~  Tto  LU^  of  ■  TnnUinc 
IMiyakian,"  "  Thermil  Comratl,"  lie.    Fuit  mo.  IK^mlf  rw^ 

LIFE  OE  A  TRAVELLING  PUVSICIAN, 

Fmm  hr>  llrat  Iniroiluclion  to  Pni-tlr*;  Inrliidlnit  anyptn'  WuHtrriBCi  (timctnat Ai 

jtreiterjuri  of  liuriir*.    Smls.  i")5t  svo.  3calourcdVl*t«.  SU.M.  cloth. 

>uii„..  ''..''•.'•■•n^roiUiin  kJtif  ^Ifi^lnSf  *«s>«b«Mh 

LINilLH,     l\il;"[il  I  riii\  TO  BOTANY. 

By  I'Mi'  .1  l.iM't  :  '.  .  I'l.  I>  I  .11  -  i  .~.  \i'.  3(1  SililiDii  IIUSI,  with  CarreOim* ud  nnL 
derabic  AUdiiioiix,  I  Ittte  ml.  avo.  pv.  >m,  with  !Jii  ViUts  and  nudicrotu  Wontculivl^  tl*A. 

LINDLEY.-FLORA  MEDICA; 

A  DoUnlcal  Aci»DnIora1ltheni(iaiimpatIaat  Plant!  Med  Id  Kcdidnt,  lodHhreM  ^^t••f 
tUeWorld.    By  John  Lindlev,  Ph.U..  CltS.,  &c.    I  vol.  8vo.  IBh  cloth  lettend. 

LIKDLEY.-A  SYNOPSIS  OP  THE  BRITISH  FLORA, 

AmnredaccordlngtutheNalur«l(lnlera.    By  l^fcuor  Ji>h.«  I.ihdlki,  IX.D  ,  r.lL&,k(. 

LINDLEY.-TllE  THEORY  OF  HORTICULTrRE; 


LINDEEY -AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  FIRST  PRINCIPLK3  OF 

HnKTlCULTUHB.    By  PoorKisoii  I.IHuUK*.    INuio.  2t.  bxti.L 

LINDLEY.-GUIDE  TO  ORCHARD  AND  KITCHEN  GARDEN: 

Or,  an  Acconrit  of  llie  mail  raliiiiblr  lYulu  ■iid  Vivetaliln  ciiltliiird  lu  linal  Itrtialo  >  Mil 
Kaleodars  of  the  Worh  minired  in  Hit  i.in-haiM  andlliithen  G*r.l™  iinrunirtry  ama  lalk 
year.  UyO.LlKIiLBT  CM. U.S.   EilJifd  by  I'rof  LlIcDtev-  I  Inrtr  lul.  »>u,  tC*.  Iitfa. 

LLOYD -A  TREATISE  ON  LIGHT  AND  VISION. 

By  the  Rer.  [I.  LuitD,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trin.  Coll.  Dublin.    Syo.  lit.  b^wUi. 


PRINTED  FOR  LONGMAN,  BROWN,  AND  CO. 


17 


►  •H  ^  y^v^      M..A   f 


IORIMER.-LETTERS  TO  A  YOUNG  MASTER  MARINER, 

On  some  Subjects  connected  with  his  Calling^.  By  Charles  Lorimkr.  Sd  edition,  12nio. 
with  an  Api>endix,  5s.  6d.  cloth. 

LOUDON  (MRS.)-THE  LADY'S  COUNTRY  COMPANION; 

Or,  How  to  Enjoy  a  Country  Li(e  Rationally.  By  Mrs.  Loudon,  Author  of  "  Gardening:  for 
Ladies,"  &c. 

CoNTKNTS.— Introduction— The  House— The  Garden— Domestic  Animals— Rural  Walks- 
Miscellaneous  Country  Amusements— Country  Duties.  [/n  the preu. 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  TREES  AND  SHRUBS ; 

beinff  the  "  Arlioretum  et  Fmticetum  Britannicum**  abridjred :  containinfr  the  Hardy  Trees 
and  Hhrubs  of  Great  Britain,  Native  and  Forei^,  Scientitically  and  I'opniarly  Described ; 
with  their  Propagation,  (Culture,  and  UKes  in  the  Arts;  and  with  Kncrrariniii^n  of  nearly  all 
the  .S|)ecies.  Adai'ted  for  the  nw  of  Nurserymen,  Gardeners,  and  Foresters.  By  J.  C. 
Loudon,  F.L.S.  &c.     8vo.  pp.  1234,  2000  Kni^ravinsrs  on  Woo<i,  jtri.  10s.  Inmnd  in  cloth. 

Tlie  Orijfinal  Work  may  he  ha<l  in  8  vols.  8vo.  with  above  400  Octavo  Plates  of  Trees,  and 
upwards  of  2500  Woodcuts,  ^10,  cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  GARDENING ; 

Presenting-,  in  one  systematic  view,  the  History  and  Present  State  of  Gardening  in  all  Coun- 
tries, and  its Tlieory  and  Practice  in  Great  Britain:  with  the  Mana^j^ement  oithe  Kitchen 
Garden,  the  Flower  Garden,  Laying:-out  Grounds,  &c.  By  J.  (!.  1a)Udon,  F.L.S.  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  enlari^ed  and  much  improved,  1  lar^e  vol.  Svo.  with  nearly  1,000  Enj^vings  on  Wood, 
pp.  1312, 508.  cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  AGRICULTURE; 

Comprisins:  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  the  Valuation,  Transfer,  I^yinfc-out,  Improvement, 
and  Manasrement  of  Landed  Property,  and  of  the  Cultivation  and  Economy  of  the  Animal  and 
Vetfetahle  productions  of  Afirnculture:  including  all  the  latest  Improvements,  a  ^neral  History 
of  Agriculture  in  all  Coimtries,  a  Statistical  View  of  its  present  State,  with  Snir^estions  for 
its  future  profsress  in  the  British  Isles ;  and  Supplement,  brinjonic  down  the  work  to  the  year 
1844.  By  J.  C-  LouooN,  F.L.G.Z.  and  H.S.  &c.  5th  Fxlition,  8vo.  illustrated  with  upwards 
of  1100  En^javin^s  on  Wood,  by  Branston,  £2.  10s.  cloth. 

The  Supplement,  briuj^ng  down  Improvements  in  the  art  of  Field-Culture  from  1831  to 
1844  inclusive,  comprising  all  the  previous  Supplements,  and  illustrated  with  65  Engravings 
on  Wood,  may  be  had  teparately,  5s.  sewed. 

LOUDi)N.-AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  PLANTS ; 

Including  all  the  Plants  which  are  now  found  in,  or  have  been  introduced  into.  Great  Britain : 
giving  their  Natural  History,  accompanied  by  such  descriptions,  engraved  figures,  and 
elementary  details,  as  may  enable  a  bei^nner,  who  is  a  mere  EntrMsh  reader,  to  discover  the 
name  of  every  Plant  which  he  may  find  in  flower,  and  ac(|uire  all  the  information  respecting 
it  which  is  useful  and  interesting.  The  Specific  Characters  by  an  Eminent  Botanist ;  the 
Drawings  by  J.  D.  C.  Sowerby,  FL.S.     A  New  Edition,  with  New   Supplement,  coni- 

E rising  every  desirable  particular  respecting  all  the  Plants  originated  in,  or  introduced  into, 
Iritain  between  the  first  publication  of  the  work,  in  1829,  and  January  1840:  with  a  new 
General  Index  to  the  whole  work.  Edited  by  J.  C.  Loudon,  prepared  by  VV.  H.  Baxter,  Jun. 
and  revised  by  George  Don,  F.L.S. ;  and  800  new  Figures  of  Plants  on  Wood,  from  Drawings 
by  J.  D.  C.  Sowerby,  F.L.S.  One  very  large  voL  8vo.  with  nearly  10,000  Wood  Engravings, 
^63.  138.  6d.  cloth.  The  last  Supplement,  separately,  Svo.  158.  cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN  ENCYCLOPiEDIA  OF  COTTAGE,  FARM,  AND 

VILLA  ARCHITECTURE  and  FURNITURE.  Containing  Designs  for  Cottages,  Villas,  Farm 
Houses,  Farmeries,  Country  Inns,  Public  Houses,  Parochial  Schools,  &c. ;  with  the  requisite 
Fittings-up,  Fixtures,  and  Furniture,  and  appropriate  Ofllces,  Gardens,  and  Garden  Scenery : 
each  Design  accompanied  by  Analytical  and  Cntical  Remarks  illustrative  of  the  Principles  of 
Architectural  Science  and  Taste  on  which  it  is  composed,  and  General  Estimates  of  the  Expense. 
By  J.  C.  Loudon,  F.L.S.  &c.  New  Edition,  corrected,  with  a  Supplement,  containing  160 
aaditional  pages  of  letter-press  and  nearly  300  new  engravings,  Svo.  with  more  than  2000 
Engraving^  on  Wood,  Jt^.  3s.  cloth. 

The  Supplement,  separately,  Svo.  7s.  6d.  sewed. 


'  The  Uti>  Mr.  Loudon  ha*  the  merit  of  havinf  rnnv^yi^  mnrr  information  npon  architectarv  in  a  ponnUr  atrle,  a« 

HwEarTrl  ' 
ibranrof  all  non- profeiM>iona] 
time  of  their  life  propone  to  build  a  cottage  or  country  hou*e."— WsaTMlJi»T&a  Kkvikw. 


adtinted  for  crneral  reader*,  than  was  ever  attempted  before,  or  than  ha«  been  arromnlishrd  Mnre.  ffis^CarTckfw^ia 
of  Cotta^re  and  VilUffe  .\rrhitecture  i*  tndiapen«able  to  the  libranr  of  all  non-  profei>»iona]  readers,  who  may  at  aonte 


LOUDON.-HORTUS  BRITANNICUS : 

A  CaUlogue  of  all  the  Plants  indigenous  to  or  introduced  into  Britain.  The  3d  Edition, 
with  a  NKwSupPLKMBNT,prepared,  under  the  direct  on  of  J.  C.Loudon,  by  W  H,  Baxtkr, 
and  revised  by  GKoaoB  Don,  F.L.S.    I  vul.  Svo.  31s.  6d.  cloth. 

The  Supplement  separately,  Svo.  2s.  6d.  sewed. 

The  LATBR  SwrLEMEfiT  separately,  Svo.  Sa.  sewed. 

LOUDON.-HORTUS  LIGNOSIS  LONDINENSIS; 

Or,  a  Catalogue  of  all  the  Ligneous  Plants  cultivated  in  the  neighbourhood  of  London.  To 
which  are  atuled  their  usual  prices  in  Nurseries.    By  J.  C.  Loudon,  F.L.S.  &c.    Svo.  7s.  6d. 
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LOUDON. -THE    SUBURBAN    GARDENER    AND  VILLA 

COMPANION:  miinrinnithcCtauiceorii  Villnnr  Huburlan  Bniilcnct,  orof  ■  ntuUnmi 
vhlfhlofonnana!  At  AmnznopDl  U}<\  Fumlthinc  of  thF  llnnif;  uid  tbr  Lajiw-uoi. 
P1*Rllnc,iiidnnFniLMu»CEiDeiilDr  theGirarnauilRn>UIHl>:1hrHhiiliadn|>t*<lAilCTnii  ' 
rmmonF  prrrh  to  lin*  acm  ud  npnitd*  fn  ntrnt;  InlmdiHl  tm  thi>  ivntniMoB  til  tb 
KhnVMo  litllDorOiinltnlnirar  Rnnl  Alhini,  ind  more  Mrtinluly  fnr  ibr  ok  of  Lad 
B)' J.  C.  LuirDoN,  F.L.S.  &c.    I  vol.  8To.i>tt1i  above  300  WnodEucnvlnga.Wi.Clolh. 

LOUDON.    ON    tut;     LAYIXG-OFT.     TLANTIXG.     ANT) 

MA-V.M.i  ■   I      ,         .  ;     .;  i     ■  U,  .'    ' 
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lOW.-nN  LANDED  PROPERTY,  AND  THE  MANAOEKHiT 

KSTATK8;  eoin(irchenilWtlicaflatiui 
ilKirmonrLaiwai  thFCoDHtmctlonnf f 
dolher  Wurka;  and  Ihe  KeOBomyof  fl 
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Pialui.  Bmhanlimmi 
111  Low,  F.lt.a,B.  ■ 

,0\V.-THE  BRKEDS  OF  THE  DOMESTICATED  A?."1MALS  I 

or  Great  BrlUin  Utacrlbed.    By  Datid  Low,  Eaq.  F.R.^  f    '  i    i<i-' 

Uniiersity  of  Kdinhnrrta  i  Membfrafthe  RoyiU  Academy  >>'  '  i  '' 

•pondlniF  UciDber  of  Ibe  CDn««il  Roval  d'AiiicoItiire  d-'  i '  -   i  > 

lentrals,  &C.  Itc.    Tbe  PUUa  rrmn  DrawiiiKaby  W.  N>eh'>l-  - -^ 

arOilPaintinn,exKu(«lftir  the  A^rlmlnral  MineiiDi  of  i:  <  uD 

W.  Shieta,  K.8A.    1  nl».  allaa  qBarto.vlth  Mplatfaof  ai'n"  :"Ji 

Nature,  *18.  l«a.  htlf-liuoDd  in  morocco.— Or  in  tour  leparmip  i^mijon*,  ut  (nnni 

The  OX.  is  I  TOl.  alias  quarto,  with  31  platH,  ^V.  IBi.  Bd.  hair-boDnil  Id  mnracm. 

Tbe  SHUItP,  in  1  ml.  atlai  quarto,  with  91  platn,  ite.  lt».  Sd.  half-boimd  in  morocco. 

Tbe  HOHSE,  in  1  vol.  atlas  qoano,  witb  S  platei.  43,  half-bound  in  raorocm. 

The  HOG,  la  I  vol.  itlai  quarto,  with  i  platen,  «1.  at.  half-bound  In  Biomrco. 

LOW -AN  INQUIRY  INTO  THE  NATURE  OF  THE  SIMPLK 

BOniBa  of  CHEMim'RY      Bj  U»».n  Low,  Kaq.  F.K.S  E,  Prof    of  .Vgr)ruliure  In  IW 

Univeraity  of  Kdlnburgb.    svo.  Bi.  clolh. 

LOW-ELEMENTS  OF  PRACTrCAL  AGRICULTURE; 

ComprrbrndinE  the  Cultieation  of  rinnii,  the  UiuUandry  of  Ihe  Unmeilir  Anlmala,  aad  On 
RcononrortheFann.  ByD.Low,  Esu.  F-ILS.E..  Prof  of  Axricullurein  UnlverallTatUla. 
bnrgb.  BT0.4Ib  Edit.  Kith  AlterMiDU'' and  Additlont,iuid  above  WiffaaAcuts.  lla.  clolb. 

MACAULAY.-CRITICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  ESSAYS  COS- 

TRlBtTTBD  to  the  EUINBURGH  RRVIBW.  By  Ibe  Hlrbl  Hon.  TaoKAa  ajtaifanro* 
Uacal'lat.    3d  Kdition,  i  voli.  »to.  tKa.  clotli. 

ACAULAY.-LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME. 

Rigbl  Hon.TKuMAi  BiBtNOTon  Macaulat.    Sth  Edition. cmwDRTe.  nB.6d.Cb 

"MACKENZIE.-THE  PHYSIOLOGY  OF  VISION. 

^  n.  MackbnxiiOI.D.,  Lecturer  ou  Ibe  Eye  m  lUf  University  of  OluifDW.    |to.  t 

MACKINTOSH  (SIR  JAMES).-SIR  JAMES  MACKINTOSH'S 

MiaCELLANROUS  WuRKSi  indndinir  hla  Contributiooi  ti  "The  Hdild'Dr«h  B'ritw." 
OUecteil  and  edited  by  hil  Son.    Svola,  8ia.  \tiHitfr*m. 

MACKINTOSH,  ftc-THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 

By  Sir  JtHka  UAuaiHToaH:  W.  Wallace,  Rju.  i  aiid  Hdbeht  Bill,  Baq.  IO>ala,kB. 
a™.  ttUb  Vimxtte  Titlea,  ^.  cloth. 

MACLEOD.-ON  RHEUMATISM, 

And  on  Ihe  AITeclioni  of  tnlemnl  Urcans.  more  especially  the  Heart  and  Brain,  to  «M<li  II 
(Tiveariae.  By  R.Maclk[Id,  M.I).  Pbysidulu91,  George'*  HotpilaL  Hvti  |i|i.  in,Ta.clalli, 

M'CULLOCH.-THE  LITERATURE  OF  POLITICAL  ECO- 

N'OMY:  beiii|[aCIaaaifledCataIo|Cue  of  Ibe  principal  Wurki  in  llie  dilTrrrut  derailmnilaiir 
PuUtiral  tfiunomy,  intnapersed  with  tli-tortcal,  Critical,  and  Blorraphlral  Nntlna  ■)  J.  K. 
HTULLOCH,  Eaq.    Bvo.  UaUtfHm. 

M'CULLOCH.^A  TREATISE  ON  THE  PRINCIPLES  AND 

PRACl'ICBof'I'AXATION  and  the  FUNDING  SYSTEM.   By  J.  R.  H'Ccuoca,  Eaq,  Vo. 

[laUeprtm. 
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M*CULLOCH.-A  DICTIONARY,  PRACTICAL,  THEORETI- 
CAL, AND  HISTORICAL,  OF  COMMBRCE  AND  COMMERCIAL  NAVIOATIUN.  lUua- 
tnlMlwItb  Mnpsind  Fluit.  By  }.  R.  M'Culloch.Ehj.  Member  of  tb(  IiutltDUarFnnce. 
An  nitirely  New  Rilition,  coticctwl  Ihtoughoul,  ralmitd,  tod  tniprois].     One  thick  vol. 


■mniiniiiiiHllill  iiirllHiiiii  I  illli     mil     111    tiilii       1.    ii'-'ri'    I      I       t-'^V  Um  tHBu 

M'CUlLOCHl^rDfcTIOTARr'SoGRAPHICAL,  STATIS- 

TICAI,  AND  HISTORICAL,  or  the  vuioni  ConnliHts,  PiKet,  ud  Principut  Nmtunl  <)b|«cU 
In  the  WORLD.  Bj  J.  R.  M'CtJLLOCH,  Ew).  3  Ibick  Tola.  Bva.  llliutntcd  nitb  Six  Luite 
Importuit  Hap*.   J:t.  clolh. 

••l|)ectii<dlK>uln,iiiialulDbiIiuiii>b>i  MUtlA-slaisn."— Ci^>i.  ' 

MAITE-BRUN.-A  SYSTEM  OF  UNIVERSAL  GEOGRAPHY, 

F««»lcdoo  the  Work!  of  Malti-Biuh  and  Balbi,  embmcinrtin  HiiloricaJ  Sketrh  of  Die 
PrMiTu  of  Gewmphical  DiKOTerr,  the  PrincipLri  of  HatbeDiaitnl  and  I'hyileiL  OroKrapby, 
aul  a  conipMe  Deicription.  rrom  the  moat  recent  aonrcn,  of  thr  l^litlcal  and  dociaJ  Condilion 
of  all  tbe  CouDtriea  In  th*  Wi  rid :  witb  numeroua  SUliitical  Tablea.    Std.  Xa.  clolb. 

MARCET -CONVERSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTRY; 

Id  which  the  Elemnita  of  that  Science  are  ftmfUarly  Riplaioed  and  llluitrated  b;  BiperimeDla. 
}Vh  Kdillon,  enluxed  and  carrecIHl,  a  vola.  fcp.  Bvo.  lu.  cloth. 

MARCET.-CONYERSATIONS  ON  NATDRAL  PHILOSOPHY; 

In  wblrii  thr  Rienmti  of  ibat  Science  are  hiailiarlf  explained,  and  adapted  to  tbe  compre. 
i(  Peraona.     10th  Edition,  enlarged  and  correclod  by  the  Author,  fcp.  8vo. 


oiUl  31  Flatea, 

(MtbaOeneimlPTapertieaDf  Boilies;  the  Attraction  of  GriTily-,  theLaneofMotiOfli  Compoand 
Hotiaa  I  tlw  Mechanical  Powers ;  Astronomr ;  Cenaa  of  the  Kanh'a  Hotian ;  the  flaneis ; 
the  bith)  the  Uoon;  HydroiUtica;  the  UecbaBical  Properties  of  Fluidai   Df  Dprii 

F<mDtlllM,llc.i  Pnenmr-'—    "-"—•—'—■"- '-- -'  -'-    —...;—.—-..■ — -.-  .-. 

the  VlnaT  Anfie  and  ttai 
Of  tbe  Bye,  and  Optical 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  ON  POLITICAL  ECONOMY; 

In  whicb  the  Elements  of  that  Science  are  AmUiaily  uplalDed.  Tib  Edition  (IS3V),  revised 
■ad  enlartcHl,  fcp.  8vo.  '■■  U.  clotb. 
Introdactkin ;  onPrDperty;  the  DiriaionoT  Labouri  on  Capital  i  Ob  Wans  and  Population  j  nn 
the  CtrnditiDD  of  the  Poor;  on  Value  and  Price;  un  Incoine;  Income  fraiu  Landed  Property  i 
Inciunefniai  the  Cultivation  of  Land  I  income  froni  Capital  lenti  on  Money;  oo  ComiDercci 
am  Forei^  Trade;  on  Kipendlture  and  Consumption. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS   ON   VEGETABLE  PHYSIO- 

LOOY;  eampretaendicic  tbe  Elements  of  Uoiany,  with  ttieir  apptkatlon  to  Africiillure. 
Sd  Edition,  fcp.  BVO.  with  *  Plates,  M.  cloth. 
Introduction ;  on  RooU ;  on  Stemt ;  on  Leaves ;  on  3ap ;  on  Cambium  and  the  peculiar  Jnicea 
oTPUnta;  on  tbe  Action  of  Light  and  Heal  on  I'kuiisi  on  the  Naliiraliialion  of  PlanUj  on 
the  Action  of  the  Atmosphere  on  Plants;  on  tbe  Action  of  Water  on  Planla;  on  the  ArtlHcial 
HodeorWaterlue  Planla;  on  the  Action  of  the  ^il  on  Plantai  on  tbe  Propuaiiou  of  Plants 
bySnbdJTlBiaa',  onGraning;  on  the  Multiplication  of  Plants  by  deed;  Ihenower;  oaCoin- 
poond  Plowers;  on  Fruit ;  on  the  Seed;  on  the  Claaaidcatlon  (rf  Flaats ;  oa  ArtiAcial  Systems ; 
OB  tbe  Natural  System;  UotaoicBl  Geography;  the  Influence  of  Culture  on  Vegelatmni  oil 
tbe  Degeneration  and  Diseaaea  of  Plants;  on  tbe  Cultivation  of  Treea;  on  tbe  Cultivation  of 
Ptanta  which  produce  Fermented  Uquon ;  on  tbeCultlvationof  anaBeB,'rubtrouafUMta,aiHl 
Grain ;  on  Oleaginoni  PlanU  and  Culinary  Vegetables. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  FOR  CHILDREN; 

showing  the  comparative  altitude  o/  Mountains,  Sa.  td.  clotb. 


CSTALOGTS  OF  SB' 


KARCET  -CONTERSiTTONS  ON  lANOUAfiE. 

ir  Oillrtrpn     Bi  Mt».  M  ^ttrrr,  A»ihnr  of  "  Maiy**  Gnumir,"  "  OiniwnBtlon*  M  Cto>    | 


cQlargnl.     IBins,  3i.  M.  tialf-bonniJ 


,MARCET-THE  GAME  OF  GRAMMAR,  I 

1  Book  of  ConTcrutioiii  (hewini:  llm  Kul»  irflhr  (Ihibf.  ■ml  nlRinKnr  Kt»nH**af  lk>    ' 
cr  of  plnylDE  >tit.    In  ■  v(n>lB)irti  boi.nr<lini«  apu  ipmlSvo.  loluinv  in  rMO.  ^ 

ttARCET.-LESSONS   ON   ANIMALS,  VEGKTARLES,  AND 

.    By  Mr..M«iiciiT,  Anllinrof  ■'CouvrrMtio(.»(.naifniUlrT."&c.    Una.  1l 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS  ON  THE  HISTORY  OF  E5G- 

LAMl,  for  Un-  U»  of  Oulclreo.     By  Mr*.  M^hc-f.    Vint.nr  of  "r<,.iitmil<i»i  no  fW- 

mlitrji,"  «c,    WKdilian.wilh  Aiiaitioii«,conlir <"  •'-••^r.  .„  fi...  ii,i,-„  ,.t  i.~<r[f  It* 

ThinC  ISini).  Sa.  cloth.  I 

Tbt  Second  Pui,  coaUiialnK  tbc  Uitiorriuihi' i;  .ii4h> 


MARRIAGE  GIFT. 

Bya  Moth  IK.    A  Lmi^  u>  her  Children.     foU  Bro.  M,  ctolb,  gUl  nicci. 

MARRYAT.-TRE  SETTLERS  TN  CA^'ADA. 


ARRYAT.-MASTERMAN  llEAUl ; 

WmkortlitPacKli-.    VVrtUim  for  Yduuc  I>nr1e.     BTCarTAin  MiBr 
I.  Hitb  Dumeroui  ItngnvlJiEn  (in  H'oihI,  KIii.  M.  cloUi. 

*,■  The  viiUirOft  i^tmMf,  It.  M.  eacb,  diilb. 


ARX  AN 


'All 


-ON  THE  DECREASE  0?  DISEASE 


KAUKDEIl.- 1  il  i:  I  l!i:.\SURY  or  HISTORY; 

runliri<inK  3<>viirral  Irilmrlnetory Outlmesf  Unlvrml  Hixloiy,  Aniiinliuul  Mi 
"--'--' -"■'- -' 1— .—.«-.:—  ■•— „i«;  thctr  Ktr.Vi 


liOan.  tbn  Monl  and  Socii 


AUNDER.-TIIE  TREASURY  OF  KNOAVLEDGE, 

Alul  LIBRARY  of  tLBFERBNCE;  conmlning  ■  im  nnd  i-nUrEiil  Uii'IiODUT 
precBlHi  lrfiiCiHnpendiiiiisOr»nun«,  Verh«l  l«>t[ncilnn».  Sc..  ■ 
■  CompcndioDiCUuiotlUiciionwr;  nCbronDliwiu] AulfsUafOi 
-"■--'"  -™,  *c.  ftt     By  Saiiukl  MifKDKB.     Ulh  t>l[tkin, 
cd  I^atupiFrn,  Si.Sd.  clolli:  boundiiirO(D.10i.<<l. 
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MAUNDER.-THE  SCIENTIFIC  &  LITERARY  TREASURY ; 

A  new  and  popular  Encyclopaedia  of  Science  and  the  Belles-Lettres ;  includinff  all  Branches  of 
Science,  and  every  Subject  connected  with  Literature  and  Art.  The  whole  written  in  a  fkmiliar 
style,  adapted  to  the  comprehension  of  all  persons  desirous  of  acquiring^  information  on  the 
subjects  comprised  in  the  work,  and  also  adapted  for  a  Manual  of  convenient  Reference  to  the 
more  instructed.  By  Samuel  Maunobr.  3d  Edition,  1  thick  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  engraved 
Frontispiece,  lOs.  cloth ;  bound  in  roan,  128. 

MAUNDER.-THE  BIOGRAPHICAL  TREASURY; 

Consiistinj^  of  Memoirs,  Sketches,andbrief  Notices  of  above  12,000  Eminent  Persons  of  all  A|i:e. 
and  Nations,  fh)m  the  Earliest  Period  of  History ;  forming  a  new  and  complete  Dictionary 
of  Universal  Biography.  4th  Edition,  with  a  '*  Supplement,**  from  the  Accession  of  Queen 
Victona  to  the  Present  Time.  By  Samukl  Maunobr.  1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  engraved  Fron- 
tispiece, 88. 6d.  cloth ;  bound  in  num,  10s.  6d. 

MAUNDER -THE  UNIVERSAL  CLASS-BOOK : 

A  new  Series  of  Reading  Lessons  (original  and  selected)  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year ;  each 
lesson  recording  some  important  Event  in  General  History,  Biography,  &c.  which  happened 
on  the  day  of  the  month  under  which  it  is  placed,  or  detailing,  in  familiar  language,  inte- 
resting facts  in  Science ;  also  a  variety  of  Descriptive  and  Narrative  Pieces,  interspersed  with 
Poetical  Gleanings :  Questions  for  Examination  being  appended  to  each  day*s  Lesson,  and  the 
whole  carefully  adapted  to  Practical  Tuition.  By  Samubl  Maundbb,  Author  of  *' The 
Treasury  of  Knowledge."    2d  Edition,  revised,  12mo.  5s.  bound. 

MODERN  SYRIANS  (THE); 

Or,  Native  Society  in  Damascus,  Aleppo,  and  the  Mountains  of  the  Druses.  From  Notes 
made  during  a  Residence  in  those  parts  in  1841, 42,  and  43.  By  an  Oriental  Student.  Post 
8vo.  lOs.  6d.  cloth. 

"  An  enU  rtaining  and  ienaible  rolumc,  writtra  bj  an  actire  and  nhsonrant  traveller ;  cotuMing  nt  short  a^^terable 
nkptchrM  of  native  manners,  coKtumrx,  and  r-onTerutiona,  collected  during  a  tour  in  Syria,  cspeciAlljr  iu  the  ncigb- 
bcurbood  of  Damaacus,  Aleppo,  and  the  mountaina  of  tli«  Druaes." — kTumxMV». 

MONTGOMERY'S  (JAMES)  POETICAL  WORKS. 

New  and  only  Complete  Edition.  With  some  additional  Poems,  and  Autobiographical 
Prefaces.  Collected  and  Edited  by  Mr.  Montoombry.  4  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Portrait,  and 
Seven  other  beautifully-engraved  Plates,  20s.  cloth ;  or  bound  in  morocco,  gilt  edges,  368. 

MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS; 

Containing  the  Author's  recent  Introduction  and  Notes.  Complete  in  one  volume,  uniform 
with  Lord  Byron's  Poems.  With  a  New  Portrait,  by  George  Richmond,  engraved  in  the  line 
maimer,  and  a  View  of  Sloperton  Cottage,  the  lleaidence  of  the  Poet,  by  Thomas  Creswick, 
A.R.A.  Medium  8vo.  21s.  cloth ;  or  428.  bound  in  morocco,  in  the  best  manner,  by  Hayday. 
%*  AI»o,  an  Edition  in  10  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Portrait,  and  19  Plates  4i2,  10s.  cloth 
morocco,  j6'4.  lOs. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH. 

Twentieth  Edition,  1  vol.  medium  8vo.  beautifully  illustrated  with  13  Engravings  finished 
in  the  highest  style  of  Art,  21s.  handsomely  bound  in  eioth  and  omaniented ;  morocco,  358 ;  or, 
with  India  Proof  Plates,  42s.  cloth. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH. 

Twentv-lirst  Edition,  1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Four  Engravings,  from  Paintings  by  Westall, 
108. 6d.  cloth  ;  or,  handsomely  bound  in  morocco,  with  gilt  edges.  Us. 

MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 

New  Edition,  imp.  8vo.  illustrated  with  above  50  Designs  by  Maclise,  etched  on  steel,  £7. 2«. ; 
Proofs  on  India  Pai)er,  je'4.  4s. ;  before  Letters  (of  Illustrations  only),  j66.  6s.     [In  tht  Press. 

The  Poetry  and  Dtai(;na  will  both  be  engraved,  and  each  page  aurrounded  with  an  Ornamental  Border. 

MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 

Fifteenth  Edition,  with  Engraved  Title  and  Vignette,  lOs.  cloth  lettered ;  or  I3a.  6d. 
handsomely  bound  in  morocco,  with  gilt  edges. 

MOORE.-THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND. 

By  Thomas  Moobb,  Esq.    Vols.  I  to  3,  with  Vignette  Titles,  18s.  cloth. 

[To  he  computed  in  one  more  rolume. 

"  Mr.  Moorr  fortonati>l J  brings  to  hi*  labours  not  only  extenme  learning  in  the  rarely  trodden  nathN  of  lri»h 
hi^nry ,  but  «trirt  impArtialitv,  rendered  stiU  more  clear  and  unrompnttuiiting  by  an  ennobling  lore  of  uberty.  Erery 
pa«:e  of  hii>  work  contains  evidence  of  reKeaxch ;  and  innumerable  paaaaifes  might  be  cited  in  proof  of  the  independent 
and  trath-seeking  spirit  of  the  author.*'— Atbxmavm. 

MORAL  OF  FLOWERS. 

3d  Edition,  1  vol.  royal  8vo.  with  24  beautifully-coloured  Engravings,  ^1.  lOs.  half-bound. 

MORTON. -A  VETERINARY  TOXICOLOGICAL  CHART, 

Containing  those  Agents  known  to  cause  Death  in  the  Horse ;  with  the  Symptoms,  Antidotes, 
Action  on  the  Tissues,  and  Testa.   By  W.  J.  T.  Mokton.  12mo.  6a.  in  case ;  on  rollers,  8s.  6d. 


CATALDGDB  OF  NKW  VOREB 


HORTON.-A  MANUAL  OF  PHARMACY, 

Fnrthi-9tii'1«il>n  V«(criiiir>  Medicine;  conUininj;  lUc  HuUUnrn  coqilOTnt  «■  tilt  BOTlJ 
VHcrilury  Con^Ke.  with  an  xttempl  *l  thrirrldUiflrilloD,  cnil  iht  PbaniuniiKeu  urtlBI  I»- 
■tilutlOrf.    Br  W.J,  T.  Mdito*.    M  Edilian,  lUno.  lOa.  cinlb. 

MOSELEY.-TIIE  MECHANICAL  PRINCTPLE3  OF  ENGI- 

NBRBING  AN'R  AllCBITRCTl'RE,    Bj  tlir  Hcv.  H.  Hi 
Ndunl  Phl>o»ph:r  and  Aiironumv  In  Kine''  Collcxt,  URinim  i 
of  Mfchiidici,"  Sic,    1  vol.  8»o.  mill  Woodcuti  anil  UUgraRiii, 

MOSELEY.-ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  PRACTICAL  MECHANICS. 

ByflieRfT.  K.  McH(L(T,M.A.,  ProfMnraf  Vmunl  PbilOMpbyuul  AuroiKuBr  in  KW^ 
'tCoUrK*'  'l  TOl.  (Irp.  Svo,  wllbjiuineroiu  WawtcuU.te.  clotb. 

BiiLLER-INTRODUCTION   TO   A   SCIENTIPTC   SYSTEM 

of  UVTHOUXiV.    Uy  C  O.  UfiLMK.  Aolhor  a(  ••-nil'  i<       -     -    ;-in.i(iJ» 

UaFicRHW,"lir.   TraiulBUdrniaiibracrDMiibTJolniljiitti'  >ib1I«S 


of  UVTHOUXiV.    Uy  C  O.  USlmk.  Aolhor  at  "th- 

UaFicRHW,"lir.   TmuluidrniaiibracrDMiibTjolniljiitt 

DorUni,"  i:!i.  doth. 

■«lkl  lb.) muaartj ^i.ni  fioiV. U..  niirLl.,li;,i.iilu  nii-i.t^Huu.     1..  ■ 


|11URRAY.-EKI'\iI,iiIM:|i|A  I 

romprMnr  a  romuliii;  iKKniHicm  ol  tOi'  i 
Bodln,  iu>)iyri«l  Structure,  tbc  Katural  El 
mpm,  Pulllii-al  Inililnttaiii,  uid  QvU  uul  S- 
^  "  "«»trd  in  Ailronomy,  &c  by  I 
otur.  Ix.  by  ^rW.  J.  HDi>k< 
u  Supplfmvnt,  bringing  down  il>. 
.;  vilhaiMBpi,  dnnnbt Sidney  HaJi.dii.] 
IiiaiTinE*  bj  SwiiDHjn,  T.  UndMcr  Suivi 


«**,  P 


ling  the  Ol 


of  the  Globe.    I  VOL  Via.  cnntiiDlM 
iuipanant  Keceut  lafbrmuiaB,  max  b*  M 


NICOLAS.-TILE  CHRONOLOGY  OF  HISTORY. 

ContalninrTablo,  Calculatlona,  and  SuiemaiU  Indiipniaablr  for  aMrrtilninrtto  Who 
Ulatorical  ETenla,  ind  of  Public  ud  private  Doriiuientt.  (ram  Ibn  EnrlirM  PuMd  W  (k 
Pment  1'iiae.  By  Sir  K^iinia  Nicola*.  K.C.M.G.  Scmnd  edIliOB,  rarp 
I  vol.  fell.  svo.  with  Vieutllf  Tille,  (».,  cloth. 


OM'EN.  — LECTURES  ON  THE  COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY 

AND  PHYBIULOGV  OP  THK  INVBRTIUBKATE  AMMALS,  ileUvtnd  at  Ibe  Royd  tMI>t> 
OfSurgeondn  IMa,    By  Hicuaid  <.>wkh,  F-R-S.  HuDierUn  ProfHWr  to  Uic  Collcre-    "i^ 

KotM  Wken  by  WilBun  While  Coopw,  U.R.C.B.  ud  mi     ■  ■      " -  ■"---     -"-' 

Glomry  and  ludet.    Bni.  wilh  nearly  IW  lUuatralloi 


il  by  PruAuaor  Oheb.   WM 


V  A  Becond and condodinj  Volume,  bdnjlbe  t«naiH (On  I'trtttrmU)  diSnnil  bi 

PARSES -DOMESTIC  DUTIES; 

(It,  InitTUCtUHuto  Vonnc  Harried  Ladieaon  tbe  Managemeni of  their  Hoiurbolita,  andUa 
Krcu'"''™  of  tlieir  Conduct  in  the  vailons  ifvlalluui  and  Uuliea  uf  Married  Uh.    By  On. 
W.  Parkh*.    ithedilioo,fcp.8TD. Si. cloth. 
Social  Relatloua— Household  Concerns— the  K^DlatiOD  or  lime— Uai*l  and  Kcllfivaa  Italia. 

VARNEIL.-A  TREATISE   ON  ROADS; 

rintis,  SpHiflcationi,  and  Contracls  made  aac  ol  by  Tboaias  Tnlford,  IU4.  oti  the  tlalylu*! 
Ruad,  Ily  the  Ki^ht Hon.  Sir  Henky  Pa  aKELL,  Bart.,  Hon.  H«nb.  )nal.  Civ.  Kng.  Loudon- 
Second  Kdilion,  greatly  enlarged,  nitb  S  large  pbitea,  <1.  la.  clolh. 

PEARSON.-PRAYERS  FOR  FAMILIES: 

i:<insl>tlnir  o(a  Porm,  abort  bBl  compnhenaire.  foi  ihe  Morning  and  Bnolnr Of  mrrdtrbi 
thfoFrk.  Seln-IfdbTtbellteE.FEAIIsoii.D.n.  Matter offfidney.-OUHKColforr.C^wbrUrfc 
1 0  nhich  ii  preflii'd.  a  Biographical  Memoir  of  the  Editor.    New  BdH.  ISne.  te.  M.  ck^ 
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PEARSON.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  PRACTICAL  ASTRO- 

NOMY.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Pkarson,  LL.D.  F.R.S.,  &c..  Rector  of  South  KiUworth, 
Leicestershire,  and  Treasurer  to  the  Astronomical  Society  of  London,  a  vols.  4to-  with 
Plates,  jff7.  7s.  boards. 

Vol.  I  contains  Tables,  recently  computed,  for  facilitating^  the  Reduction  of  Celestial  observa- 
tions; and  a  popular  explanation  of  their  Construction  and  Use. 

Vol.  S  contains  Descriptions  of  the  various  Instruments  that  have  been  usefully  employed  in 
deterroininic  the  Places  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies,  with  an  Account  of  the  Methods  of  A4iustin|( 
and  Usinfi^  them. 

PERCIVALL -HIPPOPATHOLOGY ; 

A  Systematic  Treatise  on  the  Disorders  and  Lameness  of  the  Horse:  with  their  modern  and 
most  ai^iroved  Methods  of  Cure ;  embracing  the  doctrines  of  the  Rnf^iish  and  French 
Veterinary  Schools.  By  W.  Pbrci  vall,  M.R.C.S.  Veterinary  Surgeon  in  the  1st  Life  Guards. 
Vol  1,  8vo.  pp.  340, 10s.  6d.  boards;  Vol.  2,  8vo.  pp.  436, 14s.  boards. 

PERCIVALL.-THE  ANATOMY  OF  THE  HORSE ; 

Embracini^  the  Structure  of  the  Foot.    By  W.  Pbrcivall,  M.R.C.S.  8vo.  pp.  478,  £\,  cloth. 

PEREIRA.-A  TREATISE  ON  FOOD  AND  DIET :  • 

With  Observations  on  the  Dietetical  Re^men  suited  for  Disordered  States  of  the  Digestive 
Oncans ;  and  an  Account  of  the  Dietaries  of  some  of  the  principal  Metropolitan  and  other 
Establishments  for  i'aupers,  Lunatics,  Criminals,  Children,  the  Sick,  &c.  By  Jon.  Pbrbira, 
M.l).  F.R.S.  &  L.S.  Author  of  **  Elements  of  Materia  Medica."    8vo.  I6«.  cloth. 

"  Inraloablp  to  the  profewional,  and  intrrpatinit  erm  to  the  gmcral  rrnAtr.  It  ia  written  in  that  cl««r  and  ncy  «t  jle 
which  cbanrtcriiirii  I>r.  rerrira'n  wntingii,  and  which  poawMen  vach  channa  fur  those  who  like  M:tmUflc  bookM  when 
thn  arc  nnt '  too  drr.'  We  nuy,  in  fine,  prunnimcc  it  wrll  worthy  uf  the  author  of  the  be»t  work  on  Materia  Madica 
and  Tbrrapeatice  of  the  age  in  whidi  he  hvet."— Cmbmut. 

PHILLIPS. -AN  ELEMENTARY  INTRODUCTION  TO  MINE- 

RALOGY;  comprising:  a  Notice  of  the  Characters  and  Elements  of  Minerals;  with  Accounts 
of  the  Places  and  Circumstances  in  which  they  are  found.  By  William  Phillips,  F.L.S. 
M.G.S.,  &c.  4th  Edition,  considerably  augmented  by  R.  Allan,  F.K.S.E.  8vo.  numerous 
CuU,  13s.  cloth. 

PHILLIPS.-FIGIIRES    AND    DESCRIPTIONS    OF    THE 

PALiE<3Z0IC  FOSSILS  of  CORNWALL,  DEVON,  and  WEST  SOMERSET;  observed  in 
the  course  of  the  Ordnance  Geolojrical  Survey  of  that  IMstrict.  By  John  Phillips,  F.R.S. 
F.G.S.  Sk.  Published  by  Order  of  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  H.M.  Treasury.  8vo.  with 
(SO  Plates,  comprising:  very  numerous  figures,  9s.  cloth. 

PniLLIPS.-A  GUIDE  TO  GEOLOGY. 

By  John  Ph  illips,  F.R.S.G.S.,  &c.    1  voL  fcp.  8vo.  with  Plates,  6s.  cloth. 

PHILLIPS.-A  TREATISE  ON  GEOLOGY. 

By  John  Phillips,  F.R.&.O.S.,  tec.  3  vols.  fcp.8vo.  with  Vif^nette  Titles  and  Woodcuts, 
13s.  cloth. 

PORTER.  -  A  TREATISE  ON  THE  MANUFACTURE  OF  SILK. 

By  G.  R.  PoRTBR,  Esq.  F.R.S.  Author  of  <*  The  Progress  of  the  Nation,"  fcc.  1  vol.  8vo.  with 
Vig;nette  Title,  and  39  Eng^ravings  on  Wood,  6s.  clotn. 

PORTER.- A  TREATISE  ON  THE   MANUFACTURES   OF 

PORCELAIN  AND  GLASS.  By  G.  R.  Portbr,  Esq.  F.R.S.  1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vifnette 
litle  and  50  Woodcnto,  6s.  cloth. 

PORTLOCK.-REPORT  ON  THE  GEOLOGY  OF  THE  COUNTY 

of  LONDONDERRY,  and  of  Parts  of  Tyrone  and  Fermanai^h,  examined  and  described  undiT 
the  Authority  of  the  Master-General  and  Board  of  Ordnance.  By  J.  E.  Portlock,  F.R.S. 
&c.    8vo.  with  48  Plates,  34s.  cloth. 

POSTANS. -PERSONAL  OBSERVATIONS  ON  SINDH, 

The  Manners  and  Customsof  ita  Inhabitants,  and  its  Productive  Capabilities:  with  a  Narrative 
of  the  Recent  EvenU.  By  Capt.  Postans,  Bomliay  Army,  late  Assistant  to  the  Political 
A^ent,  Sindh.    8vo.  with  new  Map,  coloured  Frontispiece,  and  other  Illiutrations,  18s.  doth. 


'*  For  the  interrntiaff  driaiia  of  the  maanna  and  nwtimu  of  the  Siadhiaaa  of  all  elaan,  awl  th#  varioma  partic«lar« 
which  make  up  the  d««rriptifm  of  the  coontry,  w»  refrr  the  rrad«T  tn  CapU  PoeUiu'  taimabia  woA,  which  cauaot  (ail 
to  aflurd  him  eqnal  informatloa  and  amweineati**— Aaiartc  JuranAL 

POWELL.-THE  HISTORY  OF  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY, 

From  the  Eariiest  Periods  to  the  Present  Time.    By  Badrn  Powbll,  M.A.,SaTilian  Professor 
of  Mathematics  in  the  University  of  Oxford.    1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  Vignette  Title,  6b.  cloth. 
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iPROCEKDINGSOF  THE  ZOOLOOICAl  SOCIETY  OFIOSDOB. 

.    nm IMI  part  pulilltlieil  ii  lul  10 for  1813,  Oi.  clolb. 

HCROFT   (IlEV.   ,1,!    -',   l"irno.-   ,.1,-   rvriiv-i|    iM;,|||f(Q^ 
utapKd  M  ««ry  li-i- 

tAMMt  P»C»OfT.  I\.\      ■■ 

"Gmdt  GruDUUir  1'r."  < 

ranke's  history  of  the  reformation. 

Tranatalfd  ftmo  ihe  Sownd  Kdlllon,  by  a*»An  Austis,  TriMlnuw  of  Ra 

■•-— - — ■■    Voln-Hnai.    §vo.  [Ai(fc.r.— 

;3tEECE.-THE  MEDICAL  GUIDE, 

'        ■■     -         [  afihoaern)',  Heiida  of  ftmlliw.fljmliwriw.md  Jnniof  Pr«l«l0iw»  l«  IWI- 

j.risiiiir  *  i-oiiiplelB  Mo.!rni  DinpeDMloiy,  uid  ■  Pi»rlktf  Tf i^Wlw  nn  (Iw  tliillD. 

fraiHonii,  Cpusw,  PttVMilkin,  Cureiinill'illiittioii,  uf  lheIH«»»r«mcWH«toiht 

miiie     nj  R.  RiBC  K,  M.l».  lale  Fellow  of  Ihe  Kojil  Coll»gr  "f  Sbtj-mh  arlMdw. 

Kc.    icin  Miiim,  svo.  pp-  wu,  lii.  boardi!. 

REID  (BR.)-I1LUSTRATI0NS  OF  Till!  PRlNCirLES  iltD 

ofWAltMINUin.l  VKNTILATmO,  oitti  l-(rUmlii>ry  KefliUliion  HnlUiwl 
Jfr.     I!)  I).  U.  Reiii,  M.Ii.  F.lt.S.K,  hi".     Willi  l(uen"'u».  u'"IW  6B»r»lim 


'•  "BMorttf 


ffii:' 


■  HloziWihical  h*<>li"'.      "    >.    '" I I". *-l^ 

ftc.    Ort|rtn>Ily  pnlpl i    i.   i  i j ,  .n  .  i  ..■■.••■  j  .     •  i  in  i  .al.  •« 

RIDDLE. -A  COMPLETE  EKOLIsn-LATIS  AND  I.ATIS- j 

K.NGLlsH  DimONAKlf,  cfflji|iUHl  from  llip  lictl  noureti.,  cHlpllv  Gmnin.    Hi  tin  Ita. 
I  J,  E.  RiODLS.  M.A.    4U>K<[iiian,e(.rin:led»ianiliin:Ml.   Bid.  31  •-!».  cloth. 

L  *>*  Scptraldt— Tin  Enftliiiti-Laliii  purl,  lOa.BiLclritlii  tlis  Bugllili-lJiUn  put,  lit,  ddO. 

iRIpDLE.^-A  DJAMOND^  LATIN  ENGLISH ^DICT^WiJlRy. 

''  C1a>i>ilc'«l  Wnnlt.    lly  thp  Ki'i.  J.  E.  Rinoi,!.  M.A.'    Ko)(l33mu.  1>.  bntuiiL 

RIDDLE.-LETTERS  FROM  AN  ABSENT  GODFATUER; 

B}  U»  Rcf.  J.  K.  HISMU. 

I  RIDDLE. -ECCLESIASTICAL  CHRONOLOGY; 

'  -  ■ _        ,    .      .      .  ^„,T(„„. 

H(ti ,  ibt  LlBlHl  tl  Ike 
«  (Iiil  I^rUni  Blln. 
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inuR's  GUIDE; 
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ROBERTS.-A  COMPREHENSIVE  VIEW  OF  Ti! 
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ROBERTS -THE  LIFE,  PROGRESSES,  AND  REBELLION 

of  JAMKS,  DUKE  of  MONMOUTH,  &c.  to  his  Capture  anU  Kxecntiun:  with  copious 
Hiof^nipliical  Noliceu.  By  Ukorqe  Roberts,  Author  of  **  The  History  of  Lyme  Reffia,'*  &c. 
2  vols.  8vo.  [in  the  press. 

ROBERTS.    AN    ETYMOLOGICAL    AND     EXPLANATORY 

DICTIONARY  of  the  Terms  and  Laneuaffe  of  GKOUXiY ;  desijjfncd  for  the  early  Stutlent, 
and  tlioae  who  have  not  made  f^reat  progress  in  the  Science.    By  G.  Robbkts.    Fcp.  6s.  cloth. 

ROBINSON- GREEK  AND  ENGLISH  LEXICON   TO  THE 

NKW  TESTAMENT.  By  E.  Robinson,  D.D.  Author  of  "Biblical  Researches.'*  Edited, 
with  careAil  revision,  corrections,  &c.  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Bloom fibld.    1  vol.  8vo.  18s.  cloth. 

R06ERS.-THE  VEGETABLE  CULTIVATOR; 

Containing  a  plain  and  accurate  lieiicription  of  all  the  different  Species  of  Culinary  Veg^etables, 
with  the  most  approved  Method  of  Cnltivatinr  them  by  Natural  and  Artificial  Means,  and 
the  best  Modes  of  Cooking^  them ;  alphabetically  arrani^ed.  Together  with  a  Description  of 
the  I'hysical  Herbs  in  General  Use.  Also,  some  Recollections  of  the  Life  of  Ph  ili  p  5l  i  llkr, 
F.A.S.,  Gardener  to  the  Worshipful  Company  of  Apothecaries  at  Chelsea.  By  John  Rookrs, 
Author  of  " The  Fruit  Cultivator."    2d  Edition,  fcp.  8vo.  7s.  cloth. 

**  Bogera*! '  Vegetable  CultiTator '  it  an  tuefnl  book." — Prof.  Lindlc7,  in  Tbe  GAaniMKa*'  Cukokicls. 

ROME. -THE  HISTORY  OF  ROME. 

1  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  12s.  cloth. 

RONALDS.-THE  FLY-FISHER'S  ENTOMOLOGY, 

Illustrated  by  Coloured  Representations  of  the  Natural  and  Artificial  Insect ;  and  atvompanietl 
by  a  few  Obsen'ations  and  Instructions  relative  to  'Irout  and  Grayling?  Fishinfi^.  By  Alfrku 
koNALDs.    2d  Edition,  with  20  Copperplates,  coloured,  8vo.  14s.  cloth. 

ROSCOE.-LIVES  OF  EMINENT  BRITISH  LAWYERS. 

By  Hknry  Roscoe,  Esq.    1  vol.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vif^nette  Title,  66.  cloth. 

SANDBY  (REV.  G.) -MESMERISM  AND  ITS  OPPONENTS: 

With  a  Narrative  of  Cases.  By  the  Rev  Gboroe  Sanoby,  Jun.  Vicar  of  FliXton,  and  Rector 
of  All  Saints  with  St.  Nicholas,  South  Elmham,  Suffolk ;  Domestic  Chaplain  to  the  Right  Hon. 
the  Earl  of  Abergavenny.    Fcp.  8vo.  68.  cloth. 

••  A  l.«»«>k  writU'n  by  a  clrrnyman  Hell  known  to  lie  a  m-in  of  hu;h  ch.Tractrr,  en'at  tilrtit.  and  rli-ar  Iptr^vt.cintHy 
turnine  «upposed  illu)>ionfl  inl«»  i*rU,  iiroving  their  reality  by  a  cloud  of  w  itiir!w«-4  in  aiUiitioit  to  hi«  own  eiin  rii-nc  i-, 
•nd  an-4iantuiif  on  philosophical  prinnplo  for  MM^minf^  miraclm,  ttrlief  in  whith  hid  Vn-n  wt  down  a*  i-MHt-ncf 
eitluT  of  tlie  gro«**t  ignorancr  or  the  wil(le*t  in.s«inttT  !  We  look  up<m  the  appraijinre  of  Mi.  S«ndhY"«i  vnlun>c  an 
an  important  event  in  the  progrths  of  philovophy,  for  it  i*  iinnoniiible  t<)  «iu-|Mi't  the  imthor  of  ri'thrr  full)  or 
ch4ri:itaui»m.     lib  ca«c«  are  voix-rly  Ktalt^l,  ht!>  n:M>oiiin^»  lo(;>('«>^'>  >nd  hi»  i<e<lac  tii>n«  in«.\ital>!«." — Im>i«.>  NkMb. 

SANDFORD.-THE   CHURCH,   THE   SCHOOL,   AND  THE 

PARISH.  By  John  Sandford,  M.A.  Vicar  of  Dunchurch.  Chaplain  to  the  I^rd  Bishop  of 
Worceater,  Honorary  Canon  of  Worcester,  and  Rural  Dean.  8vo.  with  Wood  Juts.  [In  the  press. 

SANDFORD.-WOMAN  IN  HER  SOCIAL  AND  DOMESTIC 

CHARACTER.   By  Mrs.  John  Sandford.    6th  Edition,  fcp.  8vo.  Gs.  cloth. 

Causes  of  Female  Influence;  Value  of  Letters  to  Woman ;  Importance  of  Religion  to  Woman ; 
Christianity  the  Source  of  Female  Excellence;  hcripture  illustrative  of  Female  Character; 
Female  Influence  on  Religion;  Female  Defects ;  Female  Romance ;  Female  Education ;  Female 
Duties. 

SANDFORD.-FEMALE  IMPROVEMENT. 

By  Mrs.  John  Sandford.    2d  Edition,  fcp.  8\'o.  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

The  Formation  of  Female  Character;  Religion  a  paramount  Object  5  the  Importance  of  RHigious 
Knuwiedge;  Christianity,  Doctrinal  and  Practical ;  the  Employment  of  Time;  Study,  its  Mode 
and  itjt  Recommendation;  Accomplisthment ;  Temper;  laste;  Benevolence;  Marriage;  the 
Young  Wife ;  the  Young  Mother. 

SANDHURST  COLLEGE  MATHEMATICAL  COURSE. 

ELEMENTS  of  ARrill.WKTlC  and  ALGKBRA.  By  W.  Scott,  Fjm|.  A.M.  and  F.R.A.S. 
Secontl  .Mathemutii-ul  lTofes>or  at  the  Ro>al  Military  College,  hanUhur»t.  Being  the  Si-cond 
Vclunie  01  the  bandhuriit  Course  of  Mathematics.    8vo.  IGs.  iKiund. 

PRACiTCAL  ASTRONOMY  and  GEODF.SY.  By  John  Narrikn,  F.R.8  and  R.A.8.  Pro- 
fessor 01  Mathematics  in  the  Rr>yal  Military  College,  Sandhurst.  Being  the  Srd  Volume 
of  the  Sandhurst  Mathematical  Course.     8vo.  [Just  readg. 

ELEMENTS  of  GEOMETRY;  consisting  of  the  first  Four  and  Sixth  Books  of  Euclid,  chiefly 
from  the  Text  o(  Dr.  Robert  Siuison :  with  the  principal  Iheorems  in  ProiMirtion,  and  a 
(>)ur.<e  of  Practical  Geometry  on  the  Gronnd;  also.  Four  Tracts  relating  to  (  ircks,  Ilaiies, 
and  .Soli<ls,  with  one  on  Sulieiical  Gctmictr)'.  By  Mr.  Narrikn,  Proft^Mor  of  Uatheniatic» 
in  the  Royal  Miliury  College,  Sandhurst.  Being  the  First  Volume  of  the  Sandhurst  Coarse 
of  Mathematic».    8vo.  with  many  diagrams,  lUs.  6d.  bovnd. 
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AVAGE.-i  DICTIONARY  OF  PRINTING. 

Uy  WiluawSaviuk,  Aiiihorof"  Pncilcul  Hloli  on  llrcorMin  ■■rinDiic,'*  ud  ■  TMtls 
"UnllM  IViparatiaii  uri'tintini;Iiili,  bolb  B[iuk*uUCoI(Hir«d."  In  I  'ml  mn  nlThiiiirwiiiiii 
tKigntnii,  j:\.  At.  riolh. 

[  SCORESBY.-MAfJNETICAL  INVESTIGATIONS. 
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SCOn.-THE  HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND. 

OfSir  WALTinScnTT.  Bon.    N«i>  ediDoii.    1  vdIi.  a-p.  na.  with  VlcmtU  TUk^  Ik.  dM. 

SEAWARD.-SIR  EDWARD  SEAWARD'S  NARRATIVE  Of 

onAeqiient  DiKOrery  or  crrttin  lili 
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HriItni1nhiio<mIHary.  ErflU')  by  Hfu  JiNi  Pobtek.  M  XdfliiHi.itnhiiXnr  Ntaiici 
■nil  UFogrsjihiisI  IntnxIuiTlian.  mniiininf  RiCricli  from  ■  Piprr  bf  Mr.  C.  F.  Oolkn.  •(  tt 
Royil  fltrf,  iclentifyinii  the  Jiluidi  <l««rilKd  by  Sir  B.  Sannl.    1  rat*.  poM  am.  II*.  cMI 

SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS, 

Praia  Chancer  10  WithiiTs.  Wilb  Biocnpliinl  Sketcbn,  by  R.  IiuirTHkt,Ll.D.  inLMi 
"-  -■"'■■-  with  sill edirw. an.''-' 


SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS, 


J  PteboH,  br  Db.  Amix- 


SERMON  ON  THE  MOUNT  (THE) 

IntAidaJ  »  ■  HinhiliT  PnaFnl,  ni  Oift.Uonk  fur  nil 
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W.  Ikiill 
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SHAKSPEARE,  BY  BOWDLER. 

TUB  FAMILY  SHAKSPBAtlKi  io  nhirh  nolhinr  it 

iKH],  P.K.S.    Scuenlh  Edillon  11839),  I  laniF  vol.  svo.  imii  96 
SOi.  cloth:  or  Sit  Kd.ciUcdin. 
SHELLEY,  &..    LIVES  OF  THE  MOST  EMINENT  LITERARY 
.._..    .... ^^^   TOHTCGAL.     By    Mn.  SHEi.i.aT,  Sir  O.  Sxivirn. 

I.  fcp.  8vo.  irlih  Vinnetie  Tlilet.  IB*,  dolli. 

SUEUEY.-LIVESOF  MOST  EMINENT  FRENCH  WRITERS. 

Uy  Un.  Shellkv,  ind  Dihcn.    1  voU.  lev.  Svo.  nltb  VigoeiK  TiUei,  lli.  dodi. 

SHORT  TVHIST: 

ilM  tlirLiiwii  or 'piquet,  Cuiino,  Eart«,  CriMa^e,  Barknxnmnn.  lly  M»)al  «•••■'. 
Tib  RUitioo.  To  Hhicb  ire  ulUed,  PrecepU  rur  TynN.  By  Un.  B  •  •  •  ••.  trr.%n.tt 
rioth,  )Eilt  ed^Ta. 

SISMONDI.-mSTORY  OF  THE  ITALIAN  REPUBLICS; 

Or,  aribe  Urixiu,  Proinvw,  ind  Full  of  frmlnni  in  llaly,  rroin  k,b.  tTO  tu  IRU.    8}  /.  C  L. 

UkSiimohdi.    Sioli.  rcp.Bvu.  wilb  VignellcTillo,  la.claib. 

SISMONDI.-THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAK 

EMPIRE.  Conipriiiii^aVieirDniiiilDiuianwnlSFtllniiMilurtlicBubuiuu.  BrJ.CU 
Dk  SisMuNDi.     1  voli.  tcp.  8V0.  Hich  Vigncllc  Tillet,  tla.  ctolb, 

SMITH.-THE  ENGLISH  FLORA. 

By  SirJtuBg  Bdwaid  Shith.M.D.  r.lt.S.,  iale  Pi 
II  voli.  en.  ^S.  IM.  bouda. 
ConlmU  :— Volt.  1. 10  IV.    IV  PunvmiNo  Planti  aadtlic  Fiiva,  A,  8a. 

I,  lla.— CiTFTooAMiA  i  cootprlaliig  thr  Muaaci,  llepatics,  Llcbeni,  i 


i<T  UooBa  Social).  At. 


idAlgK. 


hySir  W.J.Uoon 
P»rt3,  lai.— The  FiTNUi- 
llaiiiiELHV,  F.L.S.  &C 


upldine  the  nor).,  by  Si 


1.  W.    IIoOKI,!,  tout  U 


PRINTED  FOR  LONGMAN,  BROWN,  AND  CO. 


SMITH-COMPENDIUM  OF  THE  ENGLISH  FLORA. 

By  Sir  J.  B.  Smith.  9d  Edition,  with  Addition!  and  Corrections.  By  Sir  W.  J.  Hookbr. 
12mo.  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

THE  SAME  IN  LATIN.    5th  Edition,  ISmo.  7s.  6d. 

SMITH.-AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  STUDY  OF  BOTANY. 

By  Sir  J.  E.  Smith,  late  President  of  the  Linnean  Society.  7th  Edition  (1833),  corrected :  in 
which  the  ob^t  of  Smith's  **  Grammar  of  Botany"  is  combined  with  that  of  the  "  Introduc- 
tion.'' BySir  William  Jackson  Hookbr,  K.H.,  LL.D.,  &c.  1  vol. 8vo.  pp.  522, 36  Steel 
Plates,  16s.  cloth ;  with  the  Plates  coloured,  4^.  12s.  6d.  cloth. 

SMITH.-THE  WORKS  OF  THE  REV.  SYDNEY  SMITH. 

2d  Edition,  3  vols.  8vo.  with  Portrait,  pp.  1412,  S6s.  cloth. 

1  hia  collecttna  consista  of  the  aathor'a  eontrilmUoiu  to  tha  Edinburgh  Bcvicw,  P«t«r  PlTinlej's  Lettara  <m  the 
Catholics,  muI  other  miicellancous  works. 

By  the  same  Author,  2d  Edition, 
LETTERS  on  AMERICAN  DEBTS.    First  printed  in  *<Tbe  Morning  Chronicle."  8vo.  6d. 

SMITH -LETTERS  ON  THE  SUBJECT  OF  THE  CATHOLICS, 

to  my  llrother  Abraham  who  lives  in  the  Country.  By  Pktkb  Ply m ley.  21st  Edition, 
post  8vo.  pp.  200,  7s.  cloth. 

SMITH.-THE  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  MARQUIS  DE  POMBAL. 

By  JoH  N  Sm  ith.  Private  Secretary  to  the  Marquis  De  Saldana.  2  vols,  post  8vo.  with  Portrait 
and  Autofifrapha,  21s.  cloth. 

ThMC  Memoir*  of  this  illiutnoas  PortofiiMe  Sutcwnaii,  designoted  bj  hit  eoantrjmra  the  "Gki&t  Mmiqvis/' 
contain  dctiUs  of  the  terrible  earthquMke  in  1755— th<>  enerff^r  of  Pombal  on  that  awlVal  occasion— the  eotahlisihmrnt 
of  the  Oporto  Wine  Campanf-'^e  Duke  of  Aveiio's  cons|riraGy — rupture  with  the  Conrt  of  Rome— straniie  hallorina- 
tionsof  tlieJesuit  Malagrida — supprcMion  of  the  Jesuit  order  Uiroujrhout  Europe  effected  by  Pombal's  entrgy  and 
address— Aunilir  ooinpa4:t  and  war  with  France  and  Spain — extensive  reforms  and  flourishing  conditioo  of  PortuK^d — 
death  of  the  kmi> — Pombal's  resignation,  examinanon,  sentence,  illnens,  and  deatlt.  The  whole  iatersperscd  with 
extracts  from  the  despatchea  of  Mr.  Hay,  Lord  Kionoull,  Mr.  Walpole,  &c.  never  before  published. 

SOUTHEY'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS; 

Containing  all  the  Author's  last  Introductiofts  and  Notes.  Complete  in  one  volume,  medium 
8vo.  with  Portrait  and  Vig^nette,  uniform  with  Byron's  Poems  and  Thomas  Moore's  Poetical 
Works,  218. ;  or  42s.  bound  in  morocco,  in  the  best  manner,  by  Hayday. 

Also,  an  Edition  in  10  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Portrait  and  19  Plates.  Jt^.  10s. ;  morocco,  jgi.  lOs. 

The  following^  may  be  had,  separately,  in  cloth  :  — 


JOAN  of  ARC 1  vol.  5s. 

M  A  1X)C 1  vol .  5s. 

CURSEofKEHAMA    1  vol.  5s. 


TH ALABA I  vol.     5s. 

BALLADS.&c 2vols.  10s. 

RODERICK IvoL     5s. 


SOUTHEY,  &c.  -LIVES  OF  THE  BRITISH  ADMIRALS ; 

With  an  Introductory  View  of  the  Naval  History  of  Eng^land.  By  R.  South  by,  Eisq.  and 
R.  Bbll,  Esq.    5  vols.  fcp.  8vo.  with  Vignette  Titles,  jfl.  10s.  cloth. 

SPACKMAN.- STATISTICAL  TABLES 

Of  the  Aj^ricultnre,  Shippinr,  Colonies.  Manufactures,  Commerce,  and  Population  of  the 
United  lungdom  of  Great  Britain  ana  its  Dependencies,  brought  down  to  the  year  1843. 
Compiled  from  Official  Returns.    By  W.  F.  Spackman,  Esq.    Fcp.  8vo.  pp.  162,  5s.  cloth. 

SPALDING.-THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  CHRISTIAN  MORALS. 

By  Samubl  Spaldino,  M.A.  of  the  London  University.    8vo.  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  The  snthor  of  this  work  was  a  roung  nsan  of  frcat  promise,  who  ffmduated  at  the  Loodoo  Univerritjr  in  IMO,  and 
died  rsrlT  in  the  present  ye/ir,  at  tfie  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  which  place  be  had  repaired  to  rarrait  his  strenjcth, 
shattcreo  by  intense  application  to  study.  The  work  which  he  has  left  behind  bears  traces  of  a  thinking  mind,  which 
mifrht  have  done  much  m  the  fleld  of  sekncc.  Mr.  SpakiiiiK's  treatise  ia  modelled  to  a  neat  extent  on  the  writings 
of  that  great  ethical  writer,  Biahop  Butler ;  and  the  wbolc  work  la  throagtwrnt  thooghtiwly  and  tkiquenUy  written." 

Atmkmaom. 

SPIRIT  OF  THE  WOODS. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Moral  of  Flowers."  2d  Edition,  I  vol.  royal  8vo.  with  2S  beautifkilly- 
coloured  Engravings  of  the  Forest  Trees  of  Great  Britain,  jTI.  lis.  6d.  cloth. 

SPOONER.-A  TREATISE  ON  THE  STRUCTURE,  FUNC- 

TIONS,  and  DISEASES  of  the  FOOT  and  LEG  of  the  HORSE;  coroprdiending  the  Com- 
parative Anatomy  of  these  parts  in  other  Animals,  embracing  the  suoject  of  ."•hoeing  and 
the  proper  lYeatment  of  the  Foot;  with  the  Rationale  ana  Effecu  of  various  Important 
Operations,  and  the  best  methods  of  performing  them.  By  W.  C.  Spoombb,  M.R.V.C. 
12mo.  pp.  398,  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

STEBBING.-THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  CHURCH, 

fh}m  its  Foundation  to  a.d.  1492.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Stbbbimo,  M.A.  &c.  2  vols.  fcf.  8vo. 
with  Vignette  Title.*,  12s.  cloth. 


STEUBma.-THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  REFORMATION. 

B»  Uie  Kcv.  H.  Stkkuino-    :lvoLi.rcp.  Sva.  vUh  Viciifltf  11I1«,  tai.  EtMb. 

ST£a:\t  K\r;T\i;.  I'V  Tin;  \ktizvn  club. 

A'l'i'i:  Nua,  I  lot.4tii.1(.<«t,ni< 

-lul..  .  .                              .  .  .  ^^  iBlwl  tnUriiiiiliKml  Wwloiu. 

'Ilii-  V  .      :  .     ■                                                     iiLi  Ki.eim:  *■  ■iiuTial  tu  IUml  Hilli, 

Kailt'"  I'  L>  KolPK  ariA  KumiilH  gl  Ikl  M 


■-iiii'^.i  \.^.ii:i;"--  \^<^T\^T. 


In.h.i  ...  ■.:.  -  uf  Muuici,  Wv^iu,  M«»Br«.uiJ  Butengc 

H)  |i.     ■.     .  .   .        -  .SVO.  i|.  i».cioili, 

STErilK-\i.-A  .MA.MAL  UF  BRITISH  COLEOPTERA; 

m^iMIOivBi  BrllUn  Dn^Tlntind,  «ic.     With  i  Cumpkle  Index  Of  the  Oratnt.   SiJ  1 
SrtrHKKk,  P.L.g.  Adihiir  or-llliutntiuMuritBiuaiDlufT."    1  val.poitfTo.  lu-dou. 

STRONG -GREECE  AS  A  KINGDOM : 


Arm*,  N. 

inltd*!  Ducnnieuli  Kiid  AnthviiUcik -,  -  - 

fbr  Uie  IUbkUosw  at  iMwU  aud  HuiDViUi    Svo  li 

SUMMi;i!I,V  (MRS,  FEI.IXl.-TI' 


SUNDAY  IIBRARY: 

liinWiiiinit  nMrly  Unr  UuiBlredSfnn 


KliyllidbllDwiniriiniiieTitniTtDO.    nithlMHiAc 


SWAINSON.-A    PRELIMINARY    DISCOURSE    ON    THE 

BTUUV  or  NATURAL  UISIHJRV.    Uf  W.  Swairiok,  li»j. 

ATlllUTIICaHTHKKilTDUkLtriaTOlIt  AKn 

CLAHBirieAriuH    or    Animau.      Uy   W, 
SKilnnu,  £>4.    l  tol.  fcp.  Bto.  Ss. 

NkTOKtl.     HiamHT     HKO     CLAMU'ICATIon 

or  tiltAtUtDraoa.  By  W.  Suruintun.  Bu, 
I  to),  fcp.  sni.  ntU)  tinnrHa  tilli  uitl  in 
WDOdeuu,  St.  cloth, 
Nati'kal  HistoiY  tSB  Ci^mirlCATIon  oi 
ItiKDi.  Br  W.  SwkMiiKiu,  Kwi.  Vrp.  8tu. 
Vi^utte  TiU«t  uul  «b<iTE  M(l  Woodruu, 


OHSUl-ioouiavi  ar.lk•^ml 

Inlfuu  iif  ShcUa  uid  Staril-a 
iliiMii.  K*.|.  l«o].lrp.*TP.«i 
'itic  mia  (iry  numennu  [lloiU 

III.:  HISTORY  OK  SWITZERIASD. 


PRINTED  FOR  LnNGHAN,  BBOWH,  AND  CO.     '  29 

TATE.-THE  CONTINUOUS  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  AND 

WRITINGS  OF  ST.  PAUUontfaf  bisis  ot  tlw  Aclii  willi  Intproilury  Mailer  of  iiur«l 
Nmmilivt,  igiipliert  from  the  EpiiUes,  ind  elucidnlfU  irioccni'inl  Uiuertitlons :  inlh  Ibc 
Hone  rtulliiK  of  Dr.  Pslej,  id  •  more  cotrect  eUitiou,  lubjoiued.  Uy  James  Tatb,  UK. 
Omon  ReiiUf ntiary  of  tjt.  Fuil'i,    Svu.  witb  Mip,  13a.  cloih, 

TATE.-HORATinS  RESTITUTUS; 

(tr,  tha  Bfloka  of  Horace  arnn(ed  in  ChronolORicar  Order,  icconlinK  to  Ibe  Scheme  of  Dr. 
nmlLey,  from  the  Text  nf  Gesner.  correcleil  anJ  ioiprovcd.  WilhaPrelioiiaary  IMaierlation, 
Tpry  ninch  enlancnl.  on  the  Chianolofr  of  the  WoHia,  on  (he  Localiliea,  and  on  the  Life  anil 
Chancterofthal  l>oet.  Hf  jAWnaTATit,  M.A.  SeroDtl  RdltiOD.  To  which  is  now  adilrd, 
au  orlitinil  TiMltue  on  Ibe  Uetrea  of  Honce.    em.  Itt.  cloth. 

TAYIER  (REV.  CHARLES  B.)-MARGARET ; 

<ir,  the  Pearl.  I)v  the  Rev.  Charles  B.  Tavlk*.  H.A. Rector  of  81.  Peter'i, Cheater,  Anthor 
of"  May  Yon  Like  11,"  "Recorclanfa  GoodMui's  Ufe,"  &c.    Fcp.  Svo.  Sa.  cinih. 

TAYIER  (REV.  C.  B.) -TRACTARIANISM  SOT  OF  GOD: 

Plain  Sennoni  for  the  TImei.  By  tht  Rei.  C.  B.  TAtLka,M.A.  Rector  of  St.  Peter'a.  and 
Evening  Ijwiurer  of  St.  Mary'i,  Oieiter.  [/,  Iktpreit. 

TAYLER  {REV.  C.  B.)-DORA  MELDER; 

A  9tory  of  h\tace.  Hv  Mkta  Sandir.  A  Tranilatiiin,  Edited  hy  (he  Rev.  C.  B.  Tatter, 
Author  of  •'  Rrconis  of  a  Goml  -Man'a  Life."  kc.    Fcp.Svo.  pp.  K6, 1  Illut^lraliona.Ta.  cloth. 

TAYLOR.-THE  STATESMAN. 

By  Hknki  Taylob,  Btq„  Author  of"  Philip  Van  Anerelde,"    llmo.  Ca.  &].  Iioarda. 

THACKER -THE  COURSER'S  ANNUAL  REMEMBRANCER, 

and  STUD-BOOK ;  heiog  an  Alphibelio^  Return  of  the  Running  at  all  the  I>nblic  Counine 
Club>inEn|;1and.  Ireland,  and  ScalliDil,  for  the  SaaanlM1.4J;  with  tlie  Pediireea  (aafar 
?ived)Dr  the  i>OKi  Inaloon,  andlhe  Di^i  ~    ~ 

THACKER.~A    POCKET    COMPENDIUM    OF    COURSING 

RULES  AND  BYE-LAWS,  HorUaeJnthePield.    UyTHOHAaTDActia.    li.Od.aewed. 

THIRLWALL.~THE  HISTORY  OF  GREECE. 

U>  thE  Ri^ht  Rev.  the  Loan  BiaHor  of  St.  Davio'i.    B  vola.  fep.  Bira.  with  Vignette  TttlO, 


THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 


T,by  Hijday.Ua. 


-drvrtv  r»n uB^iLiDH.    Kr.'BnU  pngu>tnTD4lUD>«f  '  bine'  iliA indltoltAi.  uf  frw,  iiaatrT, ud  itmn, 

TITOMSON.-THE  DOMESTIC  MANAGEMENT  OF  THE  SICK 

ROOM,  neceaiary.  in  Aid  of  Medical  Trealmenl,  for  the  Cure  of  Uiaeaaea.    By 
Todd  TuuuauH,  H.U.  F.L.S.  tic.     P«I  svo.  Ida.  Sd.  ciolh. 


CATALOQVB  OF  SBW  WORKS 


i^SSto 


TOMLINS -A  POPULAR  LAW  DICTIONARY 

FiiDlliu'ly  dplaining  (be  Tern 
of  per»on»  — ■  -' — ••'  "■-  •■ 
to  Mi>iciMn 
Attomey  an 


TOOKE.-A  HISTORY  OF  PRICES; 

Wllh  nlttttKt  to  the  Ciuh*  of  their  priDrlpal  VirinliMn.  froni  I1M  to  Uu  Prraiml  Tlit 
Prccr-LnlbiriiSlictcbarthc  Kiatonr  of  tbctiurnTmlc  IntticluiTvrnOtiiarlo,  UvThoh. 
TouKE,  K»i.  P.R.S.    t  toll.  ino.  il.  l«a.  doth. 

(A  CoHlliuiallini  nftlu  Abort.^ 
AV  ACCOUNTof  PRKSSauit  of  tbeauu-orthr  riFtCULATION  in  I«M  «nrl  ia»:  ■■ 
Rcu»rl»aiitbcCornLai'a,«iiilon|iio[ic««lAlI»ritluDilnourH*iik>n(9y>tcui.  am.  lila.cIM 

TRASSACTIOHS  0?  THE  ENTOMOLOGICAL  SOCIETV. 

■I  part  pulillsbed  Is  Pirl  (  of  Vol.  3,  Pvn.  Hllb  PUtif€,  b.  U. 

TRANSACnONS    OF    THE    ZOOLOGICAL     SOCIETY    0 

LONDON',  tto.  Tbe  lul  pui  puliliibed  i>  Put  i,  VuL  1,  with  FUIM,  J«k.  U.  ivIdur' 
■ml  IM.  pbln. 

RANSACTIONS  OF  THE  INSTITUTION  OF  CIVI 

Eninnwn,   4to,    VoL  II.  williTwntty-tbrMflntlfen^rniviNl  PUte>,9sa.  fInUl. 
Val  III.  KttbNiarlKndnelynignledPlBin,  ^3.  lai.  Sd.  doth. 

TRANSACTIONS  OF  THE  ROYAL  INSTTTI'TE  nr  y.\W\\<\ 

HITKCTSuf  UMirUONj  Riniiitini  of  ■  lerfiM  of  Pii'i  <  > 


•Irucllan."    Hy  R.  Willi^  U.A.  F.R.S 
ovft;  Dr.Fuirdin;  Mr.  SnnbiidKei  I 
Mr.  C.  H.  Smiib  ;  Mr.  C.  Fowler,  ffon. : 
t^pwanh.  Vol.1.  Full,  tto.tnthni 
•,•  P»rt  I,  Vol.  1. 


TROLLOPE.-THE  LAURRINGTOSS; 

By  Mn.  TMOLLurc,  Aulboi  of   "Willow   P 
I  ■  ^Wbh  S^ubr/  n 

TURNER.-THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND, 


From  the  Earlieat  Period  to  tbe  Dealb  oi 


le  portioni,  «s  (nUow ;- 


T  OF  LOidI 

Bunaliy,"  &^^^| 


Ito'X^h' 


THB  HlamBYof  tl 


THE  HlffTORY  Of  BNOLAND  durinj  the  MIUI>LIt  AGES.     , 

Wmiuu  tbe  Conqmror  to  the  Acceaiion  of  Heury  VIII.,  uid  eliiu  tl>e  tittbirf  uf 
Inre,  Rdi^on,  PoctiTi  ind  Progreu  of  the  RofanMllon  eud  of  tbe  LtagUMtr  ' 
period.    3d  Edition,  t  vols.  avo.  <el,  bain)i. 

THE  HISTORY  of  the  KEION  of  HBNKV  V 
coroiuenceturul  of  the  Enyll«h  Kefdmietioni 
EdKUnd.    3d  Edition,  3  vol*.  Bvo.  Ha.  bd>. 


Ml  Aval 


PRINTED  FOB  LONGMAN,  BROWN,  AND  CO.  31 


TURNER.-THE  SACRED  HISTORY  OF  THE  WORLD, 

Philosophically  considered.  By  Sharon  Turner,  F.S.A.  R.A.S.L.    New  Edit.  3  vols.  8to.  43ft. 

Vol.  1  con.sider8  the  Creation  and  System  of  the  Earth,  and  of  its  Ve^table  and  Animal  Races 

and  Material  Laws,  and  Formation  of  Mankind. 
Vol.  2,  the  Divine  Economy  in  iu  special  Relation  to  Mankind,  and  in  the  Delu^,  and  the 

llistory  of  Human  Affairs  ; 
Vol.  3,  the  Provisions  for  the  Perpetuation  and  Support  of  the  Human  Race,  the  Divine  System 

of  our  Social  Combinations,  and  the  Suoematural  History  of  the  World. 

TURNER.-A  TREATISE  ON  THE  FOOT  OF  THE  HORSE, 

And  a  New  System  of  Shoeing:,  by  one-sided  nailinfc ;  and  on  the  Nature,  Origin,  and  Symptoms 
of  the  Navicular  Joint  Lameness,  with  Preventive  and  Curative  Treatment.  By  Jamks 
Turner,  M.R.V.C.    Royal  8vo.  pp.  118,  7s.  6d.  boards. 

TURTON'S  (DR.)  MANUAL  OF  THE  LAND  AND  FRESH- 

WATER  SHRLL.S  of  the  BRITISH  ISLANDS.  A  New  Edition,  thorou((h1y  revised  and  with 
considerable  Additions.  By  John  Edward  Gray,  Keet  er  of  the  Zoolopcal  Collection  in 
the  British  Museum.    I  vol.  post  8vo.  with  Woodcuts,  and  12  Coloured  Plates  15a.  cloth. 

UNCLE  PETKR'S  FAIRY  TALES  : 

The  First  Story,  conUining  the  History  and  Adventures  of  Little  Mary,  Queen  of  the  g^reat 
Island  of  Brakarakakaka.    By  Unclb  Pbtsr,  F.R.L.  MJi.  T.T.  F.A.8.  Q.Q.  X.T.Z.  &c.  &c. 

Fcp.  8vo.  •  {If early  ready, 

URE.-DICTIONARY  OF  ARTS,  MANUFACTURES,  &  MINES ; 

Containing  a  clear  Exposition  of  their  tTinciples  and  Practice.  By  Andrbw  Urb,  M.D. 
F.R.S.  M.G.S.  M.A.S.  Lond.;  M.  Acad.  N.L.  Philad. ;  S.  Ph.  Soc.  N.  Germ.  Hanov. ;  Mulii. 
&c.  &c.    Third  Edition,  corrected,  8vo.  illustrated  with  IMO  Enjn^vings  on  Wood,  SOs.  cloth. 

URE.-RECENT  IMPROVEMENTS  IN   ARTS,  MANUFAC- 

TURES,  and  MINES;  beings  a  Supplement  to  his  Dictionary.  By  Andrbw  Urb,  M.D. 
F.R.S.  &c.    8V0.  \Ju9t  ready. 

WALKER  (GEO.)-CHESS  STUDIES ; 

Comprising:  One  Thousand  Ga-i  es  of  Chess,  as  really  played  by  the  first  Chess  Players ; 
forramfT  a  complete  Encyclopedia  of  Reference,  and  presenting  the  gnreatest  Collection  extant 
of  fine  specimens  of  strategy  in  every  stage  of  the  Game.  Selected  and  arranged  by  Gborob 
Walbbr,  Author  of  "  Chess  made  Easy,"  *'  A  New  Treatise  on  Chess,"  and  other  Works  on 
the  subject.    8vo.  lOt.  6d.  sewed. 

"  A  Tcry  complete  account  of  the  (^Aine  in  modent  time*,  which,  m  It  hu  become  more  a  race  than  e«er.  and 
natioiu  look  on  its  contents  with  almost  national  paaiuona.  every  cheaa-player  will  find  dcMsnring  of  hia  beat  atten- 
tion No  trial  of  akill,  certainly,  eaciti*  aocb  eamcat  dcaue  to  conqoer  j  Mid  thoaa  wUo  are  ambitioas  ot  Tictory 
moat  atttdy  Walker."— LiTxaasT  Oaxam. 

WARDLAW.-DISCOURSES  ON  THE  PRINCIPAL  POINTS 

OF  THE  SOCINIAN  CONTROVERSY— the  Unity  of  God,  and  the  Trinity  of  Persons  in  the 
Godhead ;  the  Supreme  Divinity  of  Jesus  Christ ;  the  Doctrine  of  the  Atonement ;  the  Christian 
Character,  &c.    By  Ralph  Warolaw,  D.D.    Sth  Edition,  8vo.  I5s.  cloth. 

By  the  same  Anthor, 
SERMONS.    8vo.  I2s.  boards. 

WATERTON -ESSAYS  ON  NATURAL  HISTORY, 

Chiefly  Ornithology.  By  Charlbs  Watbrton,  Esq.,  Author  of  "  Wanderinrs  in  South 
America.'*  With  an  Autobiography  of  the  Author,  and  a  View  of  Walton  Hall.  Fifth 
Edition,  fcp.  8vo.  8s.  cloth. 

SECOND  SERIES.    With  Continuation  of  Mr.  Watbrton*8  Avtobiography.    Sd  Edition, 
fcp.  8vo.  with  a  new  Vignette  by  T.  Creswick,  A.R.A.  6s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  It  K^ytn  ua  hearty  pleasure  to  meet  with  Mr.  Waterton  afpun.  To  miaerahle  moriala  <  rloee  in  popvlooa  ritie* 
pent,' nitt  booka  are  aa  a  vifforoiu  autnmn  air.  He  ia  a  charmins  writer.  Candid,  cofdial,  sood-hearted,  and  full  of 
the  most  maacoline  aympathiea.  Hia  AcroaiooaAruT  will  rank  with  the  nuwt  piquant  ana  comptvhrnaive  piece*  of 
tltatkindof  writinff  in  the  lan^page.  Hia  EasATS,  with  little  of  the  learned  pretences,  have  a  ttore  of  ehcerfolwiMlom 
in  th«m  which  yields  untailing  inatmctiTeneaa  and  pleaaore."— ExaMiMBm. 

WATHEN.-ARTS,  ANTIQUITIES,  AND  CHRONOLOGY  OF 

ANCIENT  EGYPT,  from  Personal  Observations.  By  G.  H.  Wathbn,  Architect.  With 
Illustrations  from  Original  Sketches  by  the  Author.  Royal  8vo.  with  Plates  and  Woodcuts, 
168.  cloth. 

'*  To  cnmmend  or  recommend  Mr  Wathen'a  volnme,  alter  what  wc  have  extracted  ttam  It,  would  be  anperflnoua. 
Thf  antiquary,  the  acholar,  the  philosopher,  the  artiat,  in  short,  crery  educated  man  who  reads,  cither  for  instruction 
or  entertainment,  must  be  mterested  in  its  rich  and  varied  coatcnta.*'— EcLscnc  Kxtibw. 

WESTWOOD.-INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  MODERN  CLASSI-" 

KICATION  OF  INSECTS;  comprising  an  Account  of  the  UabiU  and  Transfbrmations  of  the 
different  Families ;  a  Synopsis  of  all  the  British,  and  a  Notice  of  the  more  remarkable  Foreign 
Genera.  By  J.  O.  Wbstwood,  Sec.  Ent.  Soc.  London,  F.L.S.,  &c.  3  vols,  illustrated  with 
above  150  Woodcuts,  comprising  about  2500  distinct  Figures,  £%.  7s.  cloth. 


'A'2       r\T\in»;ri:  nr  nkw  wduks  pkintm*  roi 


WKUSTK  K.-AN  ENCYCLOIM- DTA  OF  E 

I  ••iiipii«ii!;:  «iii  li  ^ni«|ii*fK  US  arv  iifi^t  iniiiit'>liHti-lv  1*0111; 
l*iiii->iri>'  tiiMi  iif  lhiiii"!>tM*  Kihlic  •»',  with  th«-  iiukU's  uf  Wi 
tliiiii  A  ■!•  oi'iMit'Mii  ••r'lltc  \iiriiiiifr  aiTii-l-«  nf  Fnriiitiin*.  « 
|>ii!i.  •  .if  Sniuit*  \  „'«Mii  ra!  Hi-rniinr  nf  rln"  Annual  and 
B'ltl  |]|.  M.-ihi-'l'^i'fii'i-"..  n  ii'^aiiil  i»ri-!«nriii:;  lln'iii  liy  Cotik 
N.i'-i.  ;ii'.l  Ihi-  I'm  iM»:il!"ii  .ii  n'l  kiii>  *iif  KiTiiiriitril  hiq 
t--i''<"il  III  |ii-i-<«  iii'il  till* 'liii'i-rti'  ilii>'nii-K'«  tif  till*  i«ii 
W'lii-f!  I'uniii-^  -iVis.Tv.itum  nf  Miiiltli-  ih-kTiii'>tlii*  M« 
Wi.N^Thn.  bMi.S.  \r.  ;  a**!*:.- 1  l»y  thr  latf  Mr-.  l*«irk« 
H«ii.  illii«lriiii-il  Midi  iii-:irlv  KHhi  Wn'iHli'iiro,  ;•(>«.  cloth. 
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umrrs  niMri-NDiiM  of  thk  ve 

C'niit.iiiHii::  l'l.i:ii  :inil  ('■iM'I<>i-  i 'liM'r\:iliiiiis  uu  ihr  (\in 
Si.-il-'i-  :i  l<Mi'.' :iMi|  |Hi;iii|,ii  Oi.ihiir  of  tin' Slrii<  tiirr  :iii(l  f 
>\  iii|iriiiiin,  iiiiij  I  n  :itiiii'ii(  i*f  tiic  l)iM':iM*ik  hii*!  Ai'CMlt'liI 
lii-Ht  iiii-Minil  of  iMTrTiiiiii:;  \.'iriiMi<  lrri|Mirr:i'it  0;m  rutioiii 
llor-.''";  n>ii!  II  rur'ioi!-  M:Tf't-:i  Mitliri  .iihI  rii^iiuin  o|ii 
-trtii  |i-  i.»:thi  ■■iiHiitirir>il>-  \-l  '!li>iii^:ii>il  \!lt  i:iii<iiis,  Sriiin 
»'f  \  ill  :mi:i;->  Nii'iiri".    liv  \\  .  T.  Sl'imM  K,  \  1  ti-jiiiary  Si 

WIl ITK'S VoM ri;.\" 01  I'M  OF  CATTLI 

Or.  I'ramral  « Hi-iTvafiiMi'*  oii  tlir  Pi«»nri|i'r>  of  (';ifl»*  a 
t'-r  Hor-i".  Ijili  i'.i|it:oii.  ri'-!irriiiiir*"l,  wiili  ro,  \  ^tK.  \ililiii 
Vi'i.  S'«i.:riiii,  A'i!ii'»r  I'f  !i  "  I'luiti-"  oil  ilh"  Inilii'-iiZH/ 
\^Z  ol  tl.i'  llor--."  &«".     h\i».  '.I-*,  rlmii. 

WIIITI.KY.-TIIK  Ari'T.K'ATHtX  OF 

(  I  l/i  I'li'l. .:■..•!  |o  ili>-  liri|>ro\i 'III  lit  ai!il  Valniitioii  nf  Iji 
iH  .-K1I-.  aifl  tin*  |'rini'i|>lr!«  uf  riiltixatioii.     li\  NiciiuLA 

Wi'oANv'tIII-  DIAMTY  OF  THK  MI 

I'll  \  I  I-.  I  !!■  Mnii|«ir»'.  riiii' i'liii*-.  aii'l  l>I:*ra"«'  of  the 
l.i-:ii.ir\  :  »!:•!  >Iii'mii  t>>  l<i'  i-»M'nlial  I"  .^il>^ai  Ki'>|>oU!)i 
Mlljivt-..      !U    \.  1..   \Vi(..\\.  M.l).      Mo. 

\VII,KINS(i.\.-Tin:  KNOINKS  OF  WA 

P.!  '1-  n  ll:-liir\  ot"  \ririi-iit  :i«ii|  Moilnn  r.oii-i-tili'  I'>!riii 
>|"'i!:ii.' ;  iinlii'li;  .:  f''.'  M  ..ii':f;««  I  irr  if'  Fri-'-Arii'--.  tin" 
IiiUiIcr.  of  ."•Wonl-.,  ;ii,i|  ot  l.ir  lUll'oi' ««f  th.-  DiilliasiiK  Ki 
<  >tiofr\<iTi'<i.o  of  liri><i/.i-:  lo  uliii'h  :irr  a  I>li-<1,  Kfiiiarks  o 
ill"  K\ii:i"iiliii:ii>  Ltlrit  |'ii»lmr't  liv  thi-  Aftmii  i»l  >«'a-v 
\.irioils   Ml-nllai  (■■iilH  I  \;irril!irilt>.      il\   II.  \V|I.KIN'i».\ 

Wlll.OldlinV  (LVl)Y'.    A  1)1  VUY. 

riii|...i!i:i_'  to  I.I'  i-\  tir  i.\nY  \viM.«ir<.!n:Y,i<f  tin-  K« 

l'.i'»>:ii:i>i  1  f  hiT  l>iiiii  .'til"  Ili^Tor\  fnii:  It..<'>  In  Iim-s. 

To  liivi- iuMitiiiual  :i;ti  ri  >!  to  t:i»' ^\<ii  k.  it  has  Iwrii   pr 
|iTn"l  til  ^IihIi  it  i«  fiT''.     Siiiall  4lM.  i«.^.  Iioar)'-;  or  in  1 
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I  1-  .  -.  |i  -"!.  i-i'  "I  I..!.  ■■  ;..••..  I  ■  !:..  I  '  ■■..■.•if  n  ..'  .  t;..|  .'•■  ■'.|i 
!■  !  -I.-..  ■  .  :i  •••■.•  ..  Vil  '■  I..  :  I  .'  .i:;  ,  111,'  '.  '  ■  -I  !•■  'i  '■r  m  I'ti-u'iii 
Ti.  :  •! .:".  ",.  r:r  ■•■  ''.  -i,  ,).  ■.  'i  •  ,i  .■  .  '  i  .  i  ■.-.  1  li";.  ■•  in.^-!  I:  .-.■■i  * 
'•1  .  l!.«  '.  •!.•   ..•  1.1'.  ■  '.f  I  ■'.  .M  •        •,  |.  '    ;   ••■    I  .,--11.  ■  \  •!.  ■!  i.|  l'  <   -II-  ii'»r 

I'.t 1 1.'.  '•.■•'«.  •*■    .  1  ;  1'  --  ini:'  ■  ■•'.  ;  i!  ;  ■■,■<■  l:.  il  il  ^u-'  hij  :  l!-  «  ij  tn 

l.it  ii  i!»-'.i:ri.    — Kv*  \i,i  I  I    M   M»i.\.':m. 

WOOD.-A  I'HACTK'AL  TU1;AT1>;M  0 

INTKKlnil  COMMl  NHATH.N    in  (ilNi'-H  \L;    ront 
till*  liiwiTN  of  till*  liii|trii\ri|  l,oi'iii;iotivt'  l'ii.;'.»ii  *.  aiiii  Tnl 
[  Vi'saiit'i'  (ill  CanaN.  Uailnay>.  ami    I  iii'ii|ii\i-  K>>a'l-.     Ity 

I  Mi'iiili.  lu-t.  Civ.  lliiiT  *.''■    'Il-ir«l  rflitum.  \fry  ;;r<'aJ',y 

I  si'Vcnil  new  WiHuiruts.     •^\-  H"'  ('<i.  rioiii. 

YOUNG  lAOlFS'  V.OOK  (TIIK) : 

.\  .Maiiii.ii  o;'  Kli^iraiil  Korroaiim.N.  I.\iiri>«'<i,  j.iil  ''ur« 
lH>autiriilly  i'\cnit''ii  Kiiura\iims  on  Wtioil.  xl.  !»'.  r:»;;aii 
iniitatiiii  of  .Mcrliiiii  Iticc. 

>.  .  ■  ■    "•      s  :i  .      .:'.  ^  ,.- .s !■.••'  I.  1 1  Ll. ■'.■..•■.■■'  I 


32  CATALOGUR  OF  NEW  WORKS  PRINTED  FOR  LONGMAN  AND  CO. 


.     «>•     «^^    ^/^     «.«        0  «*^V««  ^^ 


WEBSTER -AN  ENCYCLOPiEDIA  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY; 

Compriains:  such  gubjects  m  are  most  immediately  connected  with  Honsekoepin? :  an,  Tli.? 
Construction  of  Domestic  EdiflcoB,  with  the  modes  of  Wanmini^,  Ventilatins:.  and   l.ijhhn:: 


Natureand  the  Preparation  Of  all  kmds  Of  Fennented  Liquors  used  as  Beveraire— Materiat* 
employed  in  Drens  and  the  Toilette— Business  of  the  laundry-  I>e«cription  of  the  ^ariMi!. 
Wheel  Carriapres— Preservation  of  Health— Domestic  Medicine,  &c.  &r.  &c.  HyTn..M\- 
Wkbstbr,  F.G.S.  &c.  ;  assisted  by  the  late  Mrs.  Parkes,  Author  of  "  I>onieatic  Dtitu-*.'* 
8vo.  illustrated  with  nearly  1000  Woodcuts,  508.  cloth. 


volume,  which  m\i»t  ^pc^tlily  be  rcv^aitlul  a^  an  indiit|)en^Ue  lKK>k  of  rclvnnr**  in  cvi  n-  li««n-^  k«t  y-*- .  " 

WHITE'S  COMPENDIUM  OF  THE  VETERI^\VRY'aRtT'" 

C/ontainin(?  PUin  and  Concise  Observations  on  the  Construction  and  Mana^^cuii  nt  f»f  tho 
Stable;  a  brief  and  )>opular  Outline  of  the  Structure  and  F^onouiy  of  tlie  fiorso  ;  thi*  Natur»% 
Symptoms,  and  Treatment  of  the  Diseases  and  Accidents  to  which  the  HorM.*  ih  liahl.*;  thp 
best  method  of  performing  various  Important  0|H>rations;  with  Advice  to  the  Purchasers  nf 
Horses;  and  a  copious  Materia  Medicn  and  IMiannacopreia.  17th  Kdition.  »*fitir*ly  r«.vi.ii- 
8tructe.l,with  considerable  Additions  and  Alterations,  briuirin)?  the  work  up  to  the  prcst-ut  s!aTi^ 
of  Veterinnr>-  Science.  By  W.  C.  Spooner,  Veterinary  Surpeon,  &c.  ic.  6vo.  %\  ith  coloi:ri-l 
Plate,  16:}.  cloth. 

WHITE'S  COMPENDIUM  OF  CATTLE  MEDICINE ; 

Or,  Practical  Observations  on  the  Disorders  of  Cattle  and  other  Domestic  Animals,  ♦-\rr»p! 
tlie  Horse.  6th  K<lition,  re-arranirc<l,  with  copi>3us  Additions  and  Notes,  by  W.  C.  SFf»o.\Ka, 
Vet.  Surireon,  Author  of  a  "Treatise  on  the  Influenza,*'  and  a  '* Treatise  on  the  Fot.>t  ttinl 
I-.eir  of  the  Horse,"  &c.    8vo.  9s.  cloth. 

WHITLEY -THE  APPLICATION  OF  GEOLOfiY  TO  AGRI- 

Ct'LTURK.  and  to  the  Improvement  and  Valuation  of  Land :  with  the  Xatnre  and  Pphm-.-ij?* 
of  .Soils,  and  the  Priuciples  of  Cultivation.  By  Nicholas  Whitley,  Land-;Sur\-cyor.  s«<t. 
7s.  6d.  cloth. 

WIGAN.-THE  DUALITY  OF  THE  MIND, 

Pi-oved  by  the  Structure,  Functions,  and  Diseases  of  the  Brain,  and  by  the  Phenomena  (^i 
Insanity;  and  shewn  to  be  essential  to  Moral  Responsibility:  with  Remarks  on  CcdUteral 
Subjects.     By  A.  L.  Wioa.n,  M.D.    8vo.  [AVar/v  rt*ulm. 

WILKINSON.-TIIE  ENGINES  OF  WAR.  &>. 

Itein^  a  History  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Prniectile  Instruments  nnd  Endnt'S  of  W.irfan^  j.t.i! 
Sporting;  incluilini;  the  Mniiufarture  of  Firo-Arms,  the  History  and  Muimfaotnrr  of  (.m.- 
|K)\vdcr,  of  Swords,  and  of  the  cause  of  the  Damascus  FizJire  in  Swonl  Hl:»ih>«»,  witli  >;ii»iu> 
Observations  of  Bronze:  to  which  are  added,  Remarks  on  some  IVculi.iriti«-?«of  Iron,  an-l  i-ii 
the  Kxtraordinnry  Klfect  produceil  by  the  Action  of  Sea-wator  on  Cast-Iron  ;  with  nttnils  <'i 
\nrious  Miscellarleous  Kxperinienta.    Bv  H.  Wilkinson,  M.R.A,:*.    t<vo.  9s.  <.U»;h. 

WILLOUGHBY  (LADY).  -A  DIARY, 

Purportinu'  to  be  by  the  LAUY  WlLLOr(;HBY,of  the  Reiffn  of  Charles  I. ;  embrncnu'  s-n.^ 
Passairrs  of  her  Domestic  History  from  1035  to  1048. 

To  trive  additional  intt-rostto  the  work,  it  has  been  printetl  and  hound  in  the  stylf  of  ;lio 
jieriod  to  which  it  refers.    Small  4to.  18s.  board** ;  or  in  morocco,  by  Huyduy,  .-fi.  'Js. 

"  Sii  r.inly  li;i\(  wi- mi't  in  inii  litfrary  walkn  wjtii  mi  ^wi-i  •  .■»  <:>i:irart»'r  ,i>  thi- LatlT  WilKia.:Ii).y,  thit   m-   »f  .,-,   -.• 
whether  tll^f<■cUne  «ifn-j;rft  or  phMMiri- hns  pr*\nilnl  ji^  Mf- h.»\p  tli"-«-J  the  \oluni' of  liiT  I.-auiiIui   '.-..^w.-     :      n   . 
hxik*  •■ut  uimn   U''  from  \vt  or>«  iie<l  Cftsrm»'nt  with  Mi-h  fn'hT**'.;^  nnd   lv-:\wty.  fli  »t  ■»•■.■»»•••  (■■»Ttijv  I    ■■':  t>  r»_-.->. 
with  aihiiitatirin  and  delifht.      Ihcrr  ij»  no  aim  at  I'ffiHt  in  wliat -hi' ha-;  wiiHr-rii  ri"  m  lii  atit-n -il  .i  «m  ;>i.m.  »  \ji 
liiT  wliole  mien  is  tliat  ol  Kulwluf'd  frrace  and    f«'niirTim-  lu^»-lnn^->«».     That  tlu"  »x<iu)->iti    p  .'^liir  -   pii.;   iir  i_'   t.    '•  •. 
extrai  t<.  friim  her  diirT  ha^r  fli)«iil  from  .1  **oman"s  |.pn,aliinp  we  i-.inn«>l  fur  ,» :n'>:jn'nt  .'oubt.     \  w.-.ii.i:i  •  t.|v       ■.;: 
hA\r  CO  ju*11y  Hn.l  ten<"lirly  jnTttayed  llie  rhar.n-rt  r  of  :in  :iir.ition.nfo  d.iuffhtei  ,a  L"'ulle  and  lnvirt;.'  «;l« ,  »ii'l  i '.  \    :•■.■..! 
and  de\ut(tl  'm«ith«r.     All  this  her  lad\>iu;i,  wh»t!:er  a  ri-.il  tir  au  ini-viniaiy  iM'r^n.i.rr,  Ui»«  d-^n-  .  w  ith  :>    cta  •-  f.;i-i.-- 
ami  truUi  w<iithy  of  female  n.^tur^  in  it<-  hest  and  hirti'st  m<i<ni.     II  hfr  work  if  inditHj  only  .;n  iru»:.it.>>;.  ■>!"  il3>  »  _.  :  • 
by,  tlii-n  t.l:«-  ^eniiLn  of  J'liuttertim  is  far  vuri.a<«-.«*d  h>  that  of  llie  ..ui  <■l•v^ful  author.     In  t.ikiii::  lra»«-  rf  >i-"  'in-    -i.    ,i  ' 
inten>tms  ln^ik,  wt-  cipri"'.-  irnr  ciirJial  h<-pf  tint  it  will  find  Jtn  way  to  Uw  toili  lie  of  f?\rr\  tifl--l  »nfJ  u:;t:il»Tj  1:  .:■  .■ 
Oreat  Drit,iin."— Evtmiii  i.|(a.i.  MAOAZiMf. 

WOOD.-A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  RAILROADS,  AND 

INTKRIOR  CO.MMUNICATK^N  in  GENi'.RAL;  containing  numeron-j  Kxp»  riiiK  i,t.  .m 
the  Powers  of  the  Improved  I.,oconiotive  Knjrinos.  and  Tables  of  the  comparalivt- Co*  t  «u'(".ii  - 
veyanrc  on  Canal.s,  Railway.s,  and  Turnpike  Ri)ads.  By  Nicholas  Wooi>,  ( \»llur>-  \  h'-.ni  r. 
Memb.  Inst.  Civ.  Em;:.  *<^-  ThinI  edition,  very  greatly  enlarj^ed,  with  13  large  l'iatt>,  .u.il 
several  new  Woodcuts.    ±-\'  lis.  Gd.  cloth. 

YOUNG  LADIES'  BOOK  (THE) : 

A  Mai.nal  of  Elejrant  Recreations.  Rxercises,  and  Pursuits.  4th  Edition,  witli  nuinon-i;* 
beautifully  e.\ecutc<l  Eiij^ravings  on  Wood.  jfcl.  is.  ele;;aiitly  bound  in  crimson  silk,liiitd  with 
imitatiuu'of  Mechlin  lace. 
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This  book  should  be  returned  to 
the  Library  on  or  before  the  last  ^ate 
stamped  below. 

A  fine  of  five  cents  a  day  is  incurred 
by  retaining  it  beyond  the  specified 
time. 

Please  jf^lum  promptly. 
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